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THE  INHERITANCE 

CHAPTER  I 
The  Man  m  the  Field 

W"!^,  "!* /""J-^h^na  «age  came  to  the 
daily  halt  beneath  the  blasted  pine  at  the 
.      ^"M-roads.  an    elderly    man,    wearine    - 
flappmg  frock  coat  and  a  soft  slouch  hat,  steLu 

doubtful  glance  across  the  level  tobacco  fields,  where 
the  young  plants  we«  d^oping  in  the  June  sunS™ 

his  tJlw'l'"^^',''  '*'"  ■'*  ""«<»•  "ith  a  jerkrf 

fl  es  Hn?,         *"*  '  "'™''  "'  W-'-and-yellow  L  .tter- 

the  cfoJ  r  °™:  1.  '"""«  P-ddle-'-five  miles  as 
the  crow  flies,  and  through  a  bog  ? " 

encrusted  axle,  peering  with  blinking  pale-grav  eves 
over  a  pair  of  gold-rimmed  spectacles     In  hiWa? 

— tTa^rh-''^'""'  °'  "  -holarlylnS; 
umuiwied,  and  his  dress,  despite  its  general  ea™ 

hrofk*^"?"'.*  '"«"''"  '"'"'>"<»  o^^'  f^ 
that  of  the  isolated  dwellers  in  the  surrounding  fie^ 

n  rea  rrJ'""'°'™='^  impoverished  by  the  war; 
reality,  he  was  a  successful  lawyer  in  a  neighbour- 
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ing  town,  who,  amid  the  overthrow  of  the  slavc- 
hoUling  gentry  some  twenty  years  before,  had  risen 
into  a  provincial  prominence. 

His  humour  met  with  a  slow  response  from  the 
driver,  who  sat  playfully  flicking  at  a  horsefly  on  thfl 
flank  of  a  tall,  raw-boned  sorrel.  "Wall,  thar's  been 
a  sight  of  rain  lately,"  he  observed,  with  good- 
natured  acquiescence,  "but  I  don't  reckon  the  mud's 
more'n  waist  deep,  an'  if  you  do  happen  to  git  clean 
down,  thar's  Sol  Peterkin  along  to  pull  you  out. 
Whar're  you  hidin',  Sol?  Why,  bless  my  boots,  if 
he  ain't  gone  fast  asleep !" 

At  this  a  lean  and  high-featured  matron,  encased 
in  the  rigidity  of  her  Sunday  bombazine,  gave  a  prim 
poke  with  her  umbrella  in  the  ribs  of  a  sparrow-like 
little  man,  with  a  discoloured,  scraggy  beard,  who 
nodded  in  one  comer  of  the  long  seat. 

"I'd  wake  up  if  I  was  you,"  she  remai  ked  in  the 
voice  her  sex  assumes  when  virtue  lapses  into  severity. 

Starting  from  his  doze,  the  little  man  straightened 
his  wiry,  sunburned  neck  and  mechanically  raised 
his  hand  to  wipe  away  a  thin  stream  of  tobacco  juice 
which  trickled  from  his  half-open  mouth. 

"Hi !  we  ain't  got  here  a'ready !"  he  exclaimed,  as 
he  spat  energetically  into  the  mud.  "I  d'clar  if  it 
don't  beat  all — one  minute  we're  thar  an'  the  next 
we're  here.  It's  a  movin'  world  we  live  in,  ain't  that 
so,  mum?"  Then,  as  the  severe  matron  still  stared 
unbendingly  before  her,  he  descended  between  the 
wheels,  and  stood  nervously  scraping  his  feet  in  the 
long  grass  by  the  roadside. 

"This  here's  Sol  Peterkin,  Mr.  Carraway,"  said 
the  driver,  bowing  his  introduction  as  he  leaned 
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forward  to  disentangle  the  reins  from  the  sorrel's 
tail,  "an'  I  reckon  he  kin  p'int  out  Blake  Hall  to  you 
as  well  as  another,  seoin'  as  he  was  under^verseer 
thar  for  eighteen  years  befo'  the  war.  Now  you'd 
better  climb  in  agin,  folks;  it's  time  we  were  off." 

He  gave  an  insinuating  cluck  to  the  horses,  while 
several  passengers,  who  had  alighted  to  gather  black- 
berries from  the  ditch,  scrambled  hurriedly  into  their 
places.  With  a  single  clanking  wrench  the  stage 
rolled  on,  plodding  clumsily  over  the  miry  road. 

As  the  spattering  mud-drops  fell  round  him.  Carra- 
way  lifted  his  head  and  sniffed  the  air  Hke  a  pointer 
that  has  been  just  turned  afield.     For  the  moment 
his  professional  errand    escaped    him  as  his  chest 
expanded  in  the  light  wind  which  blew  over  the 
radiant  stillness  of  the  Virginian  June.     From  the 
cloudless  sky  to  its  pure  reflection  in  the  rain-washed 
roads  there  was  barely  a  descending  shade,  and  the 
tufts  of  dandelion  blooming  against  the  rotting  rail 
fence  seemed  but  patches  of  the  clearer  sunshine. 
Bless  my  soul,  it's  like  a  day  out  of  Scripture !"  he 
exclaimed  in  a  tone  that  was  half-apologetic;   then 
raismg  his  walking-stick  he  leisurely  swept   it  into 
space.     "There's    hardly    another    crop,    I    reckon, 
between  here  and  the  Hall?" 

Sol  Peterkin  was  busily  cutting  a  fresh  quid  of 
tobacco  from  the  plug  he  carried  in  his  pocket,  and 
there  was  a  brief  pause  before  he  answered.  Then,  as 
he  carefully  wiped  the  blade  of  his  knife  on  the  leg  of 
his  blue  jean  overalls,  he  looked  up  with  a  curious 
facial  contortion. 

"Oh,  you'll  find  a  com  field  or  two  somewhar 
along,    he  repUed,  "but  it's  a  lanky,  sUpshod  kind  of 
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crop  at  best,  for  tobaccy's  king  down  here,  an*  no  mis- 
take. We've  a  sayin'  that  the  man  that  ain't  partial 
to  the  weed  can't  sleep  sound  even  in  the  churchyard, 
an'  thar's  some  as  'ill  swar  to  this  day  that  Willie 
Moreen  never  rested  in  his  grave  because  he  didn't 
chaw,  an'  the  soil  smelt  jest  like  a  plug.  Oh,  it's  a 
great  plant,  I  tell  you,  suh.  Look  over  thar  at  them 
fields;  they've  all  been  set  out  sencethe  spell  o'  rain." 

The  road  they  followed  crawled  like  a  leisurely  river 
between  the  freshly  ploughed  ridges,  where  the  earth 
was  slowly  settling  around  the  transplanted  crop. 
In  the  distance,  labourers  were  still  at  work,  passing 
in  dull-blue  I  ^otches  between  the  rows  of  bright-green 
leaves  that  hung  limply  on  their  slender  stalks. 

"You've  lived  at  the  Hall,  I  hear,"  said  Carraway, 
suddenly  turning  to  look  at  his  companion  over 
his  lowered  glasses. 

"When  it  was  the  Hall,  suh,"  replied  Sol,  with  a 
tinge  of  bitterness  in  his  chuckle.  "Why,  in  my  day, 
an'  that  was  up  to  the  very  close  of  the  war,  you 
might  stand  at  the  big  gate  an'  look  in  any  direction 
you  pleased  till  yo'  eyes  bulged  fit  to  bu'st,  but  you 
couldn't  look  past  the  Blake  land  for  all  yo'  tryin'. 
These  same  fields  here  we're  passin'  through  I've  seen 
set  out  in  Blake  tobaccy  time  an'  agin,  an'  the  farm 
I  live  on  three  miles  beyond  the  Hall  belonged  to 
the  old  gentleman,  God  bless  him !  up  to  the  day  he 
died.  Lord  save  my  soul!  three  hunnard  as  likely 
niggers  as  you  ever  clap  sight  on,  an'  that  not  countin' 
a  good  fifty  that  was  too  far  gone  to  work." 

"All  scattered  now,  I  suppose?" 

"See  them  little  cabins  over  yonder?"  With  a 
dirty  forefinger  he  pointed  to  the  tiny  trails  of  smoke 
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hanging    low    above    the    distant    tree-tops     "The 
county's  right  speckled  with  'em  an'  with  thar  chil- 
dren-all  named  Blake  artcr  old  marster,  as  they 
called  him,  or  Corbin  arter  old  miss.    When  leetle 
Mr.  Christopher  got  turned  out  of  the  Hall  jest  befo' 
his  pa  died,  an*  was  shuffled  into  the  house  of  the 
overseer,  whar  Bill  Fletcher  used  to  live  himself 
the  darkies  all  bought    bits  o'  land   here  an'  thar 
an'  settled  down  to  do  some  farmin'  on  a  free  scale 
Stuck  up.  suh  I    Why.  Zebbadee    Blake  passed  me 
yestiddy  drivin'    his    own  mule-team,  an'   I  heard 
him  swar  he  wouldn't  turn  out  o'  the  road  for  any- 
body less'n  God  A'mighty  or  Marse  Christopher  I" 
^  "A-ahem!"    exclaimed   Carraway,    with    relish; 
and  in  the  meantime,  the  heir  to  all  this  high-handed 
authority  is  no  better  than  an  illiterate  day-labourer  " 
Peterkin snorted.     "Who?  Mr.  Christopher ?   Well 
he  wam't  more'n  ten  years  old  when  his  pa  went 
doty  an'  died,  an'  I  don't  reckon   he's   had  much 

an   watched  the  nigger  children  traipsin'  by  to  the 
Yankee  woman's  school,  an'  he  drivin'  the  plough 
when  he  didn't  reach  much  higher  than  the  handle. 
He  used  to  be  the  damdest  leetle  brat,  too.  till  his 
spents  got  all  freezed  out  o'  him.    Lord !  Lord  I  thar's 
such  a  sight  of  meanness  in  this  here  world  that  it 
makes  a  body  b'lieve  in  Providence  whether  or  no." 
Carraway  meditatively  twirled  his  walking-stick. 
Kaises  tobacco  now  like  the  rest,  doesn't  he?" 
'Not   like   the   rest-bless   you.   no,   suh.     Why, 
the  weed  thrives  under  his  very  touch,  though  he 
can  t  abide  the  smell  of  it.  an'  thar's  not  a  farmer 
m  the  county  that  wouldn't  ruthe.  have  him  to  plant 
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cut,  or  cure  than  any  ten  men  round  about.  They  do 
say  that  his  pa  went  clean  crazy  about  tobaccy  jest 
befo'  he  died,  an'  that  Mr.  Christopher  gets  dead 
sick  when  he  smells  it  smokin'  in  the  bam.  but  he 
kin  pick  up  a  leaf  blindfold  an'  tell  you  the  quality 
of  it  at  his  first  touch." 

For  a  moment  the  lawyer  was  silent,  pondering  a 
thought  he  evidently  did  not  care  to  utter.  When 
at  last  he  spoke  it  was  in  the  measured  tones  of  one 
who  overcomes  an  impediment  in  his  speech. 

"Do  you  happen  to  have  heard,  I  wonder,  any- 
thing of  his  attitude  toward  the  present  owner  of 
the  Hall?" 

"Happen  to  have  heard  I"  Peterkin  threw  back  his 
head  and  gasped.  "Why,  the  whole  county  has 
happened  to  hear  of  it,  I  reckon.  It's  been  common 
talk  sence  the  day  he  got  his  nrst  bird-gun,  an'  his 
nigger.  Unr!e  Boaz,  found  him  hidin'  in  the  bushes  to 
shoot  old  Fletcher  when  he  came  in  sight.  I  tell  you, 
if  Bill  Fletcher  lay  dyin'  in  the  road,  Mr.  Christopher 
would  sooner  ride  right  over  him  than  not.  You 
ask  some  folks,  suh,  an'  they'll  tell  you  a  Blake  kin 
hate  twice  as  long  as  most  men  kin  love." 

"Ah,  is  it  so  bad  as  that  ?"  muttered  Carraway. 

"Well,  he  ain't  much  of  a  Christian,  as  the  lights 
go,"  continued  Sol,  "but  I  ain't  sartain.  accordin'  to 
my  way  of  thinkin'.that  he  ain't  got  a  better  showin' 
on  his  side  than  a  good  many  of  'em  that  gits  thar 
bcfo'  the  preacher.  He's  a  Blake,  skin  an'  bone, 
anyhow,  an'  you  ain't  goin'  to  git  this  here  county 
to  go  agin  him — not  if  he  was  to  turn  an'  spit  at 
Satin  himself.  Old  Bill  Fletchei  stole  his  house  an' 
his  land  an'  his  money,  law  or  no  law — that's  how  I 
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look  at  it-but  he  couldn't  steal  his  name,  an'  that's 
what  ^nts  among  the  niggers,  an'  the  po'  whites. 

'      T'u  ^^'    ^*  r"  **  "^^""^^  P*'^'^  o'  ^Ja'kies  sttnd 
^      stock  still  when  Fletcher  drove  up  to  the  bar.  with 
A      his  spankm    pair  of  bays,  an'  then  mos'  break  that 
m      neck,  lettm    'em  down  as  soon  as  Mr.  Christopher 
come,  along  with  his  team  of  oxen.     You  kin  fool  the 
quality  bout  the  quality,  but  I'U  be  blamed   if  you 
kin  fool  the  niggers."  ' 

Ahead  of  them  there  was  a  icattered  group  of  loff 
^  ^;^^°»'  ~"-^"ded  by  little  whitewashed  palings 
f  f"^  *V*^*!*'  approach  a  decrepit  old  negro,  followed 
by  a  slmking  black-and-tan  foxhound,  came  beneath 
.  the  straggling  hopvine  over  one  of  the  doors  and 
^  through  the  open  gate  out  into  the  road.  His  bent 
I  old  figure  was  huddled  within  his  carefully  patched 
I      Clothes  of  coarse  brown  homespun. 

I  "Howdy,  marsters."  he  muttered,  in  answer  to  the 
I  Z^t'il  f^l*"^;  "^'^8  *  trembling  hand  to  his 
I     wnnkled  forehead.    "Y'all  ain'  seen  nuttin'  er  ole 

miss  8  yaller  cat.  Beulah.  I  reckon  ?" 
Peterkin    who  had  eyed  him  with  the  peculiar 

disfavour  felt  for  the  black  man  by  the  low-born 

White,  evinced  a  sudden  interest  out  of  all  proportion 

^oC&nAway  s  conception  of  the  loss. 

"Ain't  she  done  come  back  yet.  Uncle  Boa2?"he 
inquired. 

"Naw.  suh.  dat  she  aint.  en  ole  miss  she  ain'  gwine 
git  a  wmk  er  sleep  dis  blessed  night.  Me  en  Spy  we 
«  done  been  traipsin'  roun'  atter  dat  ar  low-lifeted 
Beulah  sence  befo'  de  dinner-bell." 

"When  did  you  miss  her  first?"  asked  Peterkin 
With  concern. 
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"I  dunno,  tuh,  dat  I  don't,  caie  ihe  ain'  no  betUr'n 
one  er  dcM  yer  wish-wishyi,*  «n'  I  atn'  m«k  out  yit 
eCn  twus  her  er  her  hant.  Lai'  night  'bout  tundown 
dar  fhe  wus  a-lappin'  her  taner  er  milk  right  at  ole 
mist  feet,  en  dti  mawnin'  at  tunup  Jar  the  wam't. 
Dat'i  all  I  know.  tuh.  ef'n  you  lay  me  out." 

"Well,  I  reckon  she'll  turn  up  agin."  tatd  Peterkin 
consolingly.  "Cats  air  jest  like  gals,  anyway — they 
ain't  never  happy  unless  they're  eternally  gallyvantin'. 
Why,  that  big  white  Tom  of  mine  knows  more  about 
this  here  county  than  I  do  myself." 

"Dat's  so,  suh;  dat's  de  gospel  trufe;  but  I'se  kinder 
flustered  'bout  dat  yaller  cat  case  ole  miss  sutney  do 
set  a  heap  er  sto'  by  'er.  She  ain'  never  let  de  dawgs 
come  in  de  'oom,  nohow,  case  once  she  done  feel 
Beulah  rar  'er  back  at  Spy.  She's  des  stone  blin'.  is 
ole  miss,  but  I  d'clar  she  kin  smell  pow'ful  keen,  an' 
'tain'  no  use  tryin'  ter  fool  her  wid  one  houn'  er  de 
hull  pack.  Lawd  I  Lawd  I  I  wunner  ef  dat  ar  cat  kin 
be  layin'  close  over  yonder  at  Sis  Daphne's  ?" 

He  branched  off  into  a  little  path  which  ran  like  a 
white  thread  across  the  field,  grumbling  querulously 
to  the  black-and-tan  foxhound  that  ambled  at  his 
heels. 

"Dar's  a  wallopin'  ahaid  er  you,  sho's  you  bo'n." 
he  muttered,  as  he  limped  on  toward  a  small  log  hut 
from  which  floated  an  inviting  fragrance  of  bacon 
frying  in  fat.  "I  reckon  you  lay  dat  you  kin  cut 
yo'  mulatter  capers  wid  me  all  you  please,  but  you'd 
better  look  out  sharp  'fo'  you  begin  foolin'  'long  er 
Mar&e  Christopher.     Dar  you  go  agin,  now.    Ain'  dat 
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u  WMter  go  ticlcm'  at) 
ole  hyar  fer,  anyhow  f" 

•So  that  ii  one  of  younR  RIake'g  hanger.^  ?•' 
''^,7'i  Carraway.  with  a  ihght  inflection  of  inquiry. 
Uncit  Boas,  you  mean?  Oh.  he  waa  the  old 
gentleman  i  body-iervant  befo*  the  war.  He  uwd 
to  wear  hit  manter'a  can^ff  rufflea  an'  high  hat 
A  mighty  likely  nigger  he  waa.  too.  till  he  got  all  bent 
upwiththerheumaticf." 

The  lawyer  had  lifted  hi*  walking-gtick  and  was 
pointmg  straight  ahead  to  a  group  of  old  brick 
chimneyi  huddled  in  the  sunaet  above  a  grove  of 
giant  oakf. 

"That  muit  be  Blake  Hall  over  there."  he  >aid- 
there  •    not   another   houie   like   it   in   the   three 
counties." 

"We'll  be  at  the  big  gate  in  a  minute,  suh."  Peterkin 
returned.    "Thii  is  the  first  view  of  the  Hall  you  uit 
an  they  aay  the  old  gentleman  used  to  raise  his  hat 
whenever  he  pa««d  by  it."    Then  as  they  swung  open 
the  great  iron  gate,  with  its  new  coat  of  red.  he 
touched  Carraway's  sleeve  and  spoke  in  a  hoarse 
whisper     'Thar'.    Mr.    Christopher    himself    over 
yonder,    he  said,  "an"  Lord  bless  my  soul,  if  he  ain't 
.ettin'  out  old  Fletcher's  plants.    Thkr  f  he's  stLX' 
up  now-the  big  young  fellow  with  the  basket.    The 
old  gentleman  was  the  biggest  man  twixt  here  an' 
Fredericksburg,  but  I  d'clar  Mr.  Christopher  is  a  good 
half-head  taller  I"  * 

At  his  words  Carraway  stopped  short  in  the  road, 
raismg  his  useless  glasses  upon  his  brow.     The    sun 

h!l^r,f  "^^^  ^"""^  ^"  *  ^^^^  °^  "«^*'  «nd  the  great 
bare  field  was  slowly  darkening  against  the  west. 
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Nfftrtr  tt  h«nd  thera  were  the  long  road,  alreidy  in 
twilight,  the  rail  fence  wrapped  in  creepers,  end  a 
•olttary  chestnut  tree  in  full  bloom.  Farther  away 
■wept  the  freshly  ploughed  ground  over  which  passed 
the  moving  figures  of  the  labourers  transplanting  the 
young  crop.  Of  them  all,  Carraway  saw  but  a  single 
worker— in  reality,  only  one  among  the  daily  toilers 
in  the  field,  moulded  physically  perhaps  in  a  finer 
shape  than  they,  and  limned  in  the  lawyer's  m  al 
vision  against  a  century  of  the  brilliant  if  tragic  history 
of  his  race.  As  he  moved  slowly  along  between  the 
even  rows,  dropping  from  time  to  time  a  plant  into 
one  of  the  small  holes  dug  before  him.  and  pausing 
with  the  basket  on  his  arm  to  settle  the  earth  care- 
fully with  his  foot,  he  seemed,  indeed,  as  much  the 
product  of  the  soil  upon  which  he  stood  as  did  the 
great  whit^  chestnut  growing  beside  the  road.  In 
his  pose,  in  his  walk,  in  the  careless  carriage  of 
his  head,  there  was  something  of  the  large  freedom 
of  the  elements. 

"A  dangerous  young  giant."  observed  the  lai^ver 
■lowly,  letting  his  glasses  fall  before  his  eyes.  'A 
monumental  Blake,  as  it  were.  Well,  as  I  have 
remarked  before  upon  occasions,  blood  will  tell,  even 
at  the  dregs." 

"He'e  the  very  spit  of  his  pa,  that's  so,"  replied 
Peterkin,  "an'  though  it's  no  business  of  mine.  I'm 
afeared  he's  got  the  old  gentleman's  dry  throat  along 
with  it.  Lord  I  Lord  I  I've  always  stood  it  out  that 
it's  better  to  water  yo'  mouth  with  tobaccy  than  to 
bum  it  up  with  sperits."  He  checked  himself 
and  fell  back  hastily,  for  young  Blake,  after  a 
single  glance  at  the    west,  had   tossed    his   basket 
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ctrelewly  Mid«.  uncj  wsi  stnding  vigorouily  acroM 
tho  Acid. 

-Not  iriothtr  plant  will  I  m  out.  and  that'.  «n 
tndonil  he  WM  wyinif  tni  rily.  "I  agrwd  to  do 
•  day  •  work  and  IVe  been  at  it  steadily  lince  tun- 
Hh.  If  it  any  concern  of  mine.  Id  like  to  know  if 
he  can't  put  in  hit  crop  to-night?  Do  you  think  I 
care  whether  hit  tobacco  roti  in  the  ground  or 
out  of  it  r  • 

A*  he  came  on.  Carraway  measured  him  coolly 
with  an  appreciation  tempered  by  his  native  sense  of 
humour.     He  perceived  at  once  a  certain  coarseness 
of  finish  which,  despite  the  deep-rooted  veneration 
for  an  idle  ancestry,  is  found  mon   often   in   the 
descendants  of  a  long  line  of  generous  livers.    A 
moment  later  he  weighed  the  keen  gray  flash  of  the 
eyes  beneath  thethick  fair  hair,  the  coating  of  dust  and 
nreat  over  the  high-bred  curve  from  brow  to  nose. 
«id  the  fulness  of  the  jaw  which  bore  with  a  sugges- 
Hon  of  sheer  brutality  upon  the  general  impreuiS  of 
a  fine  racial  type.    Taken  from  the  mouth  up.  the 
face  might  have  passed  as  a  pure,  fleshly  copy  of  the 
antique  ideal;  seen    downward,   it   became  almost 
repelling  in  its  massive  power. 

Stooping  beside  the  fence  for  a  common  harvest  hat 
the  young  man  placed  it  on  his  head,  and  gave  a 

Tr  tl°°^i  '"  !f'*''*"-    "*  ^^^  ^h^'^  <^«  '4 
the  road,  when  Sol  spoke  a  little  timidly. 

ChrlstoXr.'' '  ""'^  '°°^  ^"^  *^"  y^"^'  -^'  Mr. 
fen^ce'  *°  *"'**"*  -^Hstopher  hung  iridway  of  the 
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"Isn't  the  beast  back  yet?"  he  asked  irritably, 
scraping  the  mud  from  his  boot  upon  the  rail.  "I've 
had  Uncle  Boaz  scouring  the  county  hal£  the  day." 

A  pack  of  hounds  that  had  been  sleeping  under 
the  aaisafras  bushes  across  the  road  came  fawning 
to  hit  feet,  and  he  pushed  them  impatiently  aside. 

"I  was  thinkin',"  began  Peterkin,  with  an  uncer* 
tain  cough,  "that  I  might  manage  to  send  over  my 
big  white  Tom,  an',  bein'  blind,  maybe  she  wouldn't 
know  the  difference." 

Christopher  shook  his  head. 

"Oh,  it's  no  use,"  he  replied,  speaking  with  an  air 
of  superiority.  "She  could  pick  out  that  cat  among 
a  million,  I  believe,  with  a  single  touch.  Well, 
there's  no  help  for  it.  Down,  Spot — down,  I  say, 
sir!" 

With  a  leisurely  movement  he  swung  himself  from 
the  fence,  stopping  to  wipe  his  brow  with  his  blue 
cotton  sleeve.  Then  he  went  whistling  defiantly 
down  the  way  to  the  Hall,  turning  at  last  into  a  sunken 
road  that  trailed  by  an  abandoned  ice-pond  where 
bullfrogs  were  croaking  hoarsely  in  the  rushes. 


CHAPTBR  II 
Thi  OwNru  or  BtAEi  Haix 

As  THBT  foUowed    h,-  desccm.  ing  road  between 
flowermg  chestnuts.  Blake  iiall  rose  graduaUy  into 
fuller  view  its  great  oaks  browned  by  the  approach- 
mg  twihght  and  the  fading  after-glow  reflected  in 
a  single  visible  pane.    Seen  dose  at  hand,  the  house 
presrated  a  cheerful  spaciousness  of  front-a  suitrty 
of  hght  and  air-produced  in  part  by  the  dean  white 
Done  columns  of  the  portico  and  in  part  by  the 
amp^e  slope  of  shaven  lawn  studded  with  beds  of 
bnghtly  blooming  flowers.     From  the  smoking  chim- 
neys  presidmg  over  the  ancient  roof  to  the  hospitable 
rteps  leading  from  the  box-bordered  walk  below,  the 
outward  fonn  of  the  dwelling  spoke  to  the  imagina- 
tiye  mind  of  that  inner  spirit  which  had  moulded  it 
mto  a  Uistmg  expression  of  a  racial  sentiment,  as  if 
the  yagmiB  creeper  covering  the  old  brick  waUs  had 
wreathed  them  in  memories  as  tenacious  as  itself 

For  more  than  two  hundred  years  Blake  Hall  had 
stood  as  the  one  great  house  in  the  county-a  mani- 
festation  m  bnck  and  mortar  of  the  hereditary  great- 

tTJL  ^li^"^  .  ^°  ^^^^^^y*  impersonal  Is  his 
interest  was,  the  acknowledgment  brought  a  sudden 
vague  resentment,  and  for  an  instant  he  bit  his  lip  and 
hung  irresolute,  as  if  more  than  half-inclined  to  retrace 
his  steps.    A  slight  thing  decided  him-the  gaiety  of  a 
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boy's  laugh  that  floated  from  one  of  the  lower  rooms 
— and  iwinging  his  stick  briskly  to  add  weight  to  his 
determination,  he  ascended  the  broad  steps  and  lifted 
the  old  brass  knocker.  A  moment  later  the  door 
wM  opened  by  a  k-ge  mulatto  woman,  in  a  soiled 
apron,  who  took  his  small  hand-bag  from  him  and, 
when  he  asked  for  Mr.  Fletcher,  led  him  across  the 
great  hall  into  the  unused  drawing-room. 

The  shutters  were  closed,  and  as  she  flung  them 
back  on  their  rusty  hinges  the  pale  June  twilight 
entered  with  the  breath  of  mycrophylla  roses.  In 
the  scented  dusk  Carraway  stared  about  the  desolate, 
crudely  furnished  room,  which  gave  back  to  his 
troubled  fancy  the  face  of  a  pitiable,  dishonoured 
corpse.  The  soul  of  it  was  gone  forever — that 
peculiar  spirit  of  place  which  makes  every  old  house 
the  guardian  of  an  inner  life — ^the  keeper  of  a  family's 
ghost.  What  remained  was  but  the  outer  husk,  the 
disfigured  frame,  upon  which  the  newer  imprint 
seemed  only  a  passing  insult. 

On  the  high  wainscoted  waHs  he  could  still  trace 
the  vacant  dust-marked  squares  where  the  Blake 
portraits  had  once  hung — ^lines  that  the  successive 
scrubbings  of  fifteen  years  had  not  utterly  effaced. 
A  massive  mahogany  sofa,  carved  to  represent  a 
horn  of  plenty,  had  been  purchased,  perhaps  at  a 
general  sale  of  the  old  furniture,  with  several  quaint 
rosewood  chairs  and  a  rare  cabinet  of  inlaid  woods. 
For  the  rest,  the  later  additions  were  uniformly 
cheap  and  ill-chosen— a  blue  plush  "set,"  bought, 
possibly,  at  a  village  store,  a  walnut  table  with  a 
sallow  marble  top,  and  several  hard  engravings  of 
historic  subjects. 
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When  the  lawyer  turned  from  a  curious  inspection 
of  these  works  of  art.  he  saw  that  only  a  curtain  of 
firnisy  chintz,  stretched  between  a  pair  of  fluted 
columns  separ  ted  him  from  the  adjoining  room 
where  a  lamp,  with  lowered  wick,  was  buraine  under 
a  bnght  red  shade.  After  a  moment's  hesitation 
he  drew  the  curtain  aside  and  entered  what  he 
took  at  once  to  be  the  common  Hving-room  of  the 
Fletcher  family. 

Here  the  effect  was  less  depressing,  though  equally 
unmterestmg— a   paper  novel   or  two   on  the   big 
Bible  upon   the   table  combined,    indeed,    with   a 
costly  piano  in  one  comer,  to  strike  a  note  that  was 
entirely  modem.    The  white  crocheted  tidier  on  the 
chair-backs,  elaborated  with  endless  patience  out  of 
innumerable  spools  of  daming  cotton,  lent  a  feminine 
touch  to  the  furniture,  which  for  an  instant  dis- 
tracted  Carraway's  mental  vision  from  the  impending 
personality   of   Fletcher  himself.    He   remembej 
now  that  there  was  a  sister  whom  he  had  heard 
vaguely  described  by  the  women  of   his  family  as 
quite  too  hopeless."  and  a  granddaughter  of  whom 
he  knew  merely  that  she  had  for  years  attended  an 
expensive   school   somewhere   in   the   North     The 
grandson  he  recalled,  after  a  moment,  more  distinctly 
as  a  pretty,  undeveloped  boy  in  white  pinafores,  who 
had  once  accompanied  Fletcher  upon  a  hurried  visit 

cleanly  clad  figure  perched  upon  his  desk,  nibbling 
bakers  buns  while  he  transacted  a  tedious  piece  of 
business  with  the  vulgar  grandfather. 
He  was  toying  impatiently  with  these  recollections 
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when  his  attention  was  momentarily  attracted  by  the 
sound  of  Fletcher's  burly  tones  on  the  rear  porch 
just  beyond  the  open  window. 

"I  tell  you,  you've  set  all  the  niggers  agin  me, 
and  I  can't  get  hands  to  work  the  crops." 

"That's  your  lookout,  of  course,"  replied  a  voice, 
which  he  associated  at  once  with  young  Blake.  "I 
told  you  I'd  work  three  days  because  I  wanted  the 
ready  money;  I've  got  it,  and  my  time  is  my  own 
again." 

"But  I  say  my  tobacco's  got  to  get  into  the  ground 
this  week— it's  too  big  for  the  plant-bed  a'ready, 
and  with  three  days  of  this  sun  the  earth '11  be  dried 
as  hard  as  a  rock." 

"There's  no  doubt  of  it,  I  think." 

"And  it's  all  your  blamed  fault,"  burst  out  the 
other  angrily;  "you've  gone  and  turned  them  all 
agm  me — white  and  black  alike.  Why,  it's  as 
much  as  I  can  do  to  get  a  stroke  of  honest  labour  in 
this  nigger-ridden  country." 

Christopher  laughed  shortly. 

"There  is  no  use  blaming  the  negroes,"  he  said, 
and  his  pronunciation  of  the  single  word  would  have 
stamped  him  in  Virginia  as  of  a  different  class  from 
Fletcher;  "they're  usually  ready  enough  to  work  if 
you  treat  them  decently." 

"Treat  them!"  began  Fletcher,  and  Carraway 
was  about  to  fling  open  the  shutters,  when  light  steps 
passed  quickly  along  the  hall  and  he  heard  the  rustle 
of  a  woman's  silk  dress  against  the  wainscoting. 

"There's  a  stranger  to  see  you,  grandfather,"  called 
a  girl's  even  voice  from  the  house;  "finish  pa3ring 
off  the  hands  and  come  in  at  once." 
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"Well,  of  all  the  impudence  I"  exclaimed  the  younir 
man.  th  a  saving  dash  of  humour.  Then,  without 
so  much  as  a  parting  word,  he  ran  quickly  down  the 
steps  and  started  rapidly  in  the  direction  of  the 
darkenmg  road,  while  the  silk  dress  rustled  upon  the 
porch  and  at  the  garden  gate  as  the  latch  was  Hfted. 
Go  m.  grandfather!"  called  the  girl's  voice  from 
the  garden,  to  which  Fletcher  responded  as  decisively. 
For  Heaven  s  sake,  let  me  manage  my  own 
affairs.  Maria.  You  seem  to  have  inherited  y^ 
poor  mother's  pesky  habit  of  meddling  " 

"Well    I  told  you  a  gentleman  was  waiting  "  re- 
turned  the  girl  stubbornly.     "You  didn't  let  us  know 

thinTfitTT."'^'''  '"^  ^^"^>^  '^y'  ^here  isn't  a 
thmg  fit  to  eat  for  supper." 

Fletcher  snorted,   and  then,  before   entering  the 

"How  much  you  gwine  gimme  fer  dese.  marster?" 
she  inquired  anxiously,  deftly  twirling  them  about 
untU  they  swung  with  heads  aloft 

th.^o7  *°  **""  ^«<=kster's  instinct.  Fletcher  poked 
the^offenngs    suspiciously    beneath    their    flapping 

"Thirty  cents  for  the  pair-not  a  copper  more  " 
he  responded  promptly;  "they're  as  p^r  as  J^' s 
turkey,  both  of  'em."  as  jod  s 

''Lawdy.  marster,  you  know  better'n  dat." 

self     W  n  f^  ""^  ^°"'''  ^  '^"  y°"'  ^^«J  '^^  your, 
sell    WeU,  take  it  or  leave  it.  thirty  cents  is  II  m 
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"Go  'way  fom  yere,  suh;  dese  yerchickings  ain'  no 
po*  w'ite  trash— dey's  been  riz  on  de  bos*  er  de  Ian', 
dey  is— en  de  aigs  dey  wuz  hatched  right  dar  in  de 
middle  er  de  baid  whar  me  en  my  ole  man  en  de 
chillun  sleep.  De  hull  time  dat  black  hen  wuz  a-settin', 
Ccphus  he  was  bleeged  ter  lay  right  spang  on  de  bar' 
flo'  caze  we'uz  afeared  de  aigs  'ould  addle.  Lawd  I 
Lawd !  dey  wuz  plum  three  weeks  a-hatchin',  en  de 
weather  des  freeze  thoo  en  thoo.  Cephus  he's  been 
crippled  up  wid  de  rheumatics  ever  sence.  Go  'way 
fom  yer,  marster.  I  wam't  bo'n  yestiddy.  Thirty 
cents  I" 

"Not  a  cof  sr  more,  I  tell  you.  Let  me  go,  my 
good  woman;  ±  can't  stand  here  all  night." 

'•Des  a  minute,  marster.  Dese  yer  chickings  ain* 
never  sot  dey  feet  on  de  yearth,  caze  dey's  been  riz 
right  in  de  cabin,  en  dey's  done  et  dar  vittles  outer  de 
same  plate  wid  me  en  Cephus.  Ef'n  dey  spy  a  chice 
bit  er  bacon  on  de  een  er  de  knife  hit  'uz  moughty 
likely  ter  fin'  hits  way  down  dir  throat  irstid  er 
down  me  en  Cephus'." 

"Let  me  go,  I  say— I  don't  want  your  blamed 
chickens;  take  'cm  home  again." 

"Hi  I  marster,  I'se  Mehitable.  You  ain't  feigot 
how  peart  I  use  ter  wuk  w'en  you  wuz  over  me  in  ole 
marster's  day.  You  know  you  ain'  fergot  Mehitable, 
suh.  Ain't  you  recollect  de  time  ole  marster  gimme 
a  dollar  wid  his  own  han'  caze  I  foun'  de  biggest 
wum  in  de  hull  'baccy  patch  ?  Lawd !  dey  wuz  times, 
sho's  you  bo'n.  I  kin  see  ole  marster  now  es  plain 
es  ef  twuz  yestiddy,  so  big  en  shiny  like  satin,  wid 
his  skin  des  es  tight  es  a  watermillion's." 

"Shut  up,  confound  you !"  cut  in  Fletcher  sharply. 
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"If  you  don't  stop  your  chatter  I'll  set  the  dogs  on 
you.     Shut  up,  I  say!" 

He  strode  into  the  house,  slamming  the  heavy 
door  behind  him,  and  a  moment  afterward  Carraway 
heard  him  scolding  brutally  at  the  servants  across 
the  hall. 

The  old  negress  had  gone  muttering  from  the 
porch  with  her  unsold  chickens,  when  the  door 
softly  opened  again,  and  the  girl,  who  had  entered 
through  the  front  with  her  basket  of  flowers,  came 
out  into  the  growing  moonlight. 

"Wait  a  moment,  Aunt  Mehitable,"  she  said.  "I 
want  to  speak  to  you." 

Aunt  Mehitable  turned  slowly,  putting  a  feeble 
hand  to  her  dazed  eyes.  "You  ain*  ole  miss  come 
back  agin,  is  you,  honey.?"  she  questioned  doubtfully. 
"I  don't  know  who  your  old  miss  was,"  replied 
the  girl,  "but  I  am  not  she,  whoever  she  may  have 
been.  I  am  Maria  Fletcher.  You  don't  remember 
me— yet  you  used  to  bake  me  ash-cakes  when  I  was 
a  little  girl." 

The  old  woman  shook  her  head.  "You  ain'  Marse 
Fletcher's  chile?" 

"His  granddaughter— but  I  must  go  in  to  supper. 
Here  is  the  money  for  your  chickens— grandpa  was 
only  joking;  you  know  he  loves  to  joke.  Take  the 
chickens  to  the  hen-house  and  get  something  hot  to 
eat  in  the  kitchen  before  you  start  out  again." 

She  ran  hurriedly  up  the  steps  and  entered  the 
hall  just  as  Fletcher  was  shaking  hands  with  his 
guest. 
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CHAPTER  III 

Showing  That  a  Littl*  Culture  Entaili  Grbat 

Carb 

Carraway  had  risch  to  meet  his  host  in  a  flutter 
that  was  almost  one  of  dread.     In  the  eight  years 
since  their  last  interview  it  seemed  to  him  that  his 
mental  image  of  his  great  client  had  magnified  in  pro- 
portions—that Fletcher  had  "out-Fletchered"  himself, 
as  he  felt  inclined  to  put  it.    The  old  betrayal  of  his 
employer's   dependence,    which   at    first    had   been 
merely  a  suspicion  in  the  lawyer's  mind,  had  begun 
gradually,  as  time  went  on,  to  bristle  with  the  points 
of  significant  details.     In  looking  back,  half-hinted 
thmgs  became  clear  to  him  at  last,  and  he  gathered 
bit  by  bit,  the  whole  clever,  hopeless  villainy  of  the 
scheme— the  crime  hedged  about  by  law  with  all  the 
prating  protection  of  a  virtue.     He  knew  now  that 
Fletcher— the  old  overseer  of  the  Blake  slaves— had 
defrauded  the  innocent  as  surely  as  if  he  had  plunged 
his  great  red  fist  into  the  Uttle  pocket  of  a  child- 
had  defrauded,  indeed,  with  so  strong  a  blow  that  the 
very  consciousness  of  his  victim  had  been  stunned. 
There  had  been  about  his  act  all  the  damning  hypoc- 
nsy  of  a  great  theft-all  the  air  of  stem  morality 
which  makes  for  the  popular  triumph  of  the  heroic 
swindler. 
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These  tkinge  Carniwty  underttood,  yet  m  the  man 
■trode  into  the  room  with  open  palm  and  a  general 
air  of  bluf!  hoapitality — as  if  he  had  just  been  blown 
jy  some  fresh  strong  wind  across  his  tobacco  fields — 
the  lawyer  experienced  a  relief  so  great  that  the  breath 
he  drew  seemed  a  fit  measure  of  his  earlier  fore- 
boding. For  Fletcher  outwardly  was  but  the  com- 
mon type  of  farmer,  after  all,  with  a  trifle  more 
intelligence,  perhaps,  than  u  met  with  in  the  average 
Southerner  of  his  class.  "A  plain  man  but  honest, 
sir,"  was  what  one  expected  him  to  utter  at  every 
turn.  It  was  written  in  the  coarse  open  lines  of  his 
face,  half -hidden  by  a  bushy  gray  beard ;  in  his  small 
sparkling  eyes,  now  blue,  now  brown;  in  his  loose- 
limbed,  shambling  movements  as  he  crossed  the  room. 
His  very  clothes  spoke,  to  an  acute  observer,  of  a 
masculine  sincerity  naked  and  unashamed — as  if  his 
large  coffee-spotted  cravat  would  not  alter  the 
smallest  fold  U.>  conceal  the  stains  it  bore.  Hale, 
hairy,  vehement  r.ot  without  a  quality  of  Rabelaisian 
humour,  he  appeared  the  last  of  all  men  with 
whom  one  would  associate  the  burden  of  a  troubled 
conscience. 

"Sorry  to  have  kept  you— on  my  word  I  am,"  he 
began  heartily;  "but  to  tell  the  truth,  I  thought 
thar'd  be  somebody  in  the  house  with  sense  enough 
to  show  you  to  a  bedroom.  Like  to  run  up  now  for 
a  wash  before  supper?" 

It  was  what  one  expected  of  him,  such  a  speech 
blurted  in  so  offhand  a  manner,  and  the  lawyer  could 
barely  suppress  a  threatening  laugh. 

"Oh,  it  was  a  short  trip,"  he  returned,  "and  a 
walk  of  five  miles  on  a  day  like  this  is  one  of  the 
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m«t  delightful  things  in  life.  IVe  bcm  looking 
out  at  your  garden,  by  the  way,  and— I  may  m 
well  confew  it— overhearing  a  little  of  your  con- 
versation." 

•Is  that  »or  chuckled  Fletcher,  hit  great  eyebrow, 
overhanging  hti  eyet  like  a  mustache  grown  out  of 
place.  "Well,  you  didn't  hear  anything  to  tickle 
your  ears,  I  reckon.  I've  been  having  a  row 
with  that  cantankeroua  fool,  Blake.  The  queer 
thing  about  these  people  is  that  they  seem  to  think 
I'm  to  blame  every  time  they  see  a  spot  on 
their  tablecloths.  Mark  my  words,  it  ain't  been  two 
years  since  1  found  that  nigger  Boaz  digging  in  my 
asparagus  bed,  and  he  told  me  he  was  looking  for 
some  shoots  for  ole  miss's  dinner." 

"The  property  idea  is  very  strong  in  these  rural 
counties,  you  see,"  remarked  the  lawyer  gravely. 
"They  feel  that  every  year  adds  a  value  to  the  hetedi^ 
tary  possession  of  land,  and  that  when  an  estate  has 
borne  a  single  name  for  a  century  there  has  been  a 
veritable  impress  placed  upon  it.  Your  asparagus 
bed  18  merely  an  item;  you  find,  I  fancy,  other  in- 
stances." 

Fletcher  turned  in  his  cha^r. 
"That's  the  whole  blamed  rotten  truth,"  he  admit- 
ted, waving  his  great  red  hand  toward  the  door; 
but  let's  have  supper  first  and  settle  down  to  talk  on 
a  full  stomach.     Thar's   nc    hurry  with   all  night 
before  us,  and  that,  to  come  to  facts,  is  why  I  sent 
for  you.     No  lawyer's  office  for  me  when  I  want  to 
talk  business,  but  an  easy-chair  by  my  own  table  and 
a  cup  of  coffee  beforehand." 
As  he  finished,  a  bell  jangled  in  the  hall,  and  the 


t« 


TUB  DELIVERANCB 


door  op«nr4l  to  Admit  the  girl  whom  C«rr«w«y  had 
wen  a  little  earlier  upon  the  porch. 

"8upper'»  a  good  hour  late,  Maria."  grumbled 
Fletcher,  looking  at  hi«  heavy  silver  watch,  "and  I 
•melt  the  bacon  frying  at  lix  o'clock." 

For  an  initant  the  girl  looked  at  if  the  had  mote 
than  half  an  intention  to  slap  hia  face;  then  quickly 
recovering  her  lelf-poeseuton.  ihe  imiled  at  Carraway 
and  held  out  a  fmall  white  hand  with  an  air  of 
quiet  elegance  which  wai  the  moat  noticeable  thing 
in  her  appearance. 

"I  am  quite  a  stranger  to  you,  Mr.  Carraway," 
she  said,  with  a  laugh,  "but  if  you  had  only  known  it. 
I  had  a  doll  named  after  you  when  I  was  very  small. 
Guy  Carraway  f~-it  seemed  to  mc  all  that  was  needed 
to  make  a  fairy  tale." 

The  lawyer  joined  in  her  laugh,  which  never  rose 
above  a  carefully  modulated  minor.  "I  confess  that 
I  once  took  the  same  view  of  it,  my  dear  young 
lady,"  he  retunted,  "so  I  ended  by  dropping  the  name 
and  keeping  only  tite  initial.  Your  grandfather 
will  tell  you  that  I  am  now  G.  Carraway  and  nothing 
more.  I  couldn't  afford,  as  things  were,  to  make  a 
fairy  tale  of  my  life,  you  see." 

"Oh,  if  one  only  could !"  said  the  girl,  lowering  her 
full  dark  eyes,  which  gave  a  piteous  lie  to  her  sullen 
mouth. 

She  was  artificial.  Corraway  told  himself  with 
emphasis,  and  yet  the  distinction  of  manner — the 
elegance — was  certainly  the  point  at  which  her  train- 
ing had  not  failed.  He  felt  it  in  her  tall,  straight 
figure,  absurdly  overdressed  for  a  granddaughter  of 
Fletcher's;  in  her  cmooth  white  hands,  with  their 
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finely  polwhcd  noib;  in  her  p«lc,  reprc«c,|  fac«  which 
he  called  plain  while  admitling  that  it  might  Ucome 
intcrciting;  in  her  tharnsly  head  even  with  iu  heavy 
cable  o(  coal-black  hair.     What  the  wa«  her  education 
had  made  of  hrr-the  look  of  wrene  diitinction   the 
repose  of  her  thin-fcaturcd.  colourlcw  face,  refined 
beyond   the   |)oint   of  prettinew-thene   thing*   her 
trammg  had  given  her.  and  thete  were  the  thinin 
which  Carraway.  with  hi«  old-faahioned  loyalty  to  a 
ilronKcla*H  prejudice,  found  hinwelf  alnic«,t  rewntinir 
Bill  Fletchers  grnnddttughter  had,  he  felt,  no  right 
to  th,f»   rare   security   of   breeding   which    revealed 
Itself  m  every  graceful  fold  of  the  drcsn  «he  wore,  for 
with  Fletcher  an  honest  man  she  would  have  been 
perhapi.  but  one  of  the  tallow,  over-driven  drudgei 
who  stare  like  helpless  effigies  from  the  little  tumbled- 
down  cabins  a'.ong  country  roadsides. 

Fletcher,  meanwhile,  h^d  filled  in  the  pause  with 
one  of  his  sudden  burly  dashes  into  speech 

hnl?*i*^*  ^^  ^Z  "''  '°"«  *^  **"  high-and-mighty 
boardmg-school,"  he  said,  "that  I  reckon  her  head's 
M  full  of  fancies  as  a  cheese  is  of  maggots.  She's 
even  got  a  notion  that  she  wants  to  turn  out  all 
this  new  stuf!-to  haul  the  old  rubbish  back  again- 
but  I  say  wait  tiU  the  boy  comes  on-then  we'll  see. 
"Ve  II  see. 

"And  in  the  meantime  we'll  go  in  to  supper,"  put 
m  the  girl  with  a  kind  of  hopeless  patience   though 

•T^r*^  wn^  T  '^*'  '^^  '"^^""'^  ^  f~"»  *  blot. 

U?v   L^u'   *"'•   'r^^'^^^y'"  «he   added   almost 

gaiy.  skilfully  sweeping  her   train  from  about   the 

ll\u  ^ J^'^^^y'  undersized  boy  of  fourteen  years. 
Iwho  had  burst  into  the  room  with  his  mouth  fuU  of 
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bre*d  and  jam.    "He's  quite  the  pride  of  the  famijy 

••History,  'rithmatic.  Latin-all  the  languaws  " 
r^^d  out  Fletcher  i„  a  vo.ce  that  soundeJ^H^. 
tattoo  I  can't  keep  up  with  'em,  but  they're  all 
thar.  ain't  they,  sonny?"  ^        " 

"Oh.  you  could  never  say  'em  off  straight,  wandoa  " 

retorted  the  boy.  with  the  pcrtness  of  l  spoiled  ^g?;, 

at   which,   to  Carraway's  surprise.    Fletcher  fairly 

chuckled  with  delight.  ^ 

"That's  so;  I'm  a  plain  man.  the  Lord  knows  " 

d'rdti":?'toSccr"^  '"^  ^""^""^  "^^  ^  -- 

h^T^'^uZ  ^°]   ''^'''^^°'   ^°'  supper-broiled."   the 

sttV 'ifh:?"  H°'  ri"^  °"*  ^^^  ^^^^^^  -*  his 

!w„  L  .""^^  ^'"^y  '  ***^»°'  »*  ^  hour  late- 

she  8  been  picking  'em.  with  Aunt  Mehitable  helping 
her  for  the  feathers.  Now  don't  shake  your  heaS  a! 
me.  Mana  because  it's  no  use  pretending  we  have  'em 
every  night,  like  old  Mrs.  Blake  " 

•'Bless  my  soul!"  gasped  Fletcher,  nettled  by  the 
last  remark.  "Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  those  bUc! 
are  fools  enough  to  eat  spring  chicken  when  they  could 

"T^?  Ml'  rT  ^°'"  '""^  ^  *he  open  market  ?" 
"ThJl       u     '^^  ^'^''"  "°"^^*^^  the  boy  glibly. 
The  one  who  wears  the  queer  lace  cap  and  sits  in  the 
big  chair  by  the  hearth  all  day-and  all  night   t~ 
Sr.ht'"'';  T'  '^"^  '^  ^^^'  through  ol'c^Tt 

ToldTr  «^  T  ^''^y-    W^"'  A"*^*  Mehitable 

bt  o'  mL/ •""•  ^'  ^'^  ^°^  ^  '""^  ^'  ^--  -<^  a 
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"Grandfather,    you've    forgotten    Aunt    Saidie  " 
broke  m  Maria,  aa  Fletcher  was  about  to  begin  his 
grace  without  waiting  for  a  dumpy  little  woman,  in 
purple    calico,  who   waddled  with   an   embarrassed 
air  from  her  hasty  preparations  in  the  pantry.     At 
first  Carraway  had  mistaken  her  for  an  upper  serv- 
ant, but  as  she  came  forward  Maria  laid   her  hand 
playfully  upon  her  arm  and    introduced  her  with  a 
sad  httle  gaiety  of  manner.     "I  believe  she  has  met 
one  of  your  sisters  in  Fredericksburg."  she  added 
after  a  moment.    Cleariy  she   had  determined   to 
accept  the  family  in  the  lump,  with  a  resolution  that 
—had  It  borne  less  resemblance  to  a  passive  rage- 
could  not  have  failed  to  glorify  a  nobler  martyrdom. 
It  was  not  affection  that  fortified  her— beyond  her 
first  ^;ently  tolerant  glance  at  the  boy  there  had  been 
only  indifference  in  her   pale,  composed   face—and 
the  lawyer  was  at  last  brought  to  the  surprising 
conclusion  that  Fletcher's  granddaughter  was  seek- 
ing to  build  herself  a  fetish  of  the  mere  idle  bond  of 
blood.     The  hopeless  gallantry  of  the  girt  moved  him 
to  a  vague  feeling  of  pity,  and  he  spoke  presently 
with  a  chivalrous  desire  of  making  her  failure  easy. 

"It  was  Susan,  I  think."  he  said  pleasantly,  shaking 

hands  with  the  squat  little  figure  in  front  of  him. 

I  remember  her  speaking  of  it  afterward." 

"I  met  her  at  a  qhurch  festival  one  Christmas 

Eve,     responded  Aunt   Saidie.  in   a  high-pitched. 

raspmg  voice.     "The  same  evening  that  I  got  this 

pink    crochetted    nuby."     She    touched    a    small 

pomted  shawl  about  her  shoulders.    "Miss  BeUnda 

Beale  worked  it  and  it  was  raffled  oflf  for  ten  cents 

a  chance." 
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Her  large,  plump  face,  overflushcd  about  the  noee 
had  a  natural  kindliness  of  expression  which  Carraway 
found  almost  appealing;  and  he  concluded  that  as  m 

I^Ta'  At  ^"  '^'^'  ^^"^  ^y''  *  ^»dening 
«t  V^.mI''u*'^  ^'^  **«^"y  ^""^P«d  bands  of  hair; 
which^still  showed  a  bright  chestnut  tint  in  the  gray 

"Thar.  thar.  Saidie."  Fletcher  interrupted  with  a 
frank  brutality,  which  the  laywer  found  more  repelling 
than  the  memory  of  his  stolen  fortune.     "Mr  Carra 
way  doesn't  want   to   hear  about  your  fascinator 
He  d  a  long  ways  rather  have  you  make  his  coffee  " 

The  httle  woman  flushed  purple  and  drew  back 
her  chair  with  an  ugly  noise  from  the  head  of  the 
lavishly  spread  table. 

"Set  down  right  thar.  suh."  she  stammered,  her 
poor  httle  pretense  of  ease  gone  from  her.  "right  thar 
between  Brother  Bill  and  me." 

"You  did  say  it,  Aunt  Saidie.  I  told  you  you 
would,  screamed  the  pert  boy.  beginning  an  assault 
upon  an  enormous  dish  of  batterbread. 

Maria  flinched  visibly.  "Be  silent.  Will."  she 
ordered.  Grandfather,  you  must  really  make  WiU 
learn  to  be  polite."  «»c  wm 

S^A^^'^Z'  ^*"*'  y°^'^^  *°°  ^^^  on  «s."  pro- 
tested   Fletcher,    flinging   himself   bodily    into   the 

bom'^gkls^^^  ^^  ^  ^^''  ^"^  J^°^-they  wam't 

"But  she  did  say  it.  Maria,"  insisted  the  boy,  "and 

she  bet  me  a  whole  dish  of  doughnuts  she  wouldn't. 

f!^  t    Tu"^^''  ^  ^^^'^  ^^'"    M^"a  bit  her  Up, 
and  her  flashmg  eyes  fiUed  with  angry  tears,  w  Je 
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C«raw,y  „  he  began  talking  hurriedly  about  the 
pre«n,«  of  tobacco,  resisted  valiantly  an  impuke  to 
kick  he  pretty  boy  beneath  the  table.  As  hi,  eye" 
travelled  about  the  fine  old  room,  marking  it,  meUow 
wainscofng  and  the  whitened  silver  handle,  Tthe 
heavy  door,,  he  found  him«lf  wondering  with  im! 

sr^it'remi^t  *"  "«'"  -'  ^  -  '^-■^-^ 

The  boy's  mood  had  varied  at  the  sight  of  his 

Ltd  th'r'  '"'  '/  '^"  *°  P^"'"^  P- '-«;  the 
hand  that  quivered  on  the  table.     "You  needn't 

v^^^A  'J'  ^°"«^""*^'  A""*  Saidie:  ril  make  believe 
you  didn't  say  it,"  he  whispered  at  last 

S^d^r  T^!^^^  "T''  ^'-  Carraway?"  asked  Miss 
Saidie.  flushed  and  tremulous  at  the  head  of  the 
overcrowded   table,  with  its  massive  modem  silver 

XhT   /r   ""^^^   ^°"^"'   ^^^^^'^^   the   lawyer 
^th  ^s  fim  positive  feeling  of  sympathy,  she  would 

f«  K^r  ^^.PP*''  ^^"«  ^''  ^^  bacon  amid  bounc 
mg  children  m  a  labourer's  ct  bin.     He  leaned  toward 

^1  w^^"  ^"ghtened.  questioning  eyes  of  a  child. 
She  was    quite  too  hopeless,"  he  reluctantly  admitted 

^±rT  ''""^:  '^  ''''  "  ^"^^-  ^t-  o^  J^onest 
nTf^/f  pwl'"*^"  '"^^'"^^  he  had  certainly 
not  felt  for  Fletcher,  nor  for  the  pretty,  pert  boy  nor 
even  for  the  elegant  Maria  herself  ^' 

aJo^"T.^^^^^  Tr  ^'  *^'  ^"^'  °^^  «^^d«"  awhile 

be  fond  of  flowers-since  your  niece  tells  me  she 
has  been  away  so  long." 

hann!  !'"^J;f.^'^^^  .^"*°  animation,  her  broad,  capable 
hands  fumbling  with  the  big  green-and-gold  teaVups. 
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•Yes,  I  raise  'em,"  she  answered.  "Did  you  happen 
to  notice  the  bed  of  heartsease?  I  worked  every 
inch  of  that  myself  last  spring—and  now  I'm  planting 
«innias,  and  touch-me-nots,  and  sweet-williams— 
they'll  all  come  along  later." 

"And  prince's-feather,"  added  the  lawyer,  reminis- 
cently;  "that  used  to  be  a  favourite  of  mine,  I 
remember,  when  I  was  a  country  lad." 

"I've  got  a  whole  border  of  'em  out  at  the  back- 
large,  fine  plants,  too— but  Maria  wants  to  root  'em 
up.  She  says  they're  vulgar  because  they  grow  in  all 
the  niggers'  yards." 

"Vulgar!"  So  this  was  the  measure  of  Maria, 
Carraway  told  himself,  as  he  fell  into  his  pleasant 
ridicule.  "Why,  if  God  Almighty  ever  created  a 
vulgar  flower,  my  dear  young  lady,  I  have  yet  to 
see  it." 

"But  don't  you  think  it  just  a  little  gaudy 
for  a  lawn,"  suggested  the  girt,  easily  stung  to  the 
defensive. 

"It  looks  cheerful  and  I  like  it,"  insisted  Aunt 
Saidie,  emboldened  by  a  rare  feeling  of  support. 
"Ma  used  to  have  two  big  green  tubs  of  it  on  either 
side  the  front  door  when  we  were  children,  and  we 
used  to  stick  it  in  our  hats  and  play  we  was  real  fine 
felks.    Don't  you  recollect  it.  Brother  Bill  ?" 

"Good  Lord,  Saidie,  the  things  you  do  recollect  I" 
exclaimed  Fletcher,  who.  beneath  the  agonised  eyes 
of  Maria,  was  drinking  his  coflfee  from  his  saucer  in 
great  spluttering  gulps. 

The  girl  was  in  absolute  torture:  this  Carraway 
saw  in  the  white,  strained,  nervous  intensity  of  her 
look;  yet  the  knowledge  served  only  to  irritate  him,  so 
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futUe  appeared  any  attempt  to  soften  the  eflfect  of 
Fletcher,  grossness.  Before  the  man's  colossal 
vulganty  of  soul,  mere  brutishness  of  manner  seemed 
but  a  trifling  phase. 
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CHAPTER  IV 
Of  Human  Nat.jrb  in  thb  Raw  8tat» 

When  at  last  the  pickles  and  preserved  water- 
melon rind  had  been  pr^^sented  with  a  finishing  flourish, 
and  Carraway  had  saccessfully  resisted  Miss  Saidie's 
final  passionate  insistence  in  the  matter  of  the  big 
blackberry  roll  before  her,  Fletcher  noisily  pushed 
back  his  chair,  and,  with  a  careless  jerk  of  his  thumb 
m  the  direction  of  his  guest,  stamped  across  the  haU 
mto  the  family  sitting-room. 

"Now  we'll  make  ourselves  easy  and  fall  to  thresh- 
ing things  out,"  he  remarked,  filling  a  blackened 
bner-root  pipe,  into  the  bowl  of  which  he  packed 
the  tobacco  with  his  stubby  forefinger.  "Yes,  I'm 
a  lover  of  the  weed,  you  see— dont  you  smoke  or 
chaw,  suh  ?" 

Carraway  shook  his  head.  "When  I  was  young 
Md  wanted  to  I  couldn't."  he  explained,  "and  now 
that  I  am  old  and  can,  I  have  unfortunately  ceased  to 
want  to.  I've  passed  the  time  of  life  when  a  man 
begins  a  habit  merely  for  the  sake  of  its  being  a 
habit."  * 

"Well,  I  reckon  you're  wise  as  things  go,  though 
for  my  part  I  believe  I  took  to  the  weed  before  I  did 

to  my  mother's  breaLt.    I  cut  my  first  tooth  on  a  plu«. 
she  used  to  say." 
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He  threw  himself  into  a  capacious  cretonne-covered 
chair,  and,  kicking  his  carpet  slippers  from  him,  sat 
swinging  one  massive  foot  in  its  gray  yarn  sock. 
Through  the  thickening  smoke  Carraway  watched  the 
complacency  settle  over  his  great  hairy  face. 

"And  now,  to  begin  with  the  beginning,  what  do 
you  think  of  my  grandchildren?"  he  demanded 
abruptly,  taking  his  pipe  from  his  mouth  after  a  long, 
sucking  breath,  and  leaning  forward  with  his  elbow 
on  the  arm  of  his  chair. 

The  other  hesitated.  "You've  done  well  by  them, 
I  should  say." 

"A  fine  pair,  eh?" 

"The  admission  is  easy." 

"Look  at  the  gal,  now,"  burst  out  Fletcher  impul- 
sively. "Would  you  fancy,  to  see  her  stepping  by, 
that  her  grandfather  used  to  crack  the  whip  over  a 
lot  of  dirty  niggers  ?"  He  drove  the  fact  in  squarely 
with  big,  sure  blows  of  his  fist,  surveying  it  with  an 
enthusiasm  the  other  found  amazing.  "Would  you 
fancy,  even,"  he  .jntinued  after  a  moment,  "that  her 
father  wam't  as  good  as  I  am— that  he  left  overseeing 
to  jine  the  army,  and  came  out  to  turn  blacksmith  if 
I  hadn't  kept  him  till  he  drank  himself  to  death? 
His  wife?  Why,  the  woman  couldn't  read  her  own 
name  unless  you  printed  it  in  letters  as  long  as  your 
finger— and  now  jest  turn  and  look  at  Maria !"  he 
wound  up  in  a  puff  of  smoke. 

"The  girl's  wonderful,"  admitted  Carraway.  "She's 
like  a  dressed-up  doll-baby,  too;  all  the  natural  thing 
has  been  squeezed  out  of  her,  and  she's  stuffed  with 
sawdust." 

"It's  a  pity  she  ain't  a  little  better  looking  in  the 
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f^*'.'  ^""^  Fletcher,  waving  the  criticwm  wide. 
She  •  A  plagued  tight  too  pale  and  squinched-up  for 
my  ta«te-for  aU  her  fine  air.  I  like  'em  red  and 
juicy,  and  though  you  won't  believe  me,  meet  likely 
•he  can't  hold  a  tallow  candle  to  what  Saidie  was 
when  ihe  was  young.  But  then,  Saidie  never  had 
her  chance  and  Maria't  had  'em  doubled  over. 
Why.  she  Wt  home  as  soon  as  she'd  done  sucking,  and 
she  hasn  t  spent  a  single  summer  here  since  she  was 
eight  yews  old.    Small  thanks  I'll  get  for  it.  I  reckon, 

out  I  ve  done  a  fair  turn  by  Maria " 

••The  boy  comes  next,  I  suppose?"  Carraway 
broke  m.  watching  the  other's  face  broaden  into  a 
Dig,  purple  smile. 

"Ah,  thar  you're  right— it's  the  boy  I've  got  my 
eye  (m  now.  His  name's  the  same  as  mine,  you  know, 
and  I  reckon  one  day  William  Fletcher  '11  make  his 
mark  among  the  quality.  He'll  have  it  all,  too-the 
house,  the  land,  everything,  except  a  share  of  the 
money  which  goes  to  the  gal.  It'll  make  her  child- 
beanng  easier.  I  reckon,  and  for  my  part,  that's  the 
only  thmg  a  woman's  fit  for.  Don't  talk  to  me  about 
a  childless  womani  Why,  I'd  as  soon  keep  a  cow 
that  wouldn't  calve—" 

"You  were  speaking  of  the  boy,  I  believe,"  coolly 
interrupted  Carraway.  To  a  man  of  his  old-fashioned 
chivalnc  Ideal  the  brutal  aUusion  to  the  girl  was  like  a 
dehberate  blow  in  the  face. 

••So  I  was—so  T  was.    WeU,  he's  to  have  it  all,  I 
say-every  mite,  and  welcome.    I've  had  a  pretty 
tough  hfe  in  my  time-you  can  teU  it  from  my  hands 
suh-but  I  ain't  begrudging  it  if  it  leaves  the  boy  a 
bit  better  off.    Lord,  thar's  many  and  many  a  night 
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when  I  was  little  and  my  «tepfother  kicked  me  out  of 
doors  without  a  bite,  that  I  used  to  «t«al  into  some- 
body or  other's  cow-shed  and  snuggle  for  warmth 
into  the  straw— yes,  and  suck  the  udders  of  the  cows 
for  food,  too.     Oh,  I've  had  a  hard  enough  life,  for 
all  the  way  it  looks  now— and  I'm  not  saying  that  if 
the  choice  was  mine  I'd  go  over  it  agin  even  as  it 
stands  to-day.     We're  set   here   for  better  or  for 
worse,  that's  my  way  of  thinking,  and  if  thar's  any 
harm  comes  of  it  Providence  has  got  to  take  a  sharv 
of  the  blame." 
"Hardly  the  preacher's  view  of  the  matter,  is  it  ?" 
"Maybe  not;  and  I  ain't  got  a  quarrel  with  'em, 
the  Lord  knows.     I  go  to  church  like  clockwork, 
and  pay  my  pew-rent,  too,  which  is  more  than  some 
do  that  gabble  the  nu^t  about  salvation.     If  I  pay  for 
the  preacher's  keep  it's  only  fair  that  I  should  get 
rome  of  the  good  that  comes  to  him  hereafter;  that's 
how  it  looks  to  me;  so  I  don't  trouble  my  head  much 
about  the  ins  and  the  outs  of  getting  saved  or  damned. 
I've  never  puled  in  this  world,  thank  God,  and  let 
come  what  will,  I  ain't  going  to  begin  puling  in  the 
next.    But  to  go  back  to  whar  I  started  from,  it  all 
makes  in  the  end  for  that  pretty  little  chap  over 
jronder  in  the  dining-room.     Rather  puny  for  his 
years  now,  but  as  sound  as  a  nut,  and  he'll  grow — 
he'll  grow.     When  his  mother— poor,  worthless  drab 
— gave  birth  to  him  and  died,  I  told  her  it  was  the 
best  day's  work  she'd  ever  done." 

Carraway's  humour  rippled  over.    "It's  easy  to 
imagine  what  her  answer  must  have  been  to  such  a 
pleasantry,"  he  observed. 
"Oh,  she  was  a  fool,  that  woman — a  bom  fool! 


HUMAN  NATURE  IN  THE  RAW  STATE 


i9 


Her  Answer  wm  that  it  would  be  the  beit  day  for 
her  only  when  I  came  to  call  it  the  worn.  She 
h«ted  me  a  long  sight  more  than  she  hated  the  devil, 
and  if  she  was  to  rise  out  of  her  grave  to-day  she'd 
probably  sUrt  right  in  scrubbing  for  those  darned 
BUkes." 
"Ahr'saidCarraway. 

"It's  the  plain  truth,  but  I  dont  visit  it  on  the 
little  lad.  Why  should  I  ?  He's  got  my  name — I  saw 
to  that— and  mark  my  word,  he'll  grow  up  yet  to 
marry  among  the  quality." 

The  secret  was  out  at  last— Fletcher's  purpose  was 
disclosed,  and  even  in  ♦he  strong  light  of  his  past 
misdeeds  it  showed  not  without  a  hint  of  pathos. 
The  very  renouncement  of  any  personal  ambition 
served  to  invest  the  racial  one  with  a  kind  of  grandeur. 
"There's  evidently  an  enviable  career  before  him." 
said  the  lawyer  at  the  end  of  a  long  pause,  "and  this 
brings  me,  by  the  way,  to  the  question  I  wish  to  ask 
—had  your  desire  to  see  me  any  connection  with  the 
prospects  of  your  grandson  ?" 

"In  a  way,  yes;  though,  to  tell  the  truth,  it  has 
more  to  do  with  that  young  Blake's.  He's  been 
bothering  me  a  good  deal  of  late,  and  I  mean  to  have 
it  square  with  him  before  Bill  Fletcher's  a  year 
older." 

"No  difficulty  about  your  title  to  the  esUte,  I 
presume  ?" 

"Oh,  Lord,  no;  that's  all  fair  and  square,  suh.  I 
bought  the  place,  you  know,  when  it  went  at  auction 
jest  a  few  years  after  the  war.  I  bought  and  paid 
for  it  right  down,  and  that  settled  things  for  good 
and  all." 
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C«mwfty  coniidered  th*  fact  (or  «  moment,  'if 
I  remember  correctl3r— I  meftn  unlew  gOMip  went  very 
f«r  Afield— 4he  place  brought  exactly  seven  thoueaad 
doUan."  Hie  gase  plunged  into  the  moonlight 
beyond  the  open  window  and  followed  the  clear 
eweep  of  the  distant  fields.  "Seven  thousand  dol- 
lars," he  added  softly;  "and  there's  not  a  finer  in 
Virginia." 

"Thar  was  nobody  to  bid  agin  me,  you  see." 
explained  Fletcher  easily.  "The  old  gentleman  was 
as  poor  as  Job's  turkey  then,  besides  going  doty 
mighty  fast." 

"  The  common  report  was.  I  believe,"  pursued  the 
lawyer,  "that  the  old  man  himself  did  not  know  of 
the  place  being  for  sale  until  he  heard  the  auctioneer's 
hammer  on  the  lawn,  and  that  his  mind  left  him  from 
the  moment— this  was,  of  course,  mere  idle  talk." 
^  "Oh,  you'll  hear  anything,"  snorted  Fletcher. 
"The  old  gentleman  hadn't  a  red  copper  to  his  name, 
and  if  he  couldn't  pay  the  mortgages,  how  under 
heaven  could  he  have  bought  in  the  place?  As  a 
plain  man  I  put  the  question." 

"But  his  friends?  Where  were  his  friends,  I 
wonder?  In  his  youth  he  was  one  of  the  most  popu- 
lar men  in  the  State— a  high  liver  and  good  toaster, 
you  remember- and  later  on  he  stood  well  in  the 
Confederate  Government.  That  he  should  have 
fallen  into  abject  poverty  seems  really  incompre- 
hensible." 

Fletcher  twisted  in  his  chair.  "Why,  that  was  jest 
three  years  after  the  war,  I  tell  you,"  he  said  with 
irritable  emphasis;  "he  hadn't  a  friend  this  side  of 
Jordan,  I  reckon,  who  could  have  raised  fifty  cents 
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The  quality  wm  «a  bmd  off  «• 


to  Mve  hia  loul. 
tharownniggvn.' 

"Tni»— tnio,"  admitted  Carniw«y;  "Inxi  the  lur- 
pritiiif  thing  i»— I  don't  hetitate  to  say —that  you  who 
had  bem  oveneer  to  le  Blakee  for  twenty  yean 
•hould  have  been  able  in  thoee  destitute  timet  and 
on  tha  ipot,  as  it  were,  to  put  down  eeven  tbouaand 
doUara." 

He  faced  the  fact  unflinchingly,  dragging  it  from 
the  long  obscurity  full  into  the  red  glare  of  the  lamp, 
light.  Here  was  the  main  thing,  he  knew,  in  Fletcher's 
history— here  was  the  supreme  offense.  For  twenty 
years  the  man  had  been  the  trusted  servant  of  his 
fMble  employer,  and  when  the  final  crash  came  he  had 
risen  with  full  hands  from  the  wreck.  The  prodigal 
BUkes— burning  the  candle  at  both  ends,  people 
•aid— had  squandered  a  double  fortune  befof«  the 
war,  and  in  an  equally  stupendous  fashion  Fletcher 
had  amassed  one. 

"Oh,  thar're  ways  and  ways  of  putting  by  a  penny," 
he  now  protested,  "and  I  turned  over  a  bit  during  the 
war,  I  may  as  well  own  up,  though  folks  had  only 
black  looks  for  speculators  then." 
"We  used  to  caU  them  'bloodsuckers,'  I  remember." 
"Well,  that's  neither  here  nor  thar,  suh.     When 
the  place  went  for  seven  thousand  I  paid  it  down,  and 
I've  managed  one  way  and  another— and  in  spite  of 
the  pesky  niggers— to  make  a  pretty  bit  out  of  the 
tobacco  crop,  hard  as  times  have  been.    The  Hall 
is  mine  now,  thar's  no  going  agin  that,  and,  so  help 
me  God,  it'll  belong  to  a  William  Fletcher  lone  after 
I  am  dead." 
"Ah,  that  brings  us  directly  to  the  point." 
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Fletcher  squared  himself  about  in  his  chair  while 
his  pipe  went  out  slowly. 

"The  point,  if  you'll  have  it  straight,"  he  said, 
"is  jest  this— I  want  the  whole  place — every  inch  of 
it — and  I'll  die  or  git  it,  as  sure's  my  name's  my  own. 
Thar's  still  that  old  frame  house  and  the  piece  of  land 
tacked  to  it,  whar  the  overseers  used  to  live,  cutting 
straight  into  the  heart  of  my  tobacco  fields— in 
clear  view  of  the  Hall,  too— right  in  the  middle  of 
my  land,  I  tell  you  !" 

"Oh,  I  see — I  see,"  muttered  Carraway;  "that's 
the  little  farm  in  the  midst  of  the  estate  which  the  old 
gentleman — bless  his  weak  head  and  strong  heart — 
gave  his  wife's  brother.  Colonel  Corbin,  who  came 
back  crippled  from  the  war.  Yes,  I  remember  now, 
there  was  a  joke  at  the  time  about  his  saying  that 
land  was  the  cheapest  present  he  could  give." 

"It  was  all  his  besotted  foolishness,  you  know — 
to  think  of  a  sane  man  deeding  away  seventy  acr^s 
right  in  the  heart  of  his  tract  of  two  thousand.  He 
meant  it  for  a  joke,  of  course.  Mr.  Tucker  or  Colonel 
Corbin,  if  you  choose,  was  like  one  of  the  family,  but 
he  was  as  sensitive  as  a  kid  about  his  wounds,  and  he 
wanted  to  live  off  somewhar,  shut  up  by  himself. 
Well,  he's  got  enough  folks  about  him  now,  the  Lord 
knows.  Thar's  the  old  lady,  and  the  two  gals,  and 
Mr.  Christopher,  to  say  nothing  of  Uncle  Boaz  and  a 
whole  troop  of  worthless  niggers  that  are  eating  him 
out  of  house  and  home.  Tom  Spade  has  a  deed  of 
trust  on  the  place  for  three  hundred  dollars;  he  told 
me  so  himself." 

"So  I  understand;  and  all  this  is  a  serious  incon« 
venience  to  you,  I  may  suppose." 
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"Inconvenience f  Blood  and  thunder!  It  takes 
the  heart  right  out  of  my  land,  I  tell  you.  Why, 
the  very  road  I  cut  to  save  myself  half  a  mile  of  mud- 
holes  came  to  a  dead  stop  because  Mr.  Christopher 
wouldn't  let  it  cross  his  blamed  pasture." 

Carraway  thoughtfully  regarded  his  finger  nails. 
"Then,  bless  my  soul! — seeing  it's  your  private 
affair— what  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?"  he 
inquired. 

"Git  it.  The  devil  knows  how — I  don't;  but  git 
it  I  will.  I  brought  you  down  here  to  talk  those 
fools  over,  and  I  mean  you  to  do  it.  It's  all  spite- 
pure,  rotten  spite;  that's  what  it  is.  Look  here. 
I'll  gladly  give  'em  three  thousand  dollars  for  that 
strip  of  land,  and  it  wouldn't  bring  nine  hundred,  on 
my  oath !" 

"Have  you  made  the  c  .ar?" 

"Made  it?  Why,  if  I  set  foot  on  the  tip  edge  of 
that  land  I'd  have  every  lean  hound  in  the  pack 
snapping  at  my  heels.  As  for  that  young  rascal,  he'd 
knock  me  down  if  I  so  much  as  scented  the  matter." 

He  rapped  his  pipe  sharply  on  the  wood  of  hit 
chair  and  a  little  pile  of  ashes  settled  upon  the  floor. 
With  a  laugh,  the  other  waved  his  hand  in  protest. 

"So  you  prefer  to  make  the  proposition  by  proxy. 
My  dear  sir— I'm  not  a  rubber  ball." 

"Oh,  he  won't  hurt  you.  It  would  spoil  the  sport 
to  punch  anybody's  head  but  mine,  you  know. 
Come,  now,  isn't  it  a  fair  offer  I'm  making?" 

"It  appears  so,  certainly— and  I  really  do  not 
see  why  he  should  wish  to  hold  the  place.  It  isn't 
worth  much,  I  fancy,  to  anybody  but  the  owner  of 
the  Hall,  and  with  the  three  thousand  clear  he  could 
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probably  get  a  much  better  one  at  a  little  distance 
— with  the  additional  value  of  putting  a  few  square 
miles  between  himself  and  you — whom,  I  ma"  pre- 
sume, he  doesn't  love." 

"Oh,  you  may  presume  he  hates  me  if  you'll 
only  work  it,"  snorted  Fletcher.  "Go  over  that 
boldly— no  slinking,  mind  you— to-morrow  morning, 
and  talk  them  into  reason.  Lord,  man,  you  ought  to 
be  able  to  do  it — don't  you  know  Greek?" 

Carraway  nodded.  "Not  that  it  ever  availed  me 
much  in  an  argument,"  he  confessed  frankly. 

"It's  a  good  thing  to  stop  a  mouth  with,  any- 
way. Thar's  many  and  many  a  time,  I  tell  you, 
I've  lost  a  bargain  for  the  lack  of  a  few  rags  of  Latin 
or  Greek.  Drag  it  in;  stuff  it  down  'em;  gag  thar 
mouths — it's  better  than  all  the  swearing  under 
heaven.  Why,  taking  the  Lord's  name  in  vain  ain't 
nothing  to  a  line  of  poetry  spurted  of  a  sudden  in  one 
of  them  dead-and-gone  languages.  It's  been  done  at 
me,  suh,  and  I  know  how  it  works — ^that's  why  I've 
put  the  boy  upstairs  on  'em  from  the  start.  Tain't 
much  matter  whetbn*  he  goes  far  in  his  own  tongue  or 
not,  that's  what  *  said,  but  dose  him  well  with  some- 
thing his  neighbours  haven't  learnt." 

He  rose  with  a  Itw:h,  laid  his  pipe  on  the  mantel, 
and  drew  out  his  big  silver  watch. 

"Great  Jehosaphat!  it's  eleven  and  after,"  he 
exclaimed.  "Well,  it's  time  for  us  to  turn  in,  I 
reckon,  and  dream  of  breakfast.  If  you'll  hold 
the  lamp  while  I  bolt  up,  I'll  show  you  to  your 
room." 

Carraway  picked  up  the  lamp,  and,  cautiously 
following  his  host  into  the  darkened  hall,  waited 
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until  he  had  fastened  the  night-chains  and  shot  the 
heavy  bolts. 

"If  you  want  a  drink  of  water  thar's  a  bucket  in 
the  porch,"  said  Fletcher,  as  he  opened  the  back 
door  and  reached  out  into  the  moonlight.  "Wait 
thar  a  second  and  I'll  hand  you  the  dipper." 

He  stepped  out  upon  the  porch,  and  a  moment 
later  Carraway  heard  a  heavy  stumble  followed  by  a 
muttered  oath. 

"Why,  blast  the  varmints !  I've  upset  the  boy's 
cage  of  white  mice  and  they're  skedaddling  about 
my  legs.  Here!  hold  the  lamp,  will  you— I'm  squash- 
ing a  couple  of  'em  under  each  of  my  hands." 

Carraway,  leaning  out  with  the  lamp,  which  drew 
a  brilliant  circle  on  the  porch,  saw  Fletcher  flounder- 
ing helplessly  upon  his  hands  and  knees  in  the  midst 
of  the  fleeing  family  of  mice. 

"They're  a  plagued  mess  of  beasts,  that's  what 
they  are,"  he  exclaimed,  "but  the  little  lad  sets  a 
heap  of  store  by  'em,  and  when  he  comes  down  to- 
morrow he'll  find  that  I  got  some  of  'em  back,  any- 
way." 

He  fastened  the  cage  and  placed  it  carefully  beneath 
the  bench.  Then,  closing  and  bolting  the  door,  he 
took  the  lamp  from  Carraway  and  motioned  him  up 
the  dusky  staircase  to  the  spare  chamber  at  the  top. 
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CHAPTER  V 


Thb  Wrbck  op  thb  Blakbs 

Whbn  Christopher  left  Blake  Hall,  he  awung 
vigorously  in  the  twilight  across  the  newly  ploughed 
fields,  until,  at  the  end  of  a  few  minutes'  walk,  he 
reached  the  sunken  road  that  branched  of!  by  the 
abandoned  ice-pond.  Here  the  bullfrogs  were  still 
croaking  hoarsely,  and  far  away  over  the  gray-green 
rushes  a  dim  moon  was  mounting  the  steep  slope 
of  bluish  sk/. 

The  air  was  fresh  with  the  scent  of  the  upturned 
earth,  and  the  closing  day  refined  into  a  tranquil 
beauty;  but  the  young  man,  as  he  passed  briskly, 
did  not  so  much  as  draw  a  lengthened  breath,  and 
when  presently  the  cry  of  a  whip-poor-will  floated 
from  the  old  rail  fence,  he  fell  into  a  whistling  mockery 
of  the  plaintive  notes.  The  dogs  at  his  heels 
started  a  rabbit  once  from  the  close  cover  of  the 
underbrush,  and  he  called  them  to  order  in  a  sharp, 
peremptory  tone.  Not  until  he  reached  the  long, 
whitewashed  gate  opening  before  the  frame  house 
of  the  former  overseers  did  he  break  the  easy  swing 
of  his  accustomed  stride. 

The  house,  a  common  country  dwelling  of  the  sort 
used  by  the  poorer  class  of  farmers,  lost  something  of 
its  angularity  beneath  the  moonlight,  and  even  the 
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half-dried  garments,  spread  after  the  day's  washing 
on  the  bent  old  rose-bushes,  shone  in  soft  white  patches 
amid  the  grass,  which  looked  thick  and  fine  under 
the  heavy  dew.  In  one  comer  of  the  yard  ther«  was 
a  spreading  peach-tree,  on  which  the  shrivelled 
little  peaches  ripened  out  of  season,  and  against  the 
narrow  porch  sprawled  a  gray  and  crippled  aspen, 
where  a  flock  of  turkesrs  had  settled  to  roost  along 
its  twisted  boughs. 

In  one  of  the  lower  rooms  a  lamp  was  burning,  and 
as  Christopher  crunched  heavily  along  the  pebbled 
path,  a  woman  with  a  piece  of  sewing  in  her  hand 
came  into  the  hall  and  spoke  his  name. 
"Christopher,  you  are  late." 
Her  voice  was  deep  and  musical,  with  a  richness  of 
volume  which  raised  deluding  hopes  of  an  impas- 
sioned beauty  in  the  speaker— who,  as  she  crossed  the 
illumined  square  of  the  window-frame,  showed  as  a 
tall,  thin  woman  of  forty  years,  with  squinting  eyes, 
and  a  face  whose  misshapen  features  stood  out  like 
the  hasty  drawing  for  a  grotesque.  When  she 
reached  him  Christopher  turned  from  the  porch,  and 
they  walked  together  slowly  out  into  the  moonlight, 
passing  under  the  aspen  where  the  turkejrs  stirred 
and  fluttered  in  their  sleep. 

"Has  her  cat  come  home,  Cynthia?"  were  the 
young  man's  first  anxious  words. 

"About  sunset.     Uncle  Boaz  found  her  over  at 
Aunt    Daphne's,    hunting   mice    tmder   the   joists. 
Mother  had  fretted  terribly  over  the  loss. " 
"Is  she  easier  now?" 

"  Much  more  so,  but  she  still  asks  for  the  port.    We 
pretend  that  Uncle  Boaz  has  mislaid  the  key  of  the 
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wine-celUr.     She  upbraided  him,  and  he  bore  it  lo 
patiently,  poor  old  sottll" 

Chriitopher  quickly  reached  into  the  deep  pocket 
of  hia  overalls  and  drew  out  the  scanty  wages  of  his 
last  three  days'  latxmr. 

"Send  this  by  somebody  down  to  Tompkins."  he 
laid,  "and  get  the  wine  he  ordered.  He  refuses  to 
•eU  on  credit  any  longer,  so  I  had  to  find  the  money." 

She  looked  up,  startled. 

"Oh,  Christopher,  you  have  worked  for  Fletcher?" 

Tears  shone  in  her  eyes  and  her  mouth  quivered. 
"Oh,  Christopher  I"  she  repeated,  and  the  emotional 
quality  in  her  voice  rang  strong  and  true.  He  fell 
back,  angered,  while  the  hand  she  had  stretched 
out  dropped  limply  to  her  side. 

"Pot  God's  sake,  don't  snivel."  he  retorted  harshly. 
"Send  the  money  and  give  her  the  wine,  but  dole  it 
out  Uke  a  miser,  for  where  the  next  will  come  from 
is  more  than  I  can  tell." 

"The  pay  for  my  sewing  is  due  in  three  days,"  said 
Cynthia,  raising  her  roughened  hand  on  which  the 
needle-scars  showed  even  in  the  moonlight.  "Mother 
has  worried  so  to-d'  y  that  I  couldn't  work  except  at 
odd  moments,  but  I  can  easily  manage  to  sit  up 
to-night  and  get  it  done.  She  thinks  I'm  embroid- 
ering an  ottoman,  you  see,  and  this  evening  she  asked 
to  feel  the  silks." 

He  uttered  a  savage  exclamation. 

"Oh,  I  gave  her  some  ravellings  from  an  old  tidy," 
she  hastened  to  assure  him.  "She  played  with  them 
awhile  and  knew  no  better,  as  I  told  her  the  colours 
one  by  one.  Afterward  she  planned  all  kinds  of 
samplers  and  fire-screens  that  I  might  work.     Her 
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own  knitting  hu  wearied  her  of  late,  eo  we  haven't 
been  obliged  to  buy  the  yam." 
"She  doesn't  tuapect,  you  think  ?" 
Cynthia  shook  her  head.  "After  fifteen  years  of 
deception  there's  no  danger  of  my  telling  the  truth 
to-day.  I  only  wish  I  could,"  she  added,  with  that 
patient  dignity  which  is  the  outward  expression 
of  complete  renouncement.  When  she  lifted  her 
tragic  face  the  tears  on  her  cheeks  softened  the  pain- 
ful hollows,  as  the  moonbeams,  playing  over  her  gown 
of  patched  and  faded  silk,  revived  for  a  moment  the 
freshness  of  its  discoloured  flowers. 

"The  truth  would  be  the  death  of  her."  said  the 
yoong  man,  in  a  bitter  passion  of  anxiety.  "Tell 
her  that  Fletcher  owns  the  Hall,  and  that  for  fifteen 
years  she  has  lived,  blind  and  paralysed,  in  the  over- 
seer's house  I  Why,  I'd  rather  stick  a  knife  into  her 
heart  myself  I" 

"Her  terrible  pride  would  kill  her — yes,  you're 
right.     We'll  keep  it  up  to  the  end  at  any  cost." 

He  turned  to  her  with  a  sudden  terror  in  his  face. 
"Sheisn't  worse,  is  she?" 

"Worse?  Oh,  no;  I  only  meant  the  cost  to  us — 
the  cost  of  never  speaking  the  truth  within  the  house." 
"Well,  I'm  not  afraid  of  lying,  God  knows,"  he 
answered,  in  the  tone  of  one  from  whom  a  burden 
has  been  removed.  "I'm  only  wondering  ho  v  much 
longer  I'll  be  able  to  afEord  the  luxury." 

"But  we're  no  worse  oflF  than  usual,  that's  one 
comfort.  Mother  is  quite  happy  now  since  Beulah 
has  been  found,  and  the  c  ::Iy  added  worry  is  that 
Aunt  Dinah  is  laid  up  in  her  cabin  and  we've  had  to 
send  her  soup.     Uncle  Isam  has  come  to  see  you, 
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by  the  w»y.  I  believe  he  wants  you  to  give  him 
•omc  advice  about  hii  little  hut  up  in  the  wooda. 
and  to  look  up  his  birth  in  the  servanU*  age-book, 
too.  He  Uvea  five  miles  away,  you  know,  and  works 
ocross  the  river  at  Parrar's  Mills." 

"Uncle  IsamI"  exclaimed  Christopher,  wonder- 
ingly;  "why,  what  do  I  know  about  the  man?  I 
haven't  laid  eyes  on  him  for  the  last  ten  yean." 

"But  he  wants  help  now,  so  of  course  he's  com* 
to  you,  and  as  he's  walked  all  the  distance— equally 
of  course— he'll  stay  to  supper.    Mother  has   her 
young  chicken,  and  there's  bacon  and  combread 
for  the  rest  of  us,  so  I  hope  the  poor  man  won't  go 
back   hungry.     Ever   since   Aunt    Tolly's   chimney 
blew  down  she  has  had  to  fry  the  middling  in  the 
kitchen,  and  mother  complains  so  of  the  smell.    She 
ean't  understand  why  we  have  it  three  times  a  day, 
and  when  I  told  her  that  Uncle  Tucker  acquired  the 
habit  in  the  army,  she  remarked  that  it  was  very 
inconsiderate  of  him  to  insist  upon  gratifying  so 
rxtraordinary  a  taste." 
Christopher  laughed  shortly. 
"WeU,  it's  a  muck  of  a  world,"  he  declared  cheer- 
fully, taking  off  his  coarse  harvest  hat  and  running 
his  hand  through  his  clustering  fair  hair.    In  the 
mellow  light  the  ahnort  brutal  strength  of  his  jaw 
was  softened,  and  his  sunburned  face  paled  to  the 
beauty   of  some  ancient   ivory  carving.    Cynthia, 
gazing  up  at  him,  caught  her  breath  with  a  sob. 

"How  big  you  are,  and  strong  I    How  fit  for  any 
life  in  the  world  but  this  I" 

"Don't  whimper,"  he  responded  roughly,  adding, 
after  a  moment,  "Precious  fit  for  anything  but  the 
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•tobto  or  the  tobacco  field  t  Why,  I  couldn't  m 
much  M  write  a  decently  spelled  letter  to  lavt  my 
•oul.  A  darky  asked  me  yesterday  to  r«ad  ft  pott- 
bill  for  him  down  at  the  store,  and  I  bad  to  skip  a 
big  word  in  the  first  line." 

He  made  his  confession  defiantly,  with  a  cmUdn 
boorish  pride  itt  his  ignorance  and  bis  degradatkm. 

"My  dear,  my  dear,  I  wanted  to  teach  you— I 
wiU  teach  you  now.     We  will  read  together. " 

"And  let  mother  and  Uncle  Tucker  plough  tha 
field,  and  plant  the  crop,  and  cut  the  wood.  No,  it 
won't  answer;  your  learning  would  do  me  no  good, 
and  I  don't  want  it— I  told  you  that  when  you  first 
took  me  from  lay  study  and  put  me  to  do  all  tha 
chores  upon  the  place." 

"I  taka  you  t  Oh.  Christopher,  what  could  w  do } 
Unda  Tucker  was  a  hopeless  cripple,  there  wasn't  a 
■ervant  strong  enough  to  spade  the  garden,  and  there 
were  only  Lila  and  you  and  I." 

"And  I  was  ten.  Well,  I'm  not  blaming  you, 
and  I've  done  what  I  was  forced  to— but  keep  your 
confounded  books  out  of  my  sight,  that's  all  I  aik. 
Ii  that  mother  calling  ?" 

Cynthia  bent  her  ear.  "I  thought  Lila  was  with 
her,  but  I'll  go  at  once.  Be  sttre  to  change  your 
clothes,  dear,  before  she  touches  you." 

"Hadn't  I  better  chop  a  Uttle  kindling-wood 
before  supper?" 

"No— no,  not  to-night.  Go  and  dress,  white  I 
send  Uncle  Boaz  for  the  wine." 

She  entered  the  house  with  a  hurried  step,  and 
Christopher,  after  an  instant's  hesitation,  passed  to 
the  back,  and,  taking  oQ   his  clumsy  boots,  crept 
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•of|]]r  up  tiM  crtaldng  tUircaM  to  hii  Uttl«  garrtt 
rooffn  in  th«  loft. 

Ttn  minutM  \%Ur  h»  cmim  down  again,  waaring 
a  dtcant  luit  of  country-mada  clothes,  with  the  duit 
waahad  from  hti  faca,  and  his  hair  imoothly  bruihed 
acroM  hia  forehead,  ta  tha  front  hall  ha  took  a 
white  roeebud  from  a  little  vaae  of  Bohemian  glau 
and  pinned  it  carefully  in  the  lapel  of  hia 
Then,  before  entering,  he  Mtood  for  a  momert 
upon  the  threshold  of  the  lamplighted  room. 

In  a  massive  EHsabethan  chair  of  blark^  .c 
a  stately  old  lady  wa?  sitting  straight  and  m  i^ 
her  useless  legs  stretched  out  upon  ar  eUbc<--»Lc<v 
embroidered  ottoman.  She  wore  a  dresi  jt  ricV  hurt: 
brocade,  made  very  full  in  the  skirt,  an  1  '  !.< '  • 
after  an  earlier  fashion,  and  her  beautiful  snow-wb;te 
hair  was  piled  over  a  high  ctuhton  and  omaiuc- "  ' 
by  a  cap  of  fine  thread  lace.  In  her  face,  which  she 
turned  at  the  first  footstep  with  a  pitiable,  blind 
look,  tliere  were  the  faint  traces  of  a  proud,  though 
almost  extinguished,  beauty — traces  which  were 
visible  in  the  impetuous  flash  of  her  sightless  esres. 
in  tha  noble  arch  of  her  brows,  and  in  the  transparent 
quality  of  her  now  yellowed  skin,  which  still  kept  the 
look  ci  rare  porcelain  held  against  the  simlight. 
On  a  dainty,  rose-decked  tray  beside  her  chair  there 
were  the  half  of  a  broiled  chicken,  a  thin  glass  of  port, 
and  a  plate  of  buttered  waffles;  and  near  her  high 
footstool  a  big  yellow  cat  was  busily  lapping  a  saucer 
of  new  milk. 

Aa  Christopher  went  up  to  her,  she  stretched  out 
her  hand  and  touched  his  face  with  her  sensitive 
fingers.    "Oh,  if  I  could  only  see  you,"  she  said,  a 
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little  peevishly.  "It  is  twenty  yeani  since  I  looked 
at  you.  and  now  you  arc  taller  than  your  father  was, 
you  say.  I  can  feel  that  your  hair  is  light,  like  hi  .— 
and  like  Lila's,  too,  since  you  are  twins. " 

A  pretty,  fragile  woman,  who  was  wrapping  a  shawl 
about  the  old  lady's  feet,  rose  to  her  full  height  and 
passed  behind  the  Elizabethan  chair.  "Just  a  shade 
lighter  than  mine,  mother."  she  responded:  "the  sun 
makes  a  difference,  you  know;  he  is  in  the  sun  so 
much  without  a  hat. "  As  she  stood  wit  h  her  delicate 
hands  clasped  above  the  fancifully  carved  grotesques 
upon  the  chair-back,  her  beauty  shone  like  a  lamp 
against  the  smoke-stained  walls. 

"Ah,  if  you  could  but  have  seen  his  father  when  he 
was  young.  Lila."  sighed  her  mother,  falling  into  one 
of  the  easy  reveries  of  old  age.     "  I  met  him  at  a  fancy 
ball,  you  know,  where  he  went  as  Achilles  in  full 
Grecian  dress.     Oh !  the  sight  he  was,  my  dear,  one 
of  the  few  fair  men  among  us,  and  taller  even  than 
old  Colonel  Fitzhugh,  who  was  considered  one  of  the 
finest  figures  of  his  time.     That  was  a  wild  night  for 
me,  Christopher,  as  I've  told  you  often  before— it 
was  love  at  first  sight  on  both  sides,  and  so  marked 
were  your  father's  attentions  that  they  were  the  talk 
of  the  ball.     Edward  Morris— the  greatest  wit  of  his 
day,  you  know— remarked  at  supper  that  the  weak 
point  of  Achilles  was  proved  at  last  to  be  not  his 
heel,  but  his  heart. " 

She  laughed  with  pleasure  at  the  memory,  and 
returned  in  a  half-hearted  fashion  to  her  plate  of 
buttered  waffles.  "Have  you  been  riding  again. 
Christopher?"  she  asked  after  a  moment,  as  if 
remembering  a  grievance.     "I  haven't  had  so  much 
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as  a  word  from  you  to-day,  but  when  one  is 
chained  to  a  chair  hke  this  it  is  useless  to  ask  even 
to  be  thought  of  amid  your  pleasures. " 

"I  always  think  of  you,  mother." 

"Well,  I'm  glad  to  hear  it,  my  dear,  though  I'm 
sure  I  should  never  imagine  that  you  do.  Have  you 
heard,  by  the  way,  that  Boaz  lost  the  key  of  the  wine- 
cellar,  and  that  I  had  to  go  two  whole  days  without 
my  port?  I  declare,  he  is  getting  so  careless  that 
I'm  afraid  we'll  have  to  put  another  butler  over 
him. " 

"Lawd,  ole  miss,  you  ain'  gwine  do  dat.  is  you?" 
anxiously  questioned  Uncle  Boaz  as  he  filled  her 
glass. 

She  lifted  the  wine  to  her  lips,  her  stem  face  soften- 
ing. Like  many  a  high-spirited  woman  doomed  to 
perpetual  inaction,  her  dominion  over  her  servants 
had  grown  to  represent  the  larger  share  of  life. 

"Then  be  more  careful  in  future,  Boaz,"  she  cau- 
tioned. "Tell  me,  Lila,  what  has  become  of  Nathan, 
the  son  of  Phyllis  ?  He  used  to  be  a  very  bright  little 
darkey  twenty  years  ago,  and  I  always  intended  put- 
tmg  him  in  the  dining-room,  but  things  escape  me 
•o.  His  mother,  Phyllis,  I  remember,  got  some 
ridiculous  idea  about  freedom  in  her  head,  and  ran 
away  with  the  Yankee  soldiers  before  we  whipped 
them. "  ^^ 

Lila's  face  flushed,  for  since  the  war  Nathan  had 
grown  into  one  of  the  most  respectable  of  freedmen, 
but  Uncle  Boaz.  with  a  glib  tongue,  started  valiantly 
to  her  support. 

"Go  'way,  ole  miss;  dat  ar  Natan  is  de  mos* 
ornery  un  er  de   ::m11  bunch,"  he  deciared.     "Wen 
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he  comes  inter  my  dinin-'oom,  out  I'le  ffwine.  an' 

^  The  old  lady  passed  a  hand  slowly  across  her  brow. 
"I  can't  remember— I  cant  remember."  she  mur- 
mured; "but  I  dare  say  you're  right,  Boas— and  that 
reminds  me  that  this  bottle  of  port  is  not  so  good  as 
the  last.  Have  you  tried  it,  Christopher  ?  " 
w^"Not  yet,  mother.  Where  did  you  find  it,  Uncle 
Boas?" 

"Hit's  des  de  same,  suh,"  protested  Uncle  Boas. 
"Dey  wus  bofe  un  urn  layin*  right  side  by  side,  des 
like  dey  'uz  bo'n  blood  kin.  en  I  done  dus'  de  cobwebs 
off'n  lun  wid  de  same  duster,  dat  I  is. " 

•'Well,  well,  that  will  do.  Now  go  in  to  supper, 
children,  and  send  Docia  to  take  my  tray.  Dear  me. 
I  do  wish  that  Tucker  could  be  persuaded  to  give  up 
that  vulgar  bacon.  I'm  not  so  unreasonable,  I  hope, 
as  to  expect  a  man  to  make  any  sacrifices  in  this 
worid— that's  the  woman's  part,  and  I've  tried  to  take 
my  share  of  it— but  to  conceive  of  a  passion  for  a 
thing  like  bacon— I  declare  is  quite  beyond  me. " 

"Come,  now,  Lucy,  don't  begin  to  meddle  with  my 
whims,"  protested  the  cheerful  tones  of  Tucker,  as 
he  entered  on  his  crutches,  one  of  which  was  strapped 
to  the  stump  of  his  right  arm.  "  Allow  me  my  dissi- 
pations, my  dear,  and  I'll  not  interfere  with  yours. " 

"Dissipations!"  promptly  took  up  the  old  lady, 
from  the  hearth.  "Why.  if  it  were  such  a  gentle- 
manly thing  as  a  dissipation.  Tucker.  I  shouldn't 
say  a  word— not  a  single  word.  A  taste  for  wine 
IS  entirely  proper.  I'm  sure,  and  even  a  little 
intoxication  is  permissible  on  occasions— such  as 
christenings,   weddings,  and  Christmas  Eve  gather- 
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Ings.  Your  father  used  to  say,  Christopher,  that 
the  procrf  of  a  gentlenum  was  in  the  way  he 
held  his  wine.  But  to  fall  a  deliberate  victim 
to  so  km-bora  a  vice  as  a  love  of  bacon  is 
something  that  no  member  of  our  family  has  ever 
done  before. " 

^^  "That's  true,  Lucy,"  pleasantly  assented  Tucker; 
"  but  then,  you  see,  no  member  of  our  family  had  ever 
fought  three  years  for  his  State— to  say  nothing  of 
losing  a  leg  and  an  arm  in  her  service. " 

His  fine  face  was  ploughed  with  the  marks  of 
suffering,  but  the  heartiness  had  not  left  his  voice, 
and  his  smile  still  shone  bright  and  strong.  From 
a  proud  position  as  the  straightest  shot  and  the 
gayest  liver  of  his  day,  he  had  been  reduced  at  a  single 
blow  to  the  couch  of  a  hopeless  cripple.  Poverty 
had  come  a  little  later,  but  the  second  shock  had  only 
served  to  steady  his  nerves  from  the  vibration  of  the 
first,  and  the  courage  which  had  drooped  within 
him  for  a  time  was  revived  in  the  form  of  a  rai«  and 
gentle  humour.  Nothing  was  so  terrible  but  Tucker 
could  get  a  laugh  out  of  it,  people  said—not  knowing 
that  since  he  had  learned  to  smile  at  his  own  ghastly 
failure  it  was  an  easy  matter  to  turn  the  jest  on 
universal  joy  or  woe. 

The  old  lady's  humour  melted  at  his  words,  and 
she  hastened  to  offer  proof  of  her  contrition.  ' '  You're 
perfectly  right,  brother,"  she  said;  "and  I  know  I'm 
an  ungrateful  creature,  so  you  needn't  take  the 
trouble  to  tell  me.  As  long  as  you  do  me  the  honour 
to  live  beneath  my  roof,  you  shall  eat  the  whole  hog 
or  none  to  your  heart's  content." 

Then,  as  Docia,  a  large  black  woman,  with  brass 


!•  THE  DELIVERANCE 

hoops  in  her  ears,  appeared  to  bear  away  the  supper 
tray,  Mrs.  Blake  folded  her  hands  and  settled  herMlf 
for  a  nap  upon  her  cushions,  while  the  yellow  cat 
purred  blissfully  on  her  knees. 

Beyond   the   adjoining   bedroom,    through   which 
Chnstopher    passed,    a    rude   plank    platform    led 
to  a  long,  unceiled  room  which  served  as   kitchen 
and  dimng-room  in  one.     Here  a  cheerlul  blaze  made 
merry  about  an  ancient  crane,  on  which  a  coffee- 
boiler  swung  slowly  back  and  forth  with  a  bubbling 
nouMs.     In  the   red   firelight  a  plain  pine  table  was 
spread  with  a  scant  supper  of  combread  and  bacon 
and  a  cracked  Wedgewood  pitcher  filled  with  butter- 
milk.    There    was    no    silver;  the    china    consisted 
of    some   odd.   broken    pieces    of    old  willow-ware; 
and  beyond  a  bunch  of  damask  roses  stuck  in  a  quaint 
glass  vase,  there  was  no  visible  attempt  to  lighten 
the  effect  of  extreme  poverty.     An  aged   negress,  in 
a  dress  of  linsey-woolsey  which  resembled  a  patch- 
work qmlt.  was  pouring  hot.  thin  coffee  into  a  row  of 
cups  with  chipped  or  missing  saucers. 

Cynthia  was  already  at  the  table,  and  when  Christo- 
pher came  in  she  served  him  with  an  anxious  haste 
like  that  of  a  stricken  mother.  To  Tucker  and 
herself  the  coarse  fare  was  unbearable  even  after  the 
custom  of  fifteen  years,  and  time  had  not  lessened  the 
surprise  with  which  they  watched  the  young  man's 
healthful  enjoyment  of  his  food.  Even  Lila.  whose 
glowing  face  in  its  nimbus  of  curls  lent  an  almost 
festive  air  to  her  end  of  the  white  pine  board,  ate 
with  a  heartiness  which  Cynthia,  with  her  out- 
grown standard  for  her  sex,  could  not  but  find  a 
tnfle  vulgar.     The  elder  sister  had  been  bom  to  a 


THE  WRECK  OP  THE  BLAKES 


59 


different  heritage— to  one  of  restricted  views  ana 
mincing  manner*  for  a  woman— and.  despite  herself, 
she  could  but  drift  aimlessly  on  the  widening  current 
of  the  times. 

"Christopher,  will  you  have  some  coflee— it  is 
stronger  now?"  she  asked  presently,  reacliing  for  his 
emptied  cup. 

"Du  yer  stuff  ain*  no  cawfy,"  grumbled  Aunt 
Polly,  taking  the  boiler  from  the  crane;  "hit  ain' 
nuttin*  but  dishwater,  I  don'  cyar  who  done  made 
hit."  Then,  as  the  door  opened  to  admit  Uncle 
Isam  with  a  bucket  from  the  spring,  she  divided  her 
scorn  equally  between  him  and  the  coffee-pot. 

"You  needn't  be  a-castin'  er  you  nets  into  dese  yer 
pairts,"  she  observed  cynically. 

Uncle  Isam,  a  dried  old  negro  of  seventy  years, 
shambled  in  patiently  and  placed  the  bucket  carefully 
upon  the  stones,  to  be  ohrilly  scolded  by  Aunt  Polly 
for  spilling  a  few  drops  on  the  floor.  "I  reckon  you 
is  steddyin'  ter  outdo  Marse  Noah,"  she  remarked 
with  scorn. 

"Howdy,  Marse  Christopher?  Howdy,  Marse 
Tuck?"  Uncle  Isam  inquired  politely,  as  he  seated 
himself  in  a  low  chair  on  the  hearth  and  dropped 
his  clasped  hands  between  his  open  knees. 

Christopher  nodded  carelessly.  "Glad  to  see  you, 
Isam,"  Tucker  cordially  responded.  "Times  have 
changed  since  you  used  to  live  over  here." 

"Dat's  so,  suh,  dat's  so.  Times  dey's  done  change, 
but  I  ain't— I'se  des  de  same.  Dat's  du  tribble  wid 
dis  yer  wori';  w'en  hit  changes  yo'  fortune  hit  don* 
look  ter  changin'  yo'  skin  es  well." 

"That's  true;  but  you're  doing  all  right.  I  hope?" 
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I  dunno,  Mane  Tuck,"  replied  Uncle  Ituan, 
coughwg  as  a  sudden  spurt  of  smoke  issued  from 
the  old  stone  chimney.  "I  dunno 'bout  dat.  Timet 
dey's  right  peart,  but  I  ain't.  De  vittles  dey's  ready 
ter  do  dar  tu'n.  but  de  belly,  hit  ain't." 

"What-are  you  sick?" asked  Cynthia,  with  inter- 
est,  nsmg  from  the  tabic. 

Uncle  Isam  sighed,  "rse  got  a  tur'able  peskey 
feelrn.  Mins  Cynthy,  dafs  de  gospel  trufe."  he 
returned.  "I  dunno  whur  hit's  de  lungs  er  de  liver 
but  one  un  urn  done  got  moughty  sassy  ter  de  yuther 
en  he  done  flung  de  reins  right  loose.  Hit  looks 
pow'ful  like  dey  wur  gwine  ter  run  twel  dey  bofe  drap 
down  daid.  so  I  done  come  all  dis  way  atter  a  dose  er 
dem  bitters  ole  miss  use  ter  gin  us  befo'  de  wah  " 

"WeU.  I  never!"  said  Cynthia,  laughing.  "I 
believe  he  mean^  the  brown  bitters  mother  used  to 
make  for  chills  ^  nd  fever.  I  'm  very  sorry.  Uncle  Isam 
but  we  haven't  any.  We  don't  keep  it  any  longer  "' 
Uanmg  over  as  gnarled  palms,  the  old  man  shook 
his  head  is  sober  reverie. 

" Dar  ain'  nutti" '  like  dem  bitters  in  dese  yer  days  " 
he  reflected  sadly,  caze  de  smell  er  dem  use  ter  mos* 
knock  you  flat  'fo*  you  done  taste  'em,  en  aU  de  way 
ter  de  belly  dey  use  ter  keep  a-wukin'  fur  dey  Uvin* 
Lawd  f  Lawd !  Tse  done  bought  de  biggest  bottle  er 
sto  stuff  m  de  sto',  en  hit  sUd  right  spang  down  'fo* 
I  got  a  grip  er  de  taste  er  hit. " 

"I'll  tell  you  how  to  mix  it."  said  Cynthia  sympa- 
thetically. "It's  very  easy;  I  know  Aunt  Eve  caa 
brew  it. " 

"Go  'way,  Miss  Cynth/;  huccome  you  don'  knov 
bctter'ndat?    Dar  ain' no  Eve.    She's  done  gone." 
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"Gone!    lithe  dead?" 

"  Naw'm,  the  ain'  daid  dat  I  knowK-ihe's  dM  gooe. 
Hit  all  come  along  er  dem  highfalutin'  notions  dat'a 
■tnittin'  roun*  deae  days  'bout  prandn'  up  de  chu'ch 
aisle  en  bein*  mah'ed  by  de  preacher,  stedder  dei 
totin*  all  yo*  belongin's  fom  one  cabin  ter  anuiT,  en 
roas'in'  yo'  ash-cake  in  de  same  pile  er  ashes.  You 
see,  me  en  Eve  we  hed  done  'sperunce  mah'age  gwine 
on  fifty  years,  but  we  ain*  nuver  'sperunce  de  cere- 
mony twel  las'  watermillion  time. " 

"Why.  Uncle  Isam,  did  she  leave  you  because  of 
that?  Here,  draw  up  to  the  table  and  eat  your 
supper,  while  I  get  down  the  age-book  and  find 
your  birth. " 

She  reached  for  a  dusty  account  book  on  one  of  the 
kitchen  shelves,  and.  bringing  it  to  the  table,  began 
slowly  turning  the  yellowed  leaves.  For  more  than 
two  hundred  years  the  births  of  all  the  Blake  slaves 
had  been  entered  in  the  big  voltune. 

"You  des  wait.  Miss  Cynthy,  you  des  wait  twel  I 
git  dar,"  remonstrated  Uncle  Isam.  as  he  stirred  his 
coffee.  "I  ain'  got  no  use  fur  dese  yer  newfangle 
fashions,  dat's  w'at  I  tell  de  chillun  w'en  dey  begin 
a-pesterin'  me  ter  mah'y  Eve— I  ain'  got  no  use 
fur  dem  no  way  hit's  put— I  ain'  got  no  use  fur  dis 
yer  struttin'  up  de  aisle  bus'ness.  ner  fur  dis  yer 
w'arin'  er  sto'-made  shoes,  ner  fur  dis  yer  leavin'  er 
de  hyar  unwropped,  needer.  Hit  looks  pisonous 
tickly  ter  me,  dat's  w'at  I  sez,  but  w'en  dey  keep  up 
dey  naggin'  day  in  en  day  out,  en  I  cam*  git  shunt  er 
urn,  I  hop  right  up  en  put  on  my  Sunday  bes'  en  go 
'long  wid  'em  ter  de  chu'ch — me  en  Eve  bofe  a-mincin' 
des  like  peacocks.     'You  des  pay  de  preacher,*  dat's 
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wrt  I  toll  'em.  'en  Tte  gwine  do  aU  de  tMh'yin'  d«t'i 
tor  be  done';  en  w'en  de  preacher  done  got  thoo  wid 
me  en  Eve,  I  stood  right  up  in  de  chu'ch  an  axed  ef 
day  wus  any  udder  nigger  'ooman  ei  'ud  like  ter  do  a 
little  mah'yin*  ?  '  Hife  es  easy  ter  mah'y  a  doaen  es 
ter  mah'y  one,'  I  holler  out. " 

"Oh,  Uncle  Isaml  No  wonder  Aunt  Eve  was 
angry.  Here  we  are— 'Isam,  son  of  Docia,  bom 
August  IS,  i8— ." 

"Uwd.  Miss  Cynthy,  'twan'  me  dat  mek  Eve 
mad— twui  de  preacher,  'case  attor  we  got  back  ter 
de  cabin  en  eat  de  watermillion  ter  de  rin*.  she  up  en 
tied  her  bonnet  on  tight  es  a  chestnut  burr  en  made 
right  fur  de  do*.  De  preacher  done  tole  'er,  she  set. 
dat  Eve  'us  in  subjection  ter  her  husban',  en  she'd  let 
•im  see  she  warn'  gwine  be  subjected  unner  no  man. 
she  wam't.  'Fo*  de  Lawd,  Miss  Cynthy,  dat  ar  Eve 
sutney  wu*  a  high-eperited  'ooman  I" 

"But.  Uncle  Isam,  it  was  so  silly.  Why.  she'd 
been  married  to  you  already  for  a  lifetime. " 

"Date  so,  Miss  Cynthy,  dafs  so.  'case  'twui  dem 
•r  wuda  dat  rile  'er  mos'.  She  'low  she  done  been  in 
tubjection  fur  gwine  on  fifty  years  widout  knowin' 
hit." 

He  finished  his  coffee  at  a  gulp  and  leaned  back  in 
his  chair. 

"En  now  des  lemme  hyear  how  ok  I  is,"  he 
wound  up  sorrowfully. 

"The  twelfth  of  August,  i8—  (that's  the  date  of 
your  birth),  makes  you— let  me  see— you'U  be 
seventy  years  old  next  summer.  There,  now.  since 
you've  found  out  what  you  wanted,  you'd  better 
spend  the  night  with  Uncle  Boaz. " 
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"Thtnky,  ma'am,  but  I  mui*  lie  gwine  back  agin," 
responded  Uncle  Iitam.  ihufflinK  to  hi«  feet,  "en  ef 
you  don*  min',  Mane  Chriitopher,  I'd  like  a  wud  wiil 
you  outside  de  do'." 

Laughing.  Chrirtopher  roee  from  hit  chair  and. 
with  a  patriarchal  dignity  of  manner,  followed  the 
old  mao  Into  the  moonlight. 


^^^^ 
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Caibawat  Plati  CoviTtra 

At  twilvb  o'clock  the  next  d«y,  Camwtr.  wilWiif 
in  the  June  brightnees  etoog  the  roed  to  the  Blake 
cottage,  came  suddenly,  at  the  bend  of  the  old  ice- 
pood,  upon  Maria  Fletcher  returning  from  a  morning 
rid*.  The  glow  ol  summer  was  in  her  eyes,  and  though 
her  face  was  stiU  pale,  she  seemed  to  htm  a  difbrent 
creature  from  the  grave,  repressed  girl  of  the  night 
before.  He  noticed  at  once  that  she  sat  her  hone 
superbly,  and  in  her  long  black  habit  all  the  sinuous 
lines  of  her  figure  mov«l  in  rhythm  with  the  rapid 


As  she  neared  him.  and  apparently  before  she  had 
noticed  his  approach,  he  saw  her  draw  rein  quickly, 
and,  screened  by  the  overhanging  boughs  of  a  blossom- 
ing chestnut,  send  her  glance  like  a  hooded  fatooo 
•croes  the  neighbouring  field.  Following  the  aim  o( 
her  look,  he  saw  Christopher  Blake  walking  idly 
among  the  heavy  furrows,  watching,  with  the  interest 
of  a  bom  agriculturist,  the  busy  transplanting  of 
Fletcher's  crop.  He  still  wore  his  jean  clothes, 
which,  hanging  loosely  upon  his  impressive  figure, 
blended  harmoniously  with  the  dull-purple  tones  of 
the  upturned  soil.  Beyond  him  there  was  a  back- 
ground of  distant  wood.  stiH  young  in  leaf,  and  his 
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bared  head  with  the  strong,  sunburned  hnc  of  his 
profile  stood  out  as  distinctly  as  a  portrait  done  m 
early  Roman  gold. 

That  Maria  had  seen  in  him  some  higher  possibility 
than  that  of  a  field  labourer  was  soon  evident  to 

^u7uT'^^'y  ^!'  ^^''^  ^*^  '*"^  «*^"d'"g  on  the 
slight  inchne.  and  as  he  reached  her  side  she  turned 

with  a  frank  question  on  her  lips. 

the  fenced- "'  °'  '^'  l^^ourers-the  young  giant  by 

"Well    I  dare  say  he  labours,  if  that's  what  you 
mean.     He  s  young  Blake,  you  know." 

rU^Tf^^^^^^"  ^^"  ^^"*  ^''  b^°^«'  ^nd  it  was 
clear  that  the  name  suggested  only  a  trivial  recoUec 

tion  to  her  mind.     "There  usec^  to  be  some  Blake 

children  m  the  old  overseer's  house-is  this  one  of 

"Possibly;  they  live  in  the  overseer's  house  " 

••Th.ti'^i'/..°T'  ^^*^°^"«^  ^^'  ^^»^  gantlet. 
They  wouldn't  play  with  me.  I  remember;  I  couldn't 

ui  .erstand  why.     Once  I  carried  my  dolls  o^cr  to 

heir  yard  and  the  boy  set  a  pack  of  hounds  on  me 

IhT^T    T  J^i  ^  °^^   "^^°  ^^"  °"*  ^nd  drove 
them  off.  and  all  the  time  the  boy  stood  by.  laughing 
and  calling  me  names.     Is  that  he.  do  you  think?' 
1  dare  say.     It  sounds  like  him." 
••Is  he  so  cruel.?"  she  asked  a  little  wistfully 
I  don't  know  about  that-but   he   doesn't  like 
your  people.     Your  grandfather  had  some  trouble 
with  him  a  long  time  ago." 
"And  he  wanted  to  punish  me  ?-how  cowardly  " 
It  does  sound  rather  savage,  but  it  isn't  an  ordi- 
naiy  case,  you  know.     He's  the  kind  of  person  to 
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curse  'root  and  branch,'  from  all  I  hear,  in  the  good 
old  Biblical  fashion." 

"Oh,  well,  he's  certainly  very  large,  isn't  he?" 

"Kj's  superb,"  said  Carraway,  with  conviction. 

"At  a  distance— so  is  that  great  pine  over  there," 
she  lifted  her  whip  and  pointed  across  the  field;  then 
as  Carraway  made  no  answer,  she  smiled  slightly  and 
rode  rapidly  toward  the  Hall. 

For  a  few  minutes  the  lawyer  stood  where  she  had ' 
left  him,  watching  in  puzzled  thought  her  swaying 
figure  on  the  handsome  horse.  The  girl  fretted 
him,  and  yet  he  felt  that  he  liked  her  almost  in  spite 
of  himself— liked  something  fine  and  fearless  he  found 
in  her  dark  eyes;  liked,  too,  even  while  he  sneere<? 
her  peculiar  grace  of  manner.  There  was  the  making 
of  a  woman  in  her  after  all,  he  told  himself,  as  he 
turned  into  the  sunken  road,  where  he  saw  Christo- 
pher already  moving  homeward.  He  had  meai.t 
to  catch  up  with  him  and  join  company  on  the  way, 
but  the  young  man  covered  ground  so  quickly  with 
his  gi-eat  strides  that  at  last  Carraway,  losing  sight 
of  him  entirely,  resigned  himself  to  going  leisurely 
about  his  errand. 

When,  a  little  later,  he  opened  the  unhinged  white- 
washed gate  before  the  cottage,  the  place,  as  he  found 
it,  seemed  to  be  tenanted  solely  by  a  family  of  young 
turkeys  scratching  beneath  the  damask  rose-bushes 
in  the  yard.  From  a  rear  chimney  a  dark  streak 
of  smoke  was  rising,  but  the  front  of  the  house 
gave  no  outward  sign  of  life,  and  as  there  came  no 
answer  to  his  insistent  knocks  he  at  last  ventured 
to  open  the  door  and  pass  into  the  narrow  hall. 
From  the  first  room  on  the  right  a  voice  spoke  at 
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his  entrance  and  following  the  sound  he  found  him- 

JJ^^'l  "  *  'u'*"^"  *"  ***•  '°°'"'"  «h*  "id  rigidly, 
turning  her  sightlets  eyes;  "speak  at  once." 

r«nL  r  **"*^°"  """'^  ^"""^^^y  ^°'  "»y  intrusion." 
Tf^'!.  ^^"r^y'  ^°°««o^  of  stammering  like  an 
offendmg  schoolboy    "but  a,  no  one  answered  my 

cZWo^T"'''''  ''^  '""^"^'^  °^  OP*-^  ^ 

^^1^  ^  ?."'^  ^^  ^'^^  ''""^"^  P*"°^  ^^  her  appear. 
S^.f  ^  ^^^  inappropriate  grandeur  of  her  black 
brocade  and  her  thread  lace  cap,  he  advanced  slowly 
and  stood  awaiting  his  dismissal.  ^ 

suip^se^*  ^°°'^"  '*""  ^"°^^*^  «h»T>Jy.  ™«oh  to  his 
"Yours,  madam." 
"Not   answer  your   knock?"   she  pursued    with 

w^Srr;  "  '°  *'^*  ""  ^^^^  --  I  heard  an^no 
w^der  that  you  entered.  Why,  what  is  the  matter 
with  the  place  ?    Where  are  the  servants  ?" 

He  humbly  replied  that  he  had  seen  none,  to  be 
taken  up  with  her  accustomed  quickness  of  touch 

th.^^l  °°w'i,  ^^^'  '^'"^  ^'^  '^"^  hundred'  of 
them.  sir.    WeU,  well,  this  is  really  too  much     I 

shall  put  a  butler  over  Boaz  this  very  day  " 

turn  and  run  as  fast  as  he  could  along  the  sunken 

[hat  hr^r^''^^'  ^  ^'  "^^^^^^^  ^th  the  impulse. 
Iw  ^^  °'''^  ^^°  ^*"«^*  ^t  the  age  of  ten  and 
7«^l  °'  ''?"°^  ^PP^^^-  Recovering  with  an 
eff^  his  sense  of  dignity,  he  offered  the  suggestion 
that  Boaz,  instead  of  being  seriously  in  fault,  might 
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merely   have   been   engaged    in   useful   occupations 
"somewhere  at  the  back." 

What  on  earth  can  he  have  to  do  at  the  back, 
sir?"  inquired  the  irrepressible  old  lady;  "but  since 
vou  were  so  kind  as  to  overlook  our  inhospitable 
reception,  will  you  not  be  equally  good  and  tell  me 
your  name?" 

"I  fear  it  won't  enlighten  you  much,"  replied  the 
lawyer  modestly,  "but  my  name  happens  to  be  Guy 
Carraway. " 

"Guy— Guy  Carraway,"  repeated  Mrs.  Blake,  as  if 
weighing  each  separate  letter  in  some  remote  social 
scales.  "  r ve  known  many  a  Guy  in  my  day— and  that 
part,  at  least,  of  your  name  is  quite  famiKar.  There 
was  Guy  Nelson,  and  Guy  Blair,  and  Guy  Marshall, 
the  greatest  beau  of  his  time— but  I  don't  think  I 
ever  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  a  Carraway  before. " 

"That  is  more  than  probable,  ma'am,  but  I  have 
the  advantage  of  you,  since,  as  a  child.  I  was  once 
taken  out  upon  the  street  comer  merely  to  see  you  go 
by  on  your  way  to  a  fancy  ball,  where  you  appeared 
as  Diana. "  ^        *'*' 

Mrs.  Blake  yielded  gracefully  to  the  skilful  thrust. 

"  Ah,  I  was  Lucy  Corbin  then, "  she  sighed.  "  You 
find  few  traces  of  her  in  me  now,  sir. " 

"  Unfortunately,  your  mirror  cannot  speak  for  me. " 

She  shook  her  head. 

"You're  a  flatterer— a  sad  flatterer,  I  see,"  she 
returned,  a  little  wistfully;  "  but  it  does  no  harm  as 
I  tell  my  son,  to  flatter  the  old.  It  is  well  to  strew 
the  passage  to  the  grave  with  flowers. " 

"How  well  I  remember  that  day."  said  Carraway 
speaking  softly.     "  There  was  a  crowd  about  the  door' 
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waiting  to  see  you  come  out.  and  a  carpenter  lifted 
me  upon  his  shoulder.     Your  hair  was  as  black  as 

night,  and  there  was  a  circle  round  your  head " 

"A  silver  fillet,"  she  corrected,  with  a  smile  in 
which  there  was  a  gentle  archness. 

"A  fillet,  yes;  and  you  carried  a  bow  and  a  quiver 
full  of  arrows.     I  declare,  it  seems  but  yesterday. " 

"  It  was  more  than  fifty  years  ago, "  murmured  the 
old  lady.     "Well,  well,  I've  had  my  day.  sir.  and  it 
was  a  merry  one.     I  am  almost  seventy  years  old— 
I'm  half  dead,  and  stone  blind  into  the  bargain,  but  I 
can  say  to  you  that  this  is  a  cheerful  world  in  spite  of 
the  darkness  in  which  I  linger  on.     I'd  take  it  over 
again  and  gladly  any  day— the  pleasure  and  the  pain, 
the  Ught  and  the  darkness.     Why.  I  sometimes  think 
that  my  present  blindness  was  given  me  in  order  that 
I  might  view  the  past  more  clearly.     There's  not  a 
ball  of  my  youth,  nor  a  face  I  knew,  nor  even  a  dress 
I  wore,  that  I  don't  see  more  distinctly  every  day. 
The  present  is  a  very  little  part  of  life,  sir;  it's  the  past 
in  which  we  store  our  tr)»asures. " 

"You're  right,  you're  right,"  replied  Carraway, 
drawing  his  chair  nearer  the  embroidered  ottoman 
and  leaning  over  to  stroke  the  yellow  cat;  "and  I'm 
glad  to  hear  so  cheerful  a  philosophy  from  your  lips. " 
"  It  is  based  on  a  cheerful  experience— I've  been  as 
you  see  me  now  only  twenty  years. " 

Only  twenty  years !  He  looked  mutely  round  the 
soiled  whitewashed  walls,  where  hung  a  noble  gather- 
ing of  Blake  portraits  in  massive  old  gilt  frames. 
Among  them  he  saw  the  remembered  face  of  Lucy 
Corbin  herself,  painted  under  a  rose-garland  held  by 
smiling  Loves. 
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"Life  has  its  trials,  of  course,"  pursued  Mrs.  Blake 
as  if  speaking  to  herself.  "I  can't  look  out  upon' 
the  June  flowers,  you  know,  and  though  the  pink 
crape-myrtle  at  my  window  is  in  full  bloom  I  cannot 
see  it. " 

Following  her  gesture.  Carraway  glanced  out  into 
the  little  yard:  no  myrtle  was  ther^.  but  he  remem- 
bered vaguely  that  he  had  seen  one  in  blossom  at 
the  Hall. 

"You  keep  fowers  about  you.  though."  he  said, 
alluding  to  the  scattered  vases  of  June  roses. 

"Not  my  crape-myrtle.  I  planted  it  myself  when 
I  first  came  home  with  Mr.  Blake,  and  I  have  never 
allowed  so  much  as  a  spray  of  it  to  be  plucked. " 

Forgetting  his  presence,  she  lapsed  for  a  time  into 
one  of  the  pathetic  day-d'eams  of  old  age.  Then 
recalling  herself  suddenly,  her  tone  took  on  a  spright- 
liness  like  that  of  youth. 

"It's  not  often  that  we  have  the  pleasure  of  enter- 
taining a  stranger  in  our  out-of-the-way  house,  sir- 
so  may  I  ask  where  you  are  staying— or  perhaps  you 
will  do  us  the  honour  to  sleep  beneath  our  roof.  It 
has  had  the  privilege  of  sheltering  General  Wash- 
ington. " 

"You  are  very  kind,"  replied  Cirraway,  with  a 
gratitude  that  was  from  his  heart,  "but  to  tell  the 
truth,  I  feel  that  I  am  sailing  under  false  colours. 
The  real  object  of  my  visit  is  to  ask  a  business 
mterview  with  your  son.  I  bring  what  seems  to  me 
a  very  fair  oflFer  for  the  place. " 

Grasping  the  carved  arms  of  her  chair,  Mrs.  Blake 
turned  the  wonder  in  her  blind  eyes  upon  him. 

"  An  offer  for  the  place  !    Why,  you  must  be  dream- 
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ing.  sir!    A  Blake  owned  it  more  than  a  hundred 
years  before  the  Revolution. " 

At  the  instant,  understanding  broke  upon  Carraway 
like  a  thundercloud,  and  as  he  rose  from  his  seat  it 
seemed  to  him  that  he  had  missed  by  a  single  step 
the  yawning  gulf  before  him.  Blind  terror  gripped 
him  for  the  moment,  and  when  his  brain  steadied  he 
looked  up  to  meet,  from  the  threshold  of  the  adjoining 
room,  the  enraged  flash  of  Christopher's  eyes.  So 
tempestuous  was  the  glance  that  Carraway,  impul- 
sively  falling  back,  squared  himself  to  receive  a 
physical  blow;  but  the  young  man,  without  so  much 
as  the  expected  oath,  came  in  quietly  and  took  his 
stand  behind  the  Elizabethan  chair. 
^  "Why,  what  a  joke,  mother,"  he  said,  laughing; 
"he  means  the  old  Weatherby  farm,  of  course.  The 
one  I  wanted  to  sell  last  year,  you  know." 

"I  thought  you'd  sold  it  to  the  Weatherbys 
Christopher." 

"Not  a  bit  of  it— they  backed  out  at  the  last;  but 
don't  begin  to  bother  your  head  about  such  things; 
they  aren't  worth  it.  And  now,  sir,"  he  turned  upon 
Carraway,  "since  your  business  is  with  me,  perhaps 
you  will  have  the  goodness  to  step  outside." 

With  the  feeling  that  he  was  asked  out  for  a  beat- 
ing, Carraway  turned  for  a  farewell  with  Mrs.  Blake, 
but  the  imperious  old  lady  was  not  to  be  so  lightly 
defrauded  of  a  listener. 

"Business  may  come  later,  my  son."  she  said, 
detaining  them  by  a  gesture  of  her  heavily  ringed 
hand.  "After  dinner  you  may  take  Mr.  Carraway 
with  you  into  the  library  and  discuss  your  affairs 
over  a  bottle  of  burgundy,  as  was  your  grandfather's 
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custom  before  you;  meanwhile,  he  and  I  will  resume 
our  very  pleasant  talk  which  you  interrupted.  He 
remembers  seeing  me  in  the  old  days  when  we  were 
all  in  the  United  States,  my  dear." 

Christopher's  brow  grew  black,  and  he  threw  a 
•harp  and  malignant  glance  of  sullen  suspicion  at 
Carraway,  who  summoned  to  meet  it  his  most  frank 
and  open  look. 

"I  saw  your  mother  in  the  height  of  her  fame," 
he  said,  smiling,  "so  I  may  count  myself  one  of  her 
oldest  admirers,  I  believe.  You  may  assure  yourself," 
he  added  softly,  "that  I  have  her  welfare  very  decid- 
edly at  heart." 

At  this  Christopher  smiled  back  at  him,  and  there 
was  something  of  the  June  brightness  in  his  look. 

"Well,  take  care,  sir,"  he  answered,  and  went  out, 
closing  the  door  carefully  behind  him.  while  Carra- 
way  applied  himself  to  a  determined  entertaininir  of 
Mrs.  Blake.  * 

To  accomplish  this  he  found  that  he  had  only  to 
leave  her  free,  guiding  her  thoughts  with  his  lightest 
touch  into  newer  channels.  The  talk  had  grown 
merrier  now.  and  he  soon  discovered  that  she  pos- 
sessed a  sharpened  wit  as  well  as  a  ready  tongue. 
Prom  subject  to  subject  she  passed  with  amazing 
swiftness,  bearing  down  upon  her  favourite  themes 
with  the  delightful  audacity  of  the  talker  who  is 
bom,  not  made.  She  spoke  of  her  own  youth,  of 
historic  flirtations  in  the  eariy  twenties,  of  great 
beaux  she  had  known,  and  of  famous  red)  is  that 
had  been  handed  down  for  generations.  Every- 
where he  felt  her  wonderful  keenness  of  perception— 
that   intuitive  understanding  of  men  and  manners 
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which  had  kept  her  for  go  long  the  reicning  belle 
among  her  younger  rivalf. 

As  she  went  on  he  found  that  her  world  was  as 
different  from  his  own  as  if  she  dwelt  upon  some 
undiscovered  planet-a  world  peopled  with  shades 
and  governed  by  an  ideal  group  of  abstract  laws. 
She  lived  upon  lies,  he  saw,  and  thrived  upon  the 
sweetness  she  extracted  from  them.     For  her  the 
Confederacy  had  never  fallen,  the  quiet  of  her  dream- 
land  had  been  disturbed  by  no  invading  army,  and 
the  three  hundred  slaves,  who  had  in  reality  scattered 
like  chaff  before  the  wind,  she  still  saw  in  her  cheerful 
visions  tilling  her  familiar  fields.     It  was  as  if  she  had 
fallen  asleep  with  the  great  blow  that  had  wrecked 
her  body,  and  had  dreamed  on  steadily  throughout 
the  years.    Of  real  changes  she  was  as  ignorant  as  a 
new-born  child.     Events  had  shaken  the  world  to  its 
crntre,  and  she,  by  her  obscure  hearth,  had  not  felt 
•o  much  as  a  sympathetic  tremor.     In  her  memory 
there  was  no  Appomattox,  news  of  the  death  of 
Lincoln  had  never  reached  her  ears,  and  president 
had  peacefully  succeeded  president  in  the   secure 
Confederacy  in  which  she  lived.    Wonderful  as  it  all 
was,  to  Carraway  the  most  wonderful  thing  was  the 
intricate  tissue  of  lies  woven  around  her  chair.     Lies 
—lies— there  had  been  nothing  but  lies  spoken  within 
her  hearing  for  twenty  years. 
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In  Which  a  Stani»  Is  Made 

The  wonder  waa  still  upon  him  when  Docia  ap|>carc(I 
beanng  her  mistresn's  dinner-tray,  and  a  mcnunt 
later  Cynthia  came  in  and  paused  uncertainly  near 
the  threshold.  ^ 

"Do  you  wish  anything,  mother?" 
"Only  to  present  Mr.  Carraway,  my  child.     He 
will  be  with  us  at  dinner." 

Cynthia  came  forward  smiling   and  held  out  her 
hand   with   the   cordial   hospitality   which  she   had 
inherited  with  the  family  portraits  and  the  good  old 
name.    She  wore  this  morning  a  dress  of  cheap  black 
calico,  shrunken  from  many  washings,  and  beneath 
the  scant  sleeves  Carraway  saw  her  .hin  red  wrists, 
which  looked  as  if  they  had  been  soaking  in  harsh 
soapsuds.     Except  for  a  certain  ease  of  manner  which 
She  had   not   lost   in  the  drudgery  of  her  life,  she 
might  have  been  sister  to  the  toilwom  slattern  he 
had  noticed  in  one  of  the  ho^'els  across  the  country. 
"  We  shall  be  very  glad  to  have  you, "  she  said,  with 
quiet  dignity.     "  It  is  ready  now,  I  think. " 

"Be  sure  to  make  him  try  the  port,  Cynthia," 
called  Mrs.  Blake,  as  Carraway  followed  the  daughter 
across  the  threshold. 
In  the  kitchen  they  found  Tucker  and  Lila  and  a 
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■trange  young  man  in  ovcralli.  who     a*  introduced 
a*  "one  of   the  Wcathcrbyn  who   live   just  up    the 
road. "     Ho  wan  ovidenily  one  of  their  plainer  neigh- 
»)Ooni.  for  Carraway  detected  at  once  a  constraint  in 
Cynthia's  manner  which  Lila  did  not  ap{»ear  to  share. 
The  girl,  dreued  daintily  in  a  faded  muslin,  with  an 
organdy  kerchief  crowed  over  her  swelling  bosom, 
flashed  upon  Carraway's  delighted  vision  like  one  of 
the  maidens  hanging,  gilt-framed,  in  the  old  la<ly'i 
parlour.     That  she  was  the  particular  pride  of  the 
family— the    one    luxury    they    allowed    themselves 
besides  their  costly  mother— the  lawyer  realised  upon 
the  instant.     Her  small  white  hands  were  unsotled  by 
any  work,  and  her  l)eautiful,  kindly  face  had  none  of 
the  nervous  dread  which  seemed  always  lying  behind 
Cynthia's  tired  eyes.     With  the  high  devotion  of  a 
martyr,  the  elder  sister  must  have  offered  herself  a 
willing  sacrifice,  winning  for  the  younger  an  existence 
which,    despite   its   gray   monotony,    showed    fairly 
rose-coloured    in    comparison    with    her  own.     She 
herself  had  sunk  to  the  level  of  a  servant,  but  through 
it  all  Lila  had  remained  "the  lady,"  preserving  an 
et,iable  loveliness  to  which  Jim  Weatherby  hardly 
dared  lift  his  wistful  gaze. 

As  for  the  young  man  himself,  he  had  a  blithe,  open 
lock  which  Carraway  found  singularly  attractive— 
the  kind  of  look  it  warms  one's  heart  to  meet  in  the 
long  road  on  a  winter's  day.  Leaning  idly  against 
the  lintel  of  the  door,  and  fingering  a  bright  axe  which 
he  was  apparently  anxious  that  they  should  retain, 
he  presented  a  pleasant  enough  picture  to  the  atten- 
tive eyes  within  the  kitchen. 
"  You'd  as  well  keep  this  axe  as  long  as  you  want  it," 
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he  protested  e«me«tly.  "hi  an  old  one.  anyway, 
that  I  nharpcncd  when  you  aakcd  for  it,  and  w«'vt 
another  at  home;  that's  all  we  need." 

••  It'i  very  kind  of  you,  Jim,  Imt  oura  ii  mended 
now,  ••  replied  Cynthia,  a  trifle  miflly. 

"If  we  need  one  again,  well  certainly  ttorrow 
youra, "  added  Lila,  smiling  as  she  looked  up  from  the 
glasses  she  was  fiUing  with  fresh  buttermilk. 

"Sit  down,  Jim,  and  have  dinner  with  us;  there's 
no  hurry,"  urged  Tucker  hospitably,  with  a  genial 
wave  toward  the  meagerly  spread  table.  "Jim's  a 
great  fellow,  Mr.  Carraway;  you  ought  to  know  him. 
He  can  manage  anything  from  a  Sunday-school  to 
the  digging  of  a  well.  I've  always  said  that  if  he'd 
had  charge  of  the  children  of  Israel's  journey  to  the 
promised  land  he'd  have  had  them  there,  flesh-pots 
and  all,  before  the  week  was  up. " 

"I  can  see  he  is  a  useful  neighbour,"  observed 
Carraway,  glancing  at  the  axe. 

"Well,  I'm  glad  I  come  handy,"  replied  Jim  in  his 
hearty  way;  "and  arc  you  sure  you  don't  want  me 
to  split  up  that  big  oak  log  at  the  woodpile  ?  I  can 
do  •    in  a  twinkling. " 

Cynthia  declined  his  knightly  offer,  to  be  overruled 
again  by  Lila's  smiling  lips. 

"Christopher  will  have  to  do  it  when  he  comes  in. " 
she  said;  "poor  Christopher,  he  never  has  a  single 
moment  of  his  own." 

Jim  Weatherby  looked  at  her  eagerly,  his  blue  eyes 
full  of  sparkle.     "Why,  I  can  do  it  in  no  time,"  he 
declared,  shouldering  his  axe,  and  a  moment  after- 
ward they  heard  his  merry  strokes  from  the  woodpile. 
"Are  you  interested  in  tobacco,  Mr.  Carraway?" 
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inquired  Tucker,  as  they  seated  themselves  at  the 
pme  table  without  so  much  as  an  apology  for   the 
coarseness  of  the  fare  or  an  allusion  to  their  fallen 
fortunes.     "  If  so,  you've  struck  us  at  the  time  when 
every  man  about  here  is  setting  out  his  next  winter's 
c}  .  /.    Sol  Peterkin.  by  the  way.  has  planted  every 
square  mch  of    his  land  in  tobacco,  and  when    I 
asked  him  what  market  he  expected  to  send  it  to  he 
answered  that  he  only  raised  a  little  for  his  own  use  " 
"  Is  that  the  Peterkin  who  has  the  pretty  daughter  ? " 
asked  Cynthia,  slicing  a  piece  of  bacon      "May  I 
help  you  to  turnip  salad,   Mr.  Carraway.?"     Uncle 
Bonz.  hobbling  with  rheumatism,  held  out      quaint 
old  tray  of  inlaid  woods;  and  the  lawyer,  as  he  placed 
his  plate  upon  it,  heaved  a  sigh  of  gratitude  for  the 
utter  absence  of  vulgarity.     He  could  fancy  dear  old 
Miss  Saidie  puffing  apologies  over  the  fat  bacon,  and 
Fletcher  profanely  deploring  the  sloppy  coffee. 

''The  half-grown  girl  with  the  bunch  of  flaxen  curls 
tied  with  a  blue  ribbon?"  returned  Tucker,  while 
Lila  cut  up  his  food  as  if  he  were  a  child.  "Yes 
that's  Molly  Peterkin,  though  it's  hard  to  believe  she's 
any  km  to  Sol.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  she  turned 
into  a  bouncing  beauty  a  few  years  further  on. " 

"It  was  her  father,  then,  that  I  walked  over  vith 
from  the  cross-roads,"  said  Carraway.  "He  struck 
me  as  a  shrewd  man  of  his  sort. " 

"Oh,  he's  shrewd  enough,"  rejoined  Tucker,  "and 
the  proof  of  it  is  that  he's  outlived  three  wives  and  is 
hkely  to  outlive  a  fourth.  I  met  him  in  the  road 
yesterday,  and  he  told  me  that  he  had  just  been  off 
again  to  get  married.  'Good  luck  to  you  this  time, 
Sol .  said  I.     'Wall,  it  ought  to  be.  sir,'  said  he.  'see- 
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ing  as  marrying  has  got  to  be  so  costly  in  these  days. 

Why,  my  first  wife  didn't  come  to  more  than  ten 

dollars,  counting  the  stovepit^e  hat  and  all,  and  this 

last  one  's  moimted  up  to  'most  a  hundred.'     Try 

and  take  good  care  of  her,  then,'  I  cautioned;  'they 

come  too  high  to  throw  away.'    That's  true,  sir,'  he 

answered,  with  a  sorrowful  shake  of  his  head.     'But 

the  trouble  is  that  as  the  price  goes  up  the  quality 

gets  poorer.     My  first  one  lasted  near  on  to  thirty 

years,  and  did  all  the  chores  about  the  house,  to  say 

nothmg  of  the  hog-pen;  and  if  you'll  believe  me,  sir, 

t.ie  one  before  this  struck  at  the  hog-feeding  on  her 

wedding   day,   and   then   wore    out    before    twelve 

months  were  up.' " 

He  finished  with  his  humorous  chuckle  and  lifted 
his  fork  skilfully  in  his  left  hand. 

"I  dare  say  he  overvalues  himself  as  a  husband," 
remarked  Carraway,  joining  in  the  laugh,  "but  he  has 
at  least  the  merit  of  being  loyal  to  your  family." 

"Well,  I  believe  he  has;  but  then,  he  doesn't  like 
new  folks  or  new  things,  I  reckon.  1  here's  a  saying 
that  his  hatred  of  changes  keeps  h  m  from  ever 
changing  his  clothes." 

Christopher  came  in  at  the  moment,  and  with  a 
slight  bow  to  Carraway,  slipped  into  his  place. 

"What's  Jim  Weatherby  chopping  up  that  log  for.?" 
he  asked,  glancing  in  the  direction  of  the  rineine 
strokes.  *    * 

Cynthia  looked  at  him  almost  grimly,  and  there 
was  a  contraction  of  the  muscles  about  her  determined 
mouth. 

"Ask  Lila,"  she  responded  quietly.  As  Christo- 
pher's questioning  gaze  turned  to  her,  Lila  flushed 
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rose-pink   and   played   nervously   with   the   bread- 
crumbs  on  the  table. 

"He  said  he  had  nothing  else  to  do."  she  an- 
swered, with  an  eflFort.  "and  he  knew  you  were 
so  busy— that  was  all." 

"Well,  he's  a  first  rate  fellow,"  commented  Christo- 
pher, as  he  reached  for  the  pitcher  of  buttermilk, 
but  I  don  t  see  what  makes  him  so  anxious  to  do 
my  work." 

•l,?v'  ^^1^  ^*™'^  "^^y-  y°"  ^''<'  P"t  in  Tucker 
with  his  oflFhand  kindliness.    "He's  the  sort  of  old 

maid  who  would  undertake  to  straighten  the  wilder- 
ness  If  he  could  get  the  job.    Why.  I  actually  found 
him  once  chopping  off  dead  boughs  in  the  woods 
and  when  I  laughed  he  excused  himself  by  saying 
that  he  couldn't  bear  to  see  trees  look  so  scraggy." 

As  he  talked,  his  pleasant  pale  blue  eyes  twinkled 
with  humour,  and  his  full  double  chin  shook  over  his 
shirt  of  common  calico.     He  had  grown  very  large 
from  his  long  inaction,  and  it  was  with  a  perceptible 
effort  that  he  moved  himself  upon  his  slender  crutches. 
Yet  despite  his  maimed  and  suffering  body  he  was 
dressed  with  a  scrupulous  neatness  which  was  almost 
like  an  air  of  elegance.    As  he  chatted  on  easily 
Carraway  forgot,  in  listening  to  him,  the  harrowing 
details  in  the  midst  of  which  he  sat— forgot  the  over- 
heated,  smoky  kitchen,  the  common  pine  table  with 
Its  broken  china,  and  the  sullen  young  savage  whom 
he  faced. 

For  Christopher  was  eating  his  dinner  hurriedly, 
stanng  at  his  plate  in  a  moodiness  which  he  did  not 
take  the  trouble  to  conceal.  With  all  the  youthful 
beauty  of  his  face,  there  was  a  boorishness  in  his 
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ill-humour  which  in  a  less  commanding  figure  would 
have  been  repellent— an  evident  pride  in  the  sin- 
centy  of  the  scowl  upon  his  brow. 

When  his  meal  was  over  he  rose  with  a  muttered 
excuse  and  went  out  into  the  yard,  where  a  few 
minutes  afterward  Carraway  was  bold  enough  to 
follow  him. 

The   afternoon   was   golden   with   sunshine,   and 
every  green  leaf  on  the  trees  seemed  to  stand  out 
clearly  against  the  bright  blue  sky.    In  the  rear  of 
the  house  there  was  a  lack  of  the  careful  cleanliness 
he  had  noticed  at  the  front,  and  rotting  chips  from 
the  woodpile  strewed  the  short  grass  before  thi.  door 
where  a  clump  of  riotous  ailanthus  shoots  was  waging 
a  desperate  battle  for  existence.     Beside  the  sunken 
wooden  step  a  bare  brown  patch  showed  where  the 
daily  splashes  of  hot  soapsuds  had  stripped  the  ground 
of  even  the  modest  covering  that  it  wore.    Within  a 
stone's  throw  of  the  threshold  the  half  of  a  broken 
wheelbarrow,  white  with  mould,  was  fast  crumbling 
mto  earth,  and  a  little  farther  off  stood  a  disorderiy 
group  of  chicken  coops  before  which  lay  a  couple  of 
dead  nestlings.    On  the  soaking  plank  ledge  around 
the  well-brink,  where  fresh  water  was  slopping  from 
the   overturned   bucket,   several   bedraggled   ducks 
were  paddling  with  evident  enjoyment.    The  one 
pleasant  sight  about  the  place  was  the  sturdy  figure 
of  Jim  Weatherby,  still  at  work  upon  the  giant  body 
of  a  dead  oak  tree. 

When  Carraway  came  out,  Christopher  was  feeding 
a  pack  of  hounds  from  a  tin  pan  of  coarse  com  bread, 
and  to  the  lawyer's  surprise  he  was  speaking  to  them 
m   a   tone   that   sounded   almost  jocular.    Though 
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bom  of  a  cringing  breed,  the  dogs  looked  contented 
and  well  fed.  and  among  them  Carraway  recognised 
his  fnend  Spy,  who  had  foUowcd  at  the  heels  of 
Uncle  Boaz. 

"Here,  Miser,  this  is  yours."  the  young  man  was 
saymg.  "Th-re.  you  needn't  turn  up  your  nose- 
it's  as  big  as  Blister's.  Down,  Spy,  I  tell  you ;  you've 
had  twice  your  share;  you  think  because  you're  the 
best  looking  you're  to  be  the  best  fed.  too." 

As  Carraway  left  the  steps  the  dogs  made  an  angry 
rush  at  him,  to  be  promptly  checked  by  Christopher. 

"Back,  you  fools;  back,  I  say.  You'd  better  be 
careful  how  you  walk  about  here,  sir,"  he  added; 
"they'd  bite  as  soon  as  not—all  of  them  except 
Spy." 

"Good  fellow.  Spy,"  returned  Carraway,  a  little 
nervously,  and  the  hound  came  fawning  to  his  feet. 
"I  assure  you  I  have  no  intention  of  treading  upon 
their  preserves,"  he  hastened  to  explain;  "but  I 
should  like  a  word  with  you,  and  this  seems  to  be 
the  only  opportunity  I'll  have,  as  I  return  to  town 
to-morrow." 

Christopher  threw  the  remaining  pieces  of  com 
bread  into  the  wriggling  pack,  set  the  pan  in  the 
doorway,  and  wiped  his  hands  carelessly  upon  his 
overalls. 

"Well,  I  don't  see  what  you've  got  to  say  to  me," 
he  replied,  walking  rapidly  in  the  direction  of  the 
well,  where  he  waited  for  the  other  to  join  him. 

"It's  about  the  place,  of  course,"  returned  the 
lawyer,  with  an  attempt  to  shatter  the  awkward 
rustic  reserve.  "I  understand  that  it  has  passed  into 
your  possession." 
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The  young  man  nodded,  and,  drawing  out  his 
clasp-knife,  fell  to  whittling  a  spiinter  which  he  had 
broken  from  the  well-brink. 

"In  that  case,"  pursued  Carraway,  feeling  as  if 
he  were  dashing  his  head  against  a  wall.  "I  shall 
address  myself  to  you  in  the  briefest  terms.  The 
place.  I  suppose,  as  it  stands,  is  not  worth  much 
to-day.     Even  good  land  is  cheap,  and  this  is  poor." 

Agam  Christopher  nodded,  intent  upon  his  whit- 
tlmg.  ''I  reckon  it  wouldn't  bring  more  than  nine 
Hundred,    he  responded  coolly. 

"Then  my  position  is  easy,  for  I  am  sure  you  will 
consider  favourably  the  chance  to  sell  at  treble  its 
actual  value.  I  am  authorised  to  offer  you  three 
thousand  dollars  for  the  farm." 

*i,^''^f,iSi°"'^°*  Christopher  stared  at  him  in  silence, 
then.  What  m  the  devil  do  you  want  with  it?"  he 
demanded. 

"I  am  not  acting  for  myself  in  the  matter,"  returned 
the  lawyer,  after  a  short  hesitation.  "The  offer  is 
made  through  me  by  another.  That  it  is  to  your 
advantage  to  accept  it  is  my  honest  conviction." 

Christopher  tossed  the  bit  of  wood  at  a  bedraggled 
drake  that  waddled  off,  quacking  angrily. 

"Then  it's  Fletcher  behind  you,"  he  said  in  the 
same  cool  tones. 

"It  seems  to  me  that  is  neither   here  nor  th 
Naturally  Mr.  Fletcher  is  very  anxious  to  secure  ti.o 
land.     As  It  stands,  it  is  a  serious  inconvenience  to 
him.  of  cotirse. 

Laughing,  Christopher  snapped  the  blade  of  his 
knife. 

"Well,  you  may  tell  him  from  me,"  he  retorted, 
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"that  just  as  long  as  it  is  'a  serious  inconvenience  to 
him'  it  shall  stand  as  it  is.  Why,  man.  if  Fletcher 
wanted  that  broken  wheelbarrow  enough  to  offer 
me  three  thousand  dollars  for  it,  I  wouldn't  let  him 
have  it.  The  only  thing  I'd  leave  him  free  to  take,  if 
I  could  help  it,  is  the  straight  road  to  damnation  I" 

His  voice,  for  all  the  laughter,  sounded  brutal, 
and  Carraway,  gazing  al  him  in  wonder,  saw  his  face 
grow  suddenly  lustful  like  that  of  an  evil  deity.  The 
beauty  was  still  there,  blackened  and  distorted,  a 

beauty  that  he  felt  to  be  more  sinister  than  ugliness. 

The  lawyer  was  in  the  presence  of  a  great  naked 

passion,  and  involuntarily  he  lowered  his  eyes. 
"I  don't  think  he  understands  your  attitude,"  he 

said  quietly:  "it  seems  to  him— and  to  me  also,  I 

honestly  affirm— that  you  would  reap  an  advantage 

AS  decided  as  his  own." 

"Nothing  is  to  my  advantage,  I  tell  you,  that  isn't 

harm  to  him.     He  knows  it  if  he  isn't  as  big  a  fool  as 

he  is  a  rascal." 

"Then  I  may  presume  that  you  are  entirely  con- 
vinced in  your  own  mind  that  you  have  a  just 
cause  for  the  stand  you  take?" 

"Cause  I"  the  word  rapped  out  like  an  oath.  "He 
stoh  my  home,  I  tell  you;  he  stole  every  inch  of  land 
I  owned,  and  every  penny.  Where  did  he  get  the 
money  to  buy  the  place — he  a  slave-overseer  ?  Where 
did  he  get  it,  I  ask,  unless  he  had  been  stealing  for 
twenty  years.?" 

^^  "It  looks   ugly,   I  confess."   admitted   Carraway; 
"but  were  there  no  books — no  accounts  kept  ?" 

"Oh,  he  settled  that,  of  course.  When  my  father 
died,  and  we  asked  for  the  books,  where  were  they? 
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Burncil,  he  said-humcl  in  the  ohl  ofTice  that  the 
Yankees  fired.  He'v  a  scoundrel.  I  toll  you. 
sir.  and  I  know  him  to  the  core.  He's  a  rotten 
scoundrel  I" 

Carraway  caught  his  breath  quickly  and  drew 
back  as  if  he  had  touched  unwittingly  a  throbbing 
canker.  To  his  oversensitive  nature  these  primal 
emotions  had  a  crudeness  that  was  vulgar  in  its  unre- 
straint. He  beheld  it  all— the  old  wrong  and  the 
new  hatred-in  a  horrid  glare  of  light,  a  disgraceful 
blaze  of  trumpets.  Here  there  was  no  cultured 
evasion  of  the  conspicuous  vice— none  of  the  refine- 
ments even  of  the  Christian  ethics— it  was  all  raw 
and  palpitating  humanity. 

^  "Then  my  mission  is  quite  useless,"  he  confessed. 
"I  can  only  add  that  I  am  sorrier  than  I  can  say- 
sorry  for  the  whole  thing,  too.  If  my  services  could 
be  of  any  use  to  you  I  should  not  hesitate  to  oflfer 
them,  but  so  far  as  I  see  there  is  absolutely  nothing 
to  be  done.  An  old  crime,  as  you  know,  very  often 
conforms  to  an  appearance  of  virtue." 

He  held  out  his  hand,  Christopher  shook  it,  and 
then  the  lawyer  went  back  into  the  house  to  bid 
good-by  to  Mrs.  Blake.  When  he  came  out  a  few 
moments  later,  and  passed  through  the  whitewashed 
gate  mto  the  sunken  road,  he  saw  that  Christopher 
was  still  standing  where  he  had  left  him.  the  golden 
afternoon  around  him,  and  the  bedraggled  ducks 
paddling  at  his  feet. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

Treats  op  a  Passion  That  Is  Not  Lovb 

Over  a  distant  meadow  fluted  the  silver  whistle 
of  a  partridge,  and  Christopher,   lifting  his  head 
noted    involuntarily    the    direction    of   the    sound' 
A  covey  was  hatching  down  by  the  meadow  brook 
he  knew—for  not  a  summer  mating  nor  a  hidden 
nest  had  escaped  his  eyes— and  he  wondered  vaguely 
if  the  young  birds  were  roaming  into   Fletcher's 
wheatfield.    Then,  with  a  single  vigorous  movement 
as  If  he  were  settling  his  thoughts  upon  him.  he 
crossed  the  yard,  leaped  the  fence  by  the  barnyard 
and  started  briskly  along  the  edge  of  a  little  cattle 
pasture,  where  a  strange  bull  bellowed  in  the  shadow 
of  a  walnut-tree. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  pasture  a  crumbling  rail  fence 
divided  his  land  from  Fletcher's,  and  as  he  looked 
oyer  the  festoons  of  poisonous  ivy  he  saw  Fletcher 
^mself  overseeing  the  last  planting  of  his  tobacco 
For  a  time  Christopher  watched  them  as  through  a 
imst-watched  the  white  and  the  black  labourers 
the  brown  furrows  in  which  the  small  holes  were 
bored,  the  wilted  plants  thrown  carelessly  in  place 
and  planted  with  two  quick  pressures  of  a  bare 
earth-begrimed   foot.     He  smelled  the  keen  odour^ 
released  by  the  sunshine  from  the  broken  soil;  he 
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Mw  the  lUndtag  beadi  of  sweat  on  the  faces  of  tha 
planters— negroes    with   swollen   lips  and  pleasant 
eyes  like  those  of  kindly  animals— and  he  heard  ths 
coarse,  hectoring  voice  of  Fletcher,  who  stood  mid- 
way of  the  naked  ground.    To  regard  the  man  as  a 
mere  usurper  of  his  land  had  been  an  article  in  the 
religious  creed  the  child   had  learned,  and  as  he 
watched  him  now,  bearded,  noisy,  assured  of  his  pos- 
sessions,  the  sight  lashed  him  like  the  strokes  of  a 
whip  on  bleeding  flesh.     In  the  twenty-five  years  of 
his  life  he  had  grown  fairly  gluttonous  of  hate^had 
tended  it  with  a  passion  that  was  like  that  of  love. 
Now  he  felt  that  he  had  never  really  had  enough  of 
it— had  never  feasted  on  the  fruit  of  it  till  he  was 
satisfied— had  never  known  the  delight  of  wallowing 
in  it  until  to-day.     Deep-rooted  like  an  instinct  as  the 
feelmg  was.  he  knew  now  that  there  had  been  hours 
when,  for  very  weakness  of  his  nature,  he  had  almost 
forgotten  that  he  meant  to  pay  back  Fletcher  in  the 
end,  when  it  seemed,  after  all,  easier  merely  to  endure 
and  forget  and  have  it  done. 

Still  keeping  upon  his  own  land,  he  turned  presently 
and  followed  a  little  brook  that  crossed  a  meadow 
where  mixed  wild  flowers  were  strewn  loosely  in  the 
grass.  The  bull  still  bellowed  in  the  shadow  of  the 
walnut-tree,  and  he  found  himself  listening  with  pure 
deUght  to  the  savage  cries.  Reaching  at  last  a  point 
where  the  brook  turned  westward  at  the  foot  of  a 
low  green  hill,  he  threw  himself  over  the  dividing  rail 
fence,  and  came,  at  the  end  of  a  minute's  hurried 
walk,  to  the  old  Blake  graveyard,  midway  of  one 
of  Fletcher's  fallow  fields.  The  gate  was  bricked  up, 
after   the   superstitious   custom   of   many   country 
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burial  placM.  but  he  climliwl  the  old  mon^own 
wall,  where  powonou*  ivy  grew  rank  and  vennmoui, 
and  landing  deep  in  the  periwinkle  that  carpeted 
the  ground,  made  his  way  rapidly  to  the  flat  oblong 
•Ub  beneath  which  hti  father  lay.  The  marble  was 
ducoloured  by  long  raint  and  stained  with  brulaed 
periwinkle,  and  the  shallow  lettering  was  hidden 
under  a  fall  of  dried  needles  from  a  little  stunted 
nr-trw;  but.  leaning  over,  he  carefully  swept  the 
dust  away  and  loosened  the  imprisoned  name  which 
seemed  to  hover  like  a  spiritual  presence  upon  the 
air. 

Haaa  libs  all  that  is  moital 
or 
CHRISTOPHER  BLAKi. 
Who  oiso  in  ths  Hors  or  a  joyvul 

KSSUaKBCTION. 

ArtiL  I  a,  1 86-,  AOSD  70  YiAas. 
Ihto  Thy  hands,  O  Lobo,  I  commit  my  SriBir." 

Around  him  there  were  other  graves— graves  of 
all  dead  Slakes  for  two  hundred  years,  and  the  flat 
tombstones  were  crowded  so  thickly  together  that  it 
seemed  as  if  the  dead  must  lie  bcniath  them  row  on 
row.  It  was  aU  in  deep  shadow,  fallen  slabs,  rank 
penwmkle,  dust  and  mould— no  cheerful  sunshine 
had  ever  penetrated  through  the  spreading  cedars 
overhead.  Life  was  here,  but  it  was  the  shy  life  of 
wild  creatures,  approaching  man  only  when  he  had 
returned  to  earth.  A  mocking-bird  purled  a  love 
note  in  the  twilight  of  a  great  black  cedar,  a  liaard 
glided  like  a  gray  shadow  along  one  of  the  overturned 
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ftlabti.  And  at  Im  entrance  a  rabbit  hod  ttortcd  from 
the  ivy  un  hi«  father's  grave.  To  climb  the  over- 
frown  wall  and  lie  upon  the  periwinkle  wo*  like 
entering,  for  a  time,  the  world  of  «hades— a  world 
far  removed  from  the  lunny  meadow  and  the  low 
green  hill. 

With  hit  head  pillowed  upon  hi>  father's  grave, 
Christopher  stretched  himself  at  full  length  on  th« 
ground  and  stared  straight  upward  at  the  dark- 
browed  cedars.  It  was  such  an  hour  as  h.>  allowed 
himself  at  long  intervals  when  his  inheritance  was 
heavy  ufxm  him  ond  his  disordered  mind  needed  to 
retreat  into  a  city  of  refuge.  As  a  child  he  had 
often  come  to  this  same  spot  to  dream  hopefully  of 
the  future— unboylike  dreams  in  which  the  spirit  of 
revenge  wore  the  face  of  happiness.  Then,  with 
the  inconsequence  of  childhood,  he  had  pictured 
Fletcher  gasping  beneath  his  feet— trampled  out  like 
a  worm,  when  he  was  big  enough  to  take  his 
vengeance  and  come  again  into  his  own.  Merr 
physical  strength  seemed  to  him  at  that  age  the  sole 
thing  needed— he  wanted  then  only  the  brawny  arm 
and  the  heart  bound  by  triple  brass. 

Now,  as  he  stretched  out  his  square,  sunburned 
hand,  with  its  misshapen  nails,  he  laughed  aloud  at 
the  absurdity  /:  those  blunted  hopes.  To-day  he 
stood  six  feet  three  inches  from  the  ground,  with 
muscles  hard  as  steel  and  a  chest  that  rang  sound  as 
a  bell,  yet  how  much  nearer  his  purpose  had  he  been 
as  a  little  child  I  He  remembered  the  day  that  he  had 
hidden  in  the  bushes  with  his  squirrel  gun  and  waited 
with  fluttering  breath  for  the  sound  of  Fletcher's 
iooUteps  along  the  road.    On  that  day  it  had  seemed 
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to  him  th«t  the  hand  of  the  Lord  wm  in  hi»  own— 
(Jodhke  vengeance  nerving  hii  httle  wrUt.     Ht  had 
mewit  to  ■hoot->Cor  that  be  had  saved  every  stray 
penny  from  hi»  sales  of  hogs  and  citler,  o£  water- 
melons   and    chinkapins;  for  that   he   had   bought 
the  gun  and  rammed  the  powder  home.     Bven  when 
the  thud  of  footsteps  beat  down  the  sunny  roail 
strewn  with  brown  honeyiiliucks.  he  had  felt  neither 
fear  nor  hesitation  as  he  crouched  amid  the  under- 
brush.    Rather  there  was  a  rare  exhilaration,  warm 
blood  m  his  brain  and  a  sharp  ta«tc  in  his  mouth  hko 
that  of  unripe  fruit-as  if  he  had  gorgcl  himself  u|Km 
the  fa:!      '^.oneyshucks.     It  was  the  happiest  moment 
of  his  hf  ,  he  knew,  the  one  moment  when  he  seemed 
to  measure  himself  inch  by  indi  with  fate;  and  hke 
all  such  supreme  instants,  it  fell  suddenly  flat  among 
the  passmg  hours.     For  even  as  the  gun  was  lifted, 
at  the  very  second  that  F'ntchcr's  heavy  body  swung 
into  view,  he  heard  a  r  ng  in  the  dead  bushes  at 

his  back,  and  Uncle  Bo.  -       uc>  up  his  arm  with  a 
palsied  hand. 

"Gawd  alive,  honey,  you  don*  wanter  be  tucken 
out  an'  hunged  ?"  the  old  man  cried  in  terror. 

The  boy  rose  in  a  passion  and  flung  his  useless  gun 
wide.  ••  Oh,  you've  spoiled  it !  you've  spoiled  it  I"  he 
sobbed,  and  shed  bitter  tears  upon  the  ground. 

To  this  hour,  lying  on  his  father'*  grave,  he  knew 
that  he  regretted  that  wasted  pow^^er— that  will  to 
slay  which  had  blazed  up  and  died  down  so  soon. 
Strangely  enough,  it  soothed  him  now  to  remember 
how  near  to  murder  he  had  been,  and  as  he  drank  the 
summer  air  in  deep  drafts  he  felt  the  old  desire 
rekindle  from  its  embers.     While  he  Uved  it  was  still 
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poesiblc— the  one  chance  that  awaits  the  ready  hand, 
the  final  answer  of  a  sympathetic  heaven  that  deals 
out  justice.  His  god  was  a  pagan  god,  terrible 
rather  than  tender,  and  there  had  always  been  within 
him  the  Oid  pagan  scorn  of  everlasting  mercy.  There 
were  moods  even  when  he  felt  the  kinship  with  his 
savage  forefathers  working  in  his  blood,  and  at  such 
times  he  liked  to  fit  heroic  tortures  to  heroic  crimes— 
to  imagine  the  lighted  stake  and  his  enemy  amid  the 
flames. 

Over  him  as  he  lay  at  full  length  the  ancient  cedars, 
touched  here  and  there  with  a  younger  green,  reared 
a  dusky  tent  that  screened  him  alike  from  the  hot 
sunshine  and  the  bright  June  sky.  Somewhere  in 
the  deepest  shadow  the  mocking-bird  purled  over  its 
single  note,  and  across  the  lettering  on  the  marble 
slab  beside  him  a  small  brown  lizard  was  gliding  back 
and  forth.  The  clean,  fresh  smell  of  the  cedars  filled 
his  nostrils  like  a  balm. 

For  a  moment  the  physical  pleasure  in  his  surround- 
ings possessed  his  thoughts;  then  gradually,  in  a  state 
between  waking  and  sleeping,  the  curious  boughs 
above  took  fantastic  shapes  and  were  interwoven 
before  his  eyes  with  his  earlier  memories. 

There  was  a  great  tester  bed,  with  carved  posts  and 
curtains  of  silvery  damask,  that  he  had  slept  in  as  a 
child,  and  it  was  here  that  he  had  once  had  a  terrible 
dream— a  dream  which  he  had  remembered  to  this 
day  because  it  was  so  like  a  story  of  Aimt  Delisha's, 
in  which  the  devil  comes  with  a  red-bot  scuttle  to 
carry  off  a  little  boy.  On  that  night  he  had  been  the 
little  boy,  and  he  had  seen  the  scuttle  with  its  leap- 
ing flames  so  plainly  that  in  his  terror  he  had  struggled 
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up  and  screamed  aloud.    A  moment  later  he  had 
awakened  fully,  to  find  a  lighted  candle  in  his  face 
•nd  his  father  in  a  flowered  dressing-gown  sitting 
beside  the  bed  and  looking  at  him  with  his   sad 
bloodshot  eyes.  ' 

"Is  the  devil  gone,  father,  and  did  you  drive  him 
away?"  he  asked;  and  then  the  tall,  white-haired 
old  man,  whose  mind  was  fast  decaying,  did  a  strange 
and  a  pitiable  thing,  for  he  fell  upon  his  knees  beside 
the  bed  and  cried  out  upon  Christopher  for  forgive- 
ness for  the  sefishness  of  his  long  life. 

"You  came  too  late,  my  son."  he  said;  "you  came 
twenty  years  too  late.  I  had  given  you  up  long 
ago  and  grown  hopeless.  You  came  like  Isaac  to 
Abraham,  but  too  late— too  late  I" 

The  boy  sat  up  in  bed,  huddling  in  the  bedclothes, 
for  the  night  was  chilly.  He  grew  suddenly  afraid  of 
his  father,  the  big.  beautiful  old  man  in  the  flowered 
dressmg-gown,  and  he  wished  that  his  mother  would 
come  in  and  take  him  away. 

"But  I  came  twins  with  Lila.  father,"  he  repUed. 
trsnng  to  speak  bravely. 

"With  Lila !  Oh.  my  poor  children !  my  poor  chU- 
dren  1"  ened  the  old  man.  and,  taking  up  his  candle, 
tottered  to  the  door.  Then  Christopher  stopped  his 
ears  m  the  pillows,  for  he  heard  him  moaning  to  him- 
self as  he  went  back  along  the  hall.  He  felt  all  at  once 
tembly  frightened,  and  at  last,  slipping  down  the  tall 
bed-steps,  he  stole  on  his  bare  feet  to  Cynthia's 
door  and  crept  in  beside  her. 

After  thi?,  dim  years  went  by  when  he  did  not  see 
his  father,  and  the  great  closed  rooms  on  the  north 
side  of  the  house  were  as  silent  as  if  a  corpse  lay  there 
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awaiting    burial.     His    beautiful,    stately    mother, 
who,  in  spite  of  her  gray  hair,  had  always  seemed 
but  little  older  than  himself,  vanished  as  mysteriously 
from  his  sight — on  a  thrilling  morning  when  there 
were  many  waving  red  flags  and  much  hurried  march- 
ing by  of  gray-clad  troops.    Young  as  he  was,  he  was 
already  beginning  to  play  his  boy's  share  in  a  war 
which  was  then  fighting  slowly  to  a  finish;  and  in  the 
wild  flutter  of  events  he  forgot,  for  a  time,  to  do  more 
than  tip  softly  when  he  crossed  the  hall.     She  was 
ill,  they  to^d  him — too  ill  to  care  even  about  the 
battles   that    were    fought    across    the    river.    The 
sound  of  the  big  guns  seht  no  delicious  shivers  through 
her  limbs,  and  there  was  only  Lila  to  come  with  him 
when  he  laid  his  ear  to  the  ground  and  thrilled  with 
the  strong  shock  which  seemed  to  run  around  the 
earth.    When  at  last  her  door  was  opened  again  and 
he  went  timidly  in,  holding  hands  with  Lila,  he  found 
his  mother  sitting  stiffly  erect  among  her  cushions — 
as  she  would  sit  for  the  remainder  of  her  days — 
blind  and  half-dead,  in  her  Elizabethan  chair.     His 
beautiful,  proud    mother,  with  the    smiling    Loves 
painted  above  her  head ! 

For  an  instant  he  shut  his  eyes  beneath  the  cedars, 
seeing  her  on  that  morning  as  a  man  sees  in  his 
dreams  the  face  of  his  first  love.  Then  another  day 
dawned  slowly  to  his  consciousness — a  day  which 
stood  out  clear-cut  as  a  cameo  from  all  the  others 
of  his  life.  For  weeks  Cynthia's  eyes  had  been  red 
and  swollen,  and  he  commented  querulously  upon 
them,  for  they  made  her  homelier  than  usual.  When 
he  had  finished,  she  looked  at  him  a  moment  without 
replying,  then,  putting  her  arm  about  him,  she  drew 
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him  out  upon  the  lawn  and  told  him  why  she  wept. 
It  was  a  mellow  autumn  day.  and  they  passed  over 
gold  and  russet  leaves  strewn  deep  along  the  path. 
A  hght  wmd  was  blowing  in  the  tree-tops.  anS  the 

CvnThia^r  '"Vf""''  '^"^^'  ^«»i°«'  He  saw 
tCI  V.  .^T'^  ^^^  ^°  *  ^*"^«  °f  gJo^ng  colours, 
com^f^  ^»^;^drumming  in  his  ea,..  which  Lmed  to 

bZir?  )"  '^'"  '^y*  ^'  ^'^'^  *^«  ^«^ele«3  rustle 
^Innl      ,/'"'•  ^^  '°  '^^^  ^^y  ^«  <^°^Id  not  walk 

tZn  t'h!t,"'"'r  '°"^  '"  ""'""^"  -^*h°«^  -«-g 

TcVVthL'st:.^  '-'■'''''''''  ^"^  ^^^  ^«y  "^-^ 

kill^L^h  f^^S'u'^^'^"  ^'  '^^^  ^"«^Jy-  "I*  will 
^rlT  J',  ^^y'  '^"  ^^"^°^*  "«d  when  Docia 
broke  her  Bohemian  bowl." 

'•She  must  never  know."  answered  Cynthia,  while 

••Wh  T.'*'"^'"^^    unheeded    down    her    cheeks. 

When  she  is  carried  out  one  day  for  her 
ainng.  she  shaU  go  back  into  the  other  house. 
"  IS  a  short  time  now  a.  best-she  may  die 
at  any  moment  from  any  shock-but  she  must 
die  without  knowing   this.    There    must    be    quiet 

mother'!"'"''  ^'    ''^''     ^''  '"^^    --^^-'   P^ 
She  raised  her  hands  to  her  convulsed  face,  and 

"She  must  never  know,"  repeated  the  boy.     "She 
must  never  know  if  we  can  help  it." 
"We  must  help  it."  cried   Cynthia   passio.iately. 
We  must  work  our  fingers  to  the  bone  to  help  it 
you  and  I."  ^     ' 

"And  Lila.?"  asked  the  boy.  curiously  just  even  in 
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the  intensity  of  his  emotion.     "Mustn't  Lila  work 
too?" 

Cynthia  sobbed— hard,  strangling  sobs  that  rattled 
like  stones  within  her  bosom. 

"Lila  is  only  a  girl,"  she  said,  "and  so  pretty,  so 
pretty." 

The  boy  nodded. 

"Then  don't  let's  make  Lila  work,"  he  responded 
sturdily. 

Selfish  in  her  supreme  unselfishness,  the  woman 
turned  and  kissed  his  brow,  while  he  struggled, 
irritated,  to  keep  her  off. 

"Don't  let's,  dear,"  she  said,  and  that  was  ail. 


CHAPTER  IX 


Ctmthia 
As  SOON  as  Christopher  had  passed  out  of  sUht 

y«^UsJS2d,r""  °'  '"'  y""-  After  fifteen 
y«rs  It  stdl  made  her  uncomfortable  to  have  Christo- 
pher  around  when  she  did  the  family  washing^d 
when  It  was  possible  she  waited  to  dry  the  dotW 
unt.1  he  had  gone  back  to  the  field  Vtrt^^ 
calico  dress,  with  the  furrows  of  age  al«^y  Lttw 

to  Sntarr"^  r^  ■•-  p"'*  br?w:":fr'sS 

Tt^  1?°  ''*''' '"'"  **'  '"«''•"<',  she  might  ha™ 
shrt^  T^rfl^  "' '°"-"°™  womanhood  for 
th!i,T  ^  *.  ""^  "^  ""^y"'  «°d  the  dignity  of 
th«r  high  resolve  was  her  one  outward  graT   Life 

r^he^aT'""';"  "^  ■"  ""««■"«  »°^  endu-d 
Li  w  ?J'"°r^'*'  ""*  *""  '°f'«'  adonmients  of  her 
sex  had  not  withstood  the  daily  solashea  of  i,»^i, 
soapsud^-they  had  faded  like  col™"t,tLTt^ 
to  stand  the  strain  of  ordinary  use 

co^  tVf  °^  Tt  °'  ""  ""•»""'''  f"»  "hite  petti. 

S^^T    '°,^"''^  "  ^^  '^*  her  red  and 
bhstered   hands,   a  look  that  was  perilously  near 

dXf  "''  "^  ""'  '"^'-^"  though  sh?had  done  h" 
duty  heroically  and  meant  to  do  it  until  the  end.  the^ 
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were  brief  moments  when  it  sickened  her  to  d«ipera- 
tion.  She  was  the  kind  of  woman  whose  hands  per- 
form the  more  thoroughly  because  the  heart  revolts 
against  the  task. 

Lila,  in  her  faded  muslin  which  had  taken  the  col- 
ours of  November  leaves,  came  to  the  kitchen  door- 
way and  stood  watching  her  with  a  cheerful  face. 
"Has  Jim  Weatherby  gone.  Cynthia?" 
Cynthia  nodded  grimly,  turning  her  squinting  gaze 
upon  her.  "Do  you  think  I'd  let  him  see  me  hang- 
ing out  the  clothes?"  she  snapped.  Supreme  as  her 
unselfishness  was,  there  ^erc  times  when  she  appeared 
to  begrudge  the  least  of  her  services;  and  after  the 
manner  of  all  affection  that  comes  as  a  bounty,  the 
unwilling  spirit  was  more  impressive  than  the  ready 
hand. 

"I  do  wish  you  would  make  Docia  help  you,"  said 
Lila,  in  a  voice  that  sotmded  as  if  she  were  speaking 
in  her  own  defense. 

Cynthia  wrung  out  a  blue  jean  shirt  of  Christopher's, 
spread  it  on  an  old  lilac-bush,  and  pushed  a  stray  lock 
of  hair  back  with  her  wrist. 

"There's  no  use  talking  like  that  when  you  know 
Docia  has  heart  disease  and  can't  scrub  the  clothes 
clean,"  she  responded.  "If  she'd  drop  down  dead 
I'd  like  to  know  what  we'd  do  with  mother. " 

"Well,  I'd  help  you  if  you'd  only  let  me, "  protested 
Lila,  on  the  point  of  tears.  "I've  darned  your 
lavender  silk  the  best  I  could,  and  I'd  just  as  soon 
iron  as  not. " 

"And  get  your  hands  like  mine  in  a  week.  No,  I 
reckon  it's  as  well  for  one  of  us  to  keep  decent.  My 
hands  are  so  knotted  I  had  to  tell  mother  it  was  gout 
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my  fault  that  you  had  to  i  so  g^  "  '""  """""'»' 
r«k^!"'t:tum,^7J^  deaUik.  being  .  woman.  I 

up  an  armful  of  ~L~  ■  ,'"*'=''«»  ""d  gathered 
step,.  ^Is-^T^  ^"™  '  P"«  '^'id^  'he 
iron  shove?"  she  Z-^  ^".^  *  ''''"'"'»  ""^en- 

adding°J'l'pietin7whtpe7.  "l7  '°°',°"  "«  "^'^^ 
honey,  'caze  de  ^11?^^  ^^  *-'*  "  '''°«'' 

h.  des  t'tlrtrde'r?^';rei'  1^^'"" '  *°'*  ■'■" 

fayo'blyto'addeLawd."  "'"    '°""' 

Tak^^!  ''°"'''  ''""  ""«'"  ">  ''^  ashamed  of  yourself 
^n  ..^  "?»'  of  a-d  let  them  cool. "        ^ 

er  mv^-f  ?h„"^  '^^"'^-  '"  ''^  "«"*  down  'shamed 
re"^^f?«-:^«'''^»'/-';a- er  hit  .yarn  t^' 

young  en  pea^Tt  he^^dtn'dtVawr^'l'  '""' 
M.SS  Cynthy.  I  .„ers  did  lik^m  ;oL7'  f-^^Ze 

c!l    IL,""  "™  '"  ^»-  ^°-'»'  de  u^-en  he  Z 
Cephus-dat  run  off  'fo"  de  mah'age  ;S  „;  ^^ 
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fedder  baid  made  outer  de  gray  goose  feddera  ole 
mui  done  throwed  away  'caae  dey  warn*  w'ite.  Yei, 
Lawd,  dar's  done  been  nine  un  urn,  black  en  yaller,  en 
dar  ain*  nuver  been  en  ole  'un  in  de  hull  lot.  Whew  I 
I  ain*  nuver  ttood  de  tatte  er  nuttin*  ole  lessen  he  be  a 
'possum,  en  w'en  hit  comes  ter  en  o\:  man,  I  d'clar  hit 
des  tu'ni  my  stomick  clean  inside  out. " 

"But,  Aunt  Polly,  you're  old  yourself— it's  dis- 
graceful. " 
Aunt  Polly  chuckled  with  flattered  vanity. 
"I  know  I  is,  honey—I  know  I  is,  but  I'se  gwine 
ter  hev  a  young  h'tsban'  at  do  een  ef  hit  tecks  de  ve'y 
las'  cent  I'se  got.  De  las'  un  he  come  monst'ous  high, 
en  mo'n  dat,  he  wuz  sech  en  outlandish  nigger  dat 
he'd  a-come  high  ef  I'd  got  'im  as  a  Christmas  gif.  I 
had  ter  gin  'im  dat  burey  wid  de  bevel  glass  I  bought 
wid  all  my  savin's,  en  des  es  soon  es  I  steps  outside  de 
do'  he  up  en  toted  hit  all  de  way  ter  de  cabin  er  dat 
low-Ufeted,  savigorous,  yaller  hussy  Dclphy.  Men 
sutney  are  tuh'ble  slippery  folks.  Miss  Cynthy,  en 
y'all  det  better  look  out  how  you  monkey  wid  'em, 
'caze  I'se  done  hed  nine,  en  I  knows  'em  thoo  en  thoo. 
De  mo'  you  git,  de  likelier  'tis  you  gwine  git  one  dat's 
worth  gittin',  dat's  w'at  I  'low. " 

Cynthia  gathered  up  the  scattered  garments,  which 
had  been  lefc  carelessly  from  the  day  before,  and 
carried  them  into  the  kitchen,  where  a  pirn  ironing- 
board  was  supported  by  two  empty  barrels.  Lila  was 
busily  preparing  a  bowl  of  gruel  for  one  of  the  sick  old 
negroes  who  still  lived  upon  the  meager  charity  of 
the  Blakes. 

"  Mother  wants  you,  Cynthia, "  she  said.  "  I  won't 
do  ar  all,  for  she  can't  be  persuaded  that  I'm  rerUy 
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Cyntha  p,|«d  th«  clothei  upon  the  bo.M    -j 

iT'tiL'  *":  ""«"■  •pp"'"  "^thl  bo»'^;f  .h' 

not^^  .0  be  ..id.    Docia.hoM'the'yr:''^ 

ca3f„r^'  '"*  ""^  «•«  «'  once,  and  111 
^    n^*?  """"^  '"«»«'  of  air  wiU  do  me  rood  " 

With  me  '^h.t'r"  "^°"  "'^■'■'  "^y  t"  ^^iy 
wtli  me,    she  ...d;  "you  will  grow  old  before  yoZ 
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time,  I  fear.  At  it  it  you  have  given  up  your  young 
life  to  my  poor  old  onr  " 

"I  had  nothing  to  give  up,  mother."  replied  Cynthia 
quietly,  and  in  the  few  words  her  heart's  tragedy  was 
written— tince  of  all  Uvea,  the  saddest  is  the  one  that 
can  find  nothing  worthy  of  renouncement.  There 
were  hours  when  she  felt  that  any  bitter  personal 
past — that  the  recollection  of  a  single  despairing 
kiss  or  a  blighted  love  would  have  filled  her  days  with 
happiness.  What  she  craved  was  the  conscious 
dignity  of  a  broken  heart — some  lofty  memory  that 
she  might  rest  upon  in  her  hours  of  weakness. 

"Well,  you  might  have  had,  my  child,"  returned  her 
mother. 

Cynthia's  only  answer  was  to  smooth  gently  the 
pillows  in  the  old  lady's  chair.  "If  you  could  learn 
to  lean  back,  dearest,  it  would  rest  you  so,"  she 
said. 

"I  have  never  slouched  in  my  life,"  replied  Mrs. 
Blake  decisively,  "and  I  do  not  care  to  fall  into  the 
habit  in  my  seventieth  year.  When  my  last  hour 
comes,  I  hope  at  least  to  meet  my  God  in  the  attitude 
becoming  a  lady,  and  in  my  day  it  would  have  been 
considered  the  height  of  impropriety  to  loll  in  a  chair 
or  even  to  rock  in  the  presence  of  gentlemen.  Your 
Great-aunt  Susannah,  one  of  the  most  modest  women 
of  her  time,  has  often  told  me  that  once,  having 
unfortunately  crossed  her  knees  in  the  parlotir  after 
supper,  she  suffered  untold  tortures  from  "budges" 
for  three  mortal  hours  rather  than  be  seen  to  do 
anything  so  indelicate  as  to  uncross  them.  Well, 
well,  ladies  were  ladies  in  those  days,  and  now  Lila 
tells  me  it  is  quite  customary  for  them  to  sit  like 
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.  n,inu«  with  Cncr.    ur«t  Z  T'"  '""•" 
womm  better  than  latm  .Z  L^  "K«nio  «  gentle- 

--  MNu  mat  gtie  never  danced  with  a  »— .*i 
who  hadn't  fought  a  duel  on  her  accou„r  w'!!*" 
she  went  to  a  ball  it  tr^u         "^^'^  a^^count.     When 

her  train  La  u  ^  "*  "*"*"  «**fk»w  to  carry 

ner  tram,  and  her  escort  was  alwavs  ohn««^  ♦J^V^ 

^^^I^m  sure    she  was  never  so  beautiful  Tyou. 

''Ah,  well,  every  one  to  his  taste,  mv  chilH-  o«^ 

I  have  heard  that  she  wore  a  larger  sh^      h       ^^ 

this  is  foolish  chatter,  and  a  w^f!  of  t  ^''*''''' 

carrv  rwnak  ♦».         j-  .       *  ^**'c  o»  time.    Go  and 

L^fL  h«      "'^^^^•^"^l  »et  me  sec  Christopher 
as  soon  as  he  comes  in.     By  the  wav  r^r^*u:    T 
you  noticed  wh«.th«.r  u^       ,      .     ^'  Cynthia,  have 

Do..trJtti.^^^H:ttxr::r-i;^- 

rn.™„"o°-t"^'  "'  ""•    "•  --'■•'  -  '0^'.. 
ana  .«„  ,-,ted  t„.,  ^{^^  "ie^tX-aVad^T; 
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suiipidon  from  the  first  that  it  wm  the  other  way. 
Certainly  Mim  Peggie  Stuart  (and  he  had  once  been 
engaged  to  her)  went  into  a  decline  imiMdiately 
after  our  marriage—but  in  affain  of  the  heart,  at  I 
have  mentioned  often  liefore,  the  only  reliable  wit- 
neeaet  are  thoie  who  never  tell  tat  they  know. 
Now,  as  for  Christopher,  are  you  quite  sure  he  is  as 
handsome  as  you  say  f" 

"Quite,  quite,  he's  splendid— like  the  picture  of 
the  young  David  in  the  Bible." 

"Then  there's  something  wrong.     Does  he  cough  f" 

"His  health  seems  perfect." 

"Which  proves  conclusively  that  he  cherishes  a 
secret  feeling.  For  a  man  to  go  twenty-six  years 
without  falling  in  love  means  that  he's  either  a  saint 
or  an  imbecile,  my  dear;  and  for  my  part.  I  declare  I 
don't  know  which  character  sits  worse  upon  a  gentle- 
man. Can  it  be  one  of  the  Monls^..  •,  do  y  m  think? 
The  youngest  girl  used  to  be  considered  something  of 
a  beauty  by  the  family;  though  she  was  always  too 
namby-pomby  for  my  taste." 

"She's  fifty  by  now.  •"  she's  a  day.  mother,  and 
the  only  thing  I  ever  saw  Christopher  do  for  her  was 
to  drive  a  strange  bull  out  of  her  road." 

"Well,  that  sounds  romantic;  but  I  fear,  as  you 
say.  she's  really  too  old  for  him.  How  time  does 
fly!" 

Cynthia  stooped  and  carefully  arranged  the  old 
lady's  feet  upon  the  ottoman.  "There,  now — I'll 
carry  the  medicine  to  Aunt  Dinah,"  she  said,  "and 
be  back  in  plenty  of  time  to  dress  for  supper. " 

She  found  the  quinine  in  an  old  medicine  chest  in 
the  adjoining  room,  and  went  with  it  to  one  of  the 
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^«1!^"  !'■".'."•  "*''"'  ""^  ""^  •»«  of  th. 

r  -r  "*'"  ""  '•"  hw  ipirit  rrwU  from  tha  <U»-. 
Inirtm  of  „„„.,.     wh.t  .h.  w«„«I  ^    J:„'^'L' 

work  for  her  iniide  the  houie    to  .h.  — .  k  ^ 
patiently  to  take  it  „p.  '        ""  **"'  '»"' 

bJl?i„'JT„  th'""''  .'!"  ""'•  >"^'  "»  »»  Tucker 
the  damuk  ro«.bu.he,,  .„d  .he  cro-ej  over'nd 
^  l<K>k  «  happy.  u„,^  Tucker.     How  do  you 

ihU^/  "Tf"'  •"■  '  '~''°"-  "y  dear.     I  teU  you 
thu  .u„  feels  precious  good  on  the  back  "  '^ 

She  dropped  limply  on  the  bench  beside  him     ••  Y-, 

" :.  ^'*r"*-  ^* '  '■«'•'■'  'hought  of  it.  ■■        • 

Well  you'd  think  of  it  often  enough  if  v  ,  w«. 

n.y«.fwhe„,:::;r„„,  'Tr:„V":r-r.::5 
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to  count,  somehow,  were  those  I  saw  inside  my  hea<l, 
and  if  you'll  believe  me,  I  used  to  be  moody  and  out 
of  sorts  half  the  time,  just  like  Christopher.  Times 
have  changed  now,  you'll  say,  and  it's  true.  Why, 
I've  got  nothing  to  do  these  days  but  to  take  a  look 
at  things,  and  I  tell  you  I  see  a  lot  now  where  all 
was  a  blank  before.  You  just  glance  over  that  old 
field  and  tell  me  what  you  find. " 

Cynthia  followed  the  sweep  of  his  left  arm.  "There's 
first  ',he  road,  and  then  a  piece  of  fallow  land  that 
ought  to  be  ploughed, "  she  said. 

"  Bless  my  soul,  is  that  all  you  see  ?  Why,  there  is 
every  shade  of  green  on  earth  in  that  old  field,  and 
almost  every  one  of  blue,  except  azure,  which  you'll 
find  up  in  the  sky.  That  little  bit  of  white  cloud,  no 
bigger  than  my  hand,  is  shaped  exactly  like  an  eagle's 
wing.  I've  watched  it  for  an  hour,  and  I  never  saw 
one  like  it.  As  for  that  old  pine  on  top  the  little 
knoll,  if  you  look  at  it  long  enough  you'll  see  that  it's 
a  great  big  green  cross  raised  against  the  sky. " 

"  So  it  is, "  said  Cynthia,  in  surprise ;  "  so  it  is. " 

"Then  to  come  nearer,  look  at  that  spray  of  turtle- 
head  growing  by  that  gray  stone — the  shadow  it 
throws  is  as  fine  as  thread  lace,  and  it  waves  in  the 
breeze  just  like  the  flower." 

"Oh,  it  is  beautiful,  and  I  never  should  have 
seen  it. " 

"And  best  of  all,"  resumed  Tucker,  as  if  avoid- 
ing an  interruption,  "is  that  I've  watched  a  nestful 
of  young  wrens  take  flight  from  under  the  caves. 
There's  not  a  play  of  Shakesjvare's  greater  than 
that,  I  tell  you. " 

"And   it   makes   you   happy — ju      this?"   asked 
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Cynthia  wistfully,  as  the  pathos  of  his  maimed  fi£ure 
drove  t  ^  her  heart. 

"  VeJi,  I  r'Mk-n  happiness  is  not  so  much  in  what 
cor.^<.  ai,  m  the   Aray  you  take  it."  he  returned,  smil- 
ing.      There  v  as  a  time,  you  must  remember,  when 
I  was  the  straightest  shot  of  my  day,  and  something 
of  a  lady-killer  as  well,  if  I  do  say  it  who  shouldn't 
I  ve  done  my  part  in  a  war  and  I'm  not  ashamed  of  it. 
I  ve  taken  the  enemy's  cannon  under  a  fire  hot  enough 
to  roast  an  ox.  and  I've  sent  more  men  to  eternity 
than  I  like  to  think  of;  but  I  tell  you  honestly  there's 
no  battle-field  under  heaven  worth  an  hour  of  this  old 
bench.     If  I  had  my  choice  to-day.  I'd  rather  see  the 
flittmg  of  those  wrens  than  kill  the  biggest  Yankee 
that  ever  lived.     The  time  was  when  I  didn't  think 
so,  but  I  know  now  that  there's  as  much  life  out  there 
m  that  old  field  as  in  the  tightest-packed  city  street  I 
ever  saw— purer  life,  praise  God.  and  sweeter  to  the 
taste.     Why,  look  at  this  poplar  leaf  that  blew  across 
the  road:  I've  studied  the  pattern  of  it  for  half  an 
hour,  and  I've  found  out  that  such  a  wonder  is  worth 
going  ten  miles  to  see. " 

"Oh,  I  can't  understand  you."  sighed  Cynthia 
hopelessly.  "  I  wish  I  could,  but  I  can't-I  was  bom 
different— so  different. " 

"Bless  your  heart,  honey,  I  was  bom  different 
myself,  and  if  I'd  kept  my  leg  and  my  arm  I  dare  say 
I  d  be  strutting  round  on  one  and  shaking  the  other 
in  the  face  of  God  Almighty  just  as  I  used  to  do. 
A  two-legged  man  is  so  busy  getting  about  the  world 
that  he  never  has  time  to  sit  down  and  take  a  look 
around  him.  I  tell  you  I  see  more  in  one  hour  as  I 
am  now  than  I  saw  in  all  the  rest  of  my  life  when  I 
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was  sound  and  whole.  Why,  I  could  sit  here  all  day 
long  and  stare  up  at  that  blue  sky,  and  then  go  to  bed 
feeling  that  my  twelve  hours  were  full  and  brimming 
over.  If  I'd  never  seen  anything  in  my  life  b'lt  that 
sky  above  the  old  pine,  I  should  say  at  the  end  Thank 
God  for  that  one  good  look.'" 

"I  can't  understand— I  can't  understand,"  repeated 
Cynthia,  in  a  broken  voice,  though  her  face  shed  a 
clear,  white  beam.  "I  only  know  that  we  are  all  in 
awful  straights,  and  that  to-morrow  is  the  day  when 
I  must  get  up  at  five  o'clock  and  travel  all  the  way 
to  town  to  get  my  sewing." 

He  laid  his  large  pink  hand  on  hers. 

"Why  not  let  Lila  go  for  you  ?" 

"What  I  to  wait  like  a  servant  for  the  bundle  and 
walk  the  streets  all  day— I'd  go  twenty  times  first !" 

"My  dear,  you  needn't  envy  me,"  he  responded, 
patting  her  knotted  hand.  "I  took  less  courage  with 
me  when  I  stormed  my  heights." 
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CHAPTER  X 

Sbntimbntal  and  Otrbkwisb 

In  the  gray  dawn  Cynthia  came  softly  down- 
stairs  and  passing  her  mother's  door  on  tiptoe,  went 
out  mto  the  kitchen  to  begin  preparations  for   her 
early  breakfast.     She   wore  a  severe   black  alpaca 
dress,  made  from  a  cast-off  one  of  her  mother's,  and 
below  her  white  linen  collar  she  had  pinned  a  cameo 
brooch  beanng  the  head  of  Minerva,  which  had  once 
^  Tl^  l\^""*  Susannah.     On  the   bed  upstairs 
she  had  left  her  shawl  and  bonnet  and  a  pair  of  care- 
fully mended  black  silk  mitts,  for  her  monthly  visits 
to  the  httle  country  town  were  endured  with  some- 
thing of  the  frozen  dignity  which  supported  Marie 
Antomette  in  the  tumbrel.    It  was  a  case  where 
family  pnde  was  found  more  potent  than  Christian 
resignation. 

When  she  opened  the  kitchen  door,  with  her  arms 
full  of  resmous  pine  from  the  pile  beside  the  steps 
she  found  that  Tucker  had  risen  before  her  and  w^ 
fumbling  awkwardly  in  the  safe  with  his  single  hand. 
^^     Why.  Uncle  Tucker!"  she  exclaimed  in  surprise 
what  on  earth  has  happened .?" 
Turning  his  cheerful  face  upon  her,  he  motioned  to 
a  httle  wooden  tobacco  box  on  the  bare  table 
"A  nest  full  of  swallows  tumbled  down  my  chimney 
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in  the  n.ght  he  explained,  "and  they  cried  so  loud 
I  couldn  t  sleep,  so  I  thought  I  might  as  well  get  up 
Md  dig  em  a  worm  or  two.  Do  you  hap^n  to 
know  where  a  bit  of  wool  is?" 

h.^^T^'^l^T  ?"'  ^""^^'  °^  kindling-wood  on  the 

eyes.  You  d  much  better  wring  their  necks."  she 
responded  mdiflferently ;  "but  there's  a  basketful 
of  wool  Aunt  Polly  has  just  carded  in  the  closet 

-ni"  v.*  """"'^^  ^*^  y°"  "^*"*««  *°  d^«  yourself?" 

Oh   It  s  wonderful  what  one  hand  can  do  when 

It  8  put  to  It.     Would  you  mind  fastening  my  collar. 

She  glan«5d  over  him  critically,  pulling  his  clothes 
m  place  and  adjusting  a  button  here  and  there      "I 
do  hate  to  see  you  in  this  old  jean  suit."  she  said- 
you  used  to  look  so  nice  in  your  other  clothes." 
With  a  laugh  he  settled  his  empty  sleeve     "Oh 
they  re  good  for  warm  weacher,"  he  responded;  "and 
they  wash  e«isily.  which  is  something.     Think,  too 
what  a  waste  it  would  be  to  dr^ss  half  a  man  in  a 
whole  suit  of  broadcloth." 

"Oh   don't,  don't."  she  protested,  on  the  point  of 

tears,  but  he  smiled  and  patted  her  bowed  shoulder. 

I  got  over  that  long  ago.  honey."  he  said  gently. 

I  kicked  powerful  hard  with  my  one  foot   at  first. 

r^  ^  I*  ^  '^^*^  ™°'*  *  «P«<^k  «  the  face  of 
God  Almighty.  There,  there,  we'll  have  a  fine 
sunnse.  and  I'm  going  out  to  watch  it  from  my  old 

htd'tT^^^   "°"'"   ""'   ^°°^^^«  ^-   -  -«^e 
She  shook  her  head,  smiling  with  misty  eyes. 
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SBNTIMENTAL  AND  OTHERWISE      .„ 
^You-n  tav,  b«.kf«t  with  „.,  I  „ppo„,..  ,fc, 

••A  little." 
yol/'  '  "^"^  °°^^  "•"^  **>  'cobble  along  with 
"Oh  but  you  couldn't,  dear-and  the  womt  of  it 

•tige.    1  get  my  sewing,  and  then  I  eat  mv  lunch  nn 
the  old  church  steps,  and  then  there  areZr  Ztt^ 
hour,  when  I  walk  about  aimlessly  i.TJZr 
And  you  wouldn't  go  to  see  anybody?" 

pat"Vwh^h  ""*  ."P^^hfully,  but  with  the  sym- 
otWthtitso^'"''  """  "'"  ^*"-  »'  '««»« 

wiih^v»  '  Ttt-  t"  *"•  '""•  ^"^'^  '«  Lila  go  in 
cTthTr  .,  ■*  ''°"  '"*^«  »  "'"'«''«  about  her 
Cynthaa;  she  wouldn't  feel  the  strain  of  it  half  /,; 
mttch  as  you  do." 

»,7"i'  'i'*  '"'  "  '"  ''"•    No,  no,  it's  better  as  it  is- 

Z:  oTrl  V"  '"^"^'  with  m"  y^' 
imow.  Old  Jacob  Weatherby  brings  her  back  in 
J"»  wagon.  Christopher  can^  get  off  bn^  t'S 
come  for  me  at  sundown"  " 

It's  a  better  place  than  ours  to-day.  I  reckon." 
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returned  Tucker,  smiling.  "To  an  observer  across 
the  road  I  dare  say  the  odds  would  seem  considerably 
in  his  favour.  I  met  him  in  the  turnpike  last  Sunday 
in  a  brand  new  broadcloth." 

"Oh,  I  can't  bear  to  hear  you,"  returned  Cynthia 
passionately.  "If  we  must  go  to  the  dogs,  for  heaven's 
sake,  let's  go  remembering  that  we  are  Blakes— or 
Corbins,  if  you  like." 

"Bless  your  heart,  child,  I'd  just  as  lief  remember 
I  was  a  Blake~or  even  a  Weatherby,  for  that  matter 
Why,  Jacob  Weatherby's  grandfather  was  an  honest 
seU-respecting  tiller  of  the  soil  when  mine  used  to 
fish  his  necktie  out  of  the  punch-bowl  every  Saturday 
night,  people  said." 

She  lifted  her  black  skirt  above  her  knees,  and 
pmned  it  tightly  at  her  back  with  a  large  safety  pin 
she  had  taken  from  her  bosom.  Then  kneeling  on 
the  hearth,  she  laid  the  knots  of  resinous  pine  on  a 
crumpled  newspaper  in  the  great  stone  fireplace. 

"I  don't  mind  your  picking  flaws  in  me,"  she  said 
dryly,  "but  I  do  wish  you  would  let  my  great  grand- 
father rest  in  hu?  grave.    He's  about  all  I 've  got." 

"Well,  I  beg  his  pardon  for  speaking  the  truth 
about  him,"  returned  Tucker  penitently;  "and  now 
my  swallows  are  so  noisy  I  must  stop  their  mouths." 
He  went  out  humming  a  tune,  while  Cynthia  hung 
the  boiler  from  the  crane  and  mixed  the  corn-meal 
dough  in  a  wooden  tray. 

When  breakfast  was  on  the  table  Lila  appeared 
with  a  reproachful  face,  hurriedly  knotting  her 
kerchief  as  she  entered. 

"Oh,  Cynthia,  you  p  omised  to  let  me  get  break- 
fast,"   she    said.     "Mother   was    very    restless    all 


SENTIMENTAL  AND  OTHERWISE      ,,3 

night— she  dreamed  that  she  was  beinir  m«r«-.^ 
•gain-so  I  slept  too  late  -  ^     """'^  °^*' 

miii'd^Ub^TireTcL'  "? ^'^''''  *"^  ^  ^^^"'^ 
..A,,  *  up.    Are  you  ready  to  go?" 

/r-«J /^u^^  °*y    ****•"     Ycwning   slightly     she 
thaf  wt^'uTt  Tha^f  t  "P  Her'clusferil'g  hil 
TnViJ«  M,    ,t        "^^  ^"^^'  *^*"  Christopher's 

lm.„j  r  •         "^'^  *^**«^  «yes  held  a  peculiar 

n«a  none   of  the   heaviness   of  jaw  whirh   mo««J 
he  symmetry  of  hi,.    A  little  CJmi^brd' 

As  she  passed  the  window  on  her  wav  f«  ♦»,-  ♦  ui 

Why    here's  Uncle  Tucker  sitting  on  the  ground  " 
she  said;  "he  must  be  crajy."  "">«  ground, 

Cynthia  was  pouring  the  hastUy  made  coff«  f™^ 
«»^t«ming  hoiie.  and  she  didLtw^" JX 

"You'd  better  go  out  and  help  him  uo     He'. 
^Sy7™  ^°^  ^°^^  -^"°-  * '^t  feu  Iwn^'hi: 
"Well,  of  all  the  ideas !"  exclaimed  Lila   lauehincr 

^tt^r^i^.^h^r''""^'- --"«---'-" . 

A  half-hour  later,  when  fii«  «,«„i 
ru^^4.     u       ,    '  ^*'  wnen  ine  meal  was  over  anH 

womSont  ?T  °"'  *°  '"•  ^'"W^'  ""  two 
the  hall.  As  they  passed  Mrs.  Blake's  door  sZ 
•woke  and  called  out  sharply  ''"' 
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^jCyuthi«.l.th«ty«n.?    What  «•  you  d<«ng  up  » 

th^oW*   ^""^   **   **'**^    •ttention   on    *h« 
'Tm  going  to  the  Morruons'.   mother,  to  spend 

n^    *!;  .    J^  ^^^'^  ^  *°^**  y°"  Mi«  Martha  had 
promiaed  to  teach  me  that  new  fancy  .titch." 

But.  my  dear,  surely  it  it  bad  manners  to  arrive 

before  eleven  o'clock.    I   remember  once   when   I 

was  a  girl  that  we  went  over  to  Meadow  Hall  before 

ten  m  the  morning,  and  found  old  Mrs.  Dudley  just 

puttmg  on  her  company  cap." 

"But  they  begged  me  to  come  to  breakfast,  dear." 
♦  1,  «  ?!?*^^  *^h»nK«'  of  course;  but  be  sure  to 
take  Mrs.  Momson  a  jar  of  the  green  tomato  catchup. 
You  know  she  always  fancied  it." 

"Yes.  yes;  good-by  till  evening." 

She  moved  on  hurriedly,  her  clumsy  shoes  creakine 
on  the  bare  planks,  and  a  moment  afterward  as  the 
door  closed  behind  them  they  passed  out  into  the 

thTniTfi  iT'  ®f^°"^  *^"  whitewashed  fence 
the  old  field  was  silvered  by  the  heavy  dew,  and 
above  ,t  the  great  pine  towered  like  a  burnished 
a^  upon  the  western  sky.  To  the  eastward  a 
sohtary  thrush  was  singing-a  golden  voice  straight 
from  out  the  stmrise. 

'This  is  worth  getting  up  for!"  said  Lila,  with  a 
long  joyful  breath;  and  she  broke  into  a  tender 
carollmg  as  spontaneous  as  the  bird's.  The  bloom 
of  the  summer  was  in  her  face,  and  as  she  moved 
wth  her  buoyant  step  along  the  red  clay  road  she  was 
hke  a  rare  flower  blown  lightly  by  the  wind.  To 
Cynthia  s    narrowed    eyes    she    seemed,    indeed,    a 
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heroine  descended  from  old  romance-t  maiden  tn 

man  m  iMt  arrive  a  noble  destiny.  That  LUa  at 
the  end  of  her  twenty^  ye.,.  .^Zld  haJe  IZi^ 

«tte  with  fate  would  have  appeared  to  her  impoMibto 
-«  .mpoesib le  «  the  transformation  of  ;S^ 
Wea.herby  mto  the  fairy  prince.  ^      '  ^^ 

•ewin^f^"!!;  '^'^  ""^^^^y*  •»»»'*»"*  »»•'  «>«ndle  of 
•ewmg  from  one  arm  to  the  other;  "there's  a  wa«» 
tummg  from  the  branch  road  "  '"*"»•  •'^•«on 

an?*''  ♦I!^  "'^''*^  ^^'  ^"*  *>«»<»  b«yond  the  gate 
•nd  as  they  rounded  the  long  curve    hidden  hJ 
honey-locusts    a  Hcrht  -««-»  nidden  by 

Father's  rheumatism  is  so  bad  he  couMn'f  — ♦ 

ra^T'-s'^rr^'  rV*  brJl^tteVoT 

over  T^LZj    ^K'^  ^  ^'^  *°  *»^«  *h«  btitter 

h1  ;JJ  ♦    r      1"*'^^*  "^^^  y°"  *h«  five  miles  " 
He  spoke  to  Cynthia,  and  she  drew  back  stiffly. 

It  is  a  pleasant  day  for  a  walk."  she  returned  dryly 
But  Its  gomg  to  be  hot."  he  urged;  "I  can  teU 
by  the  way  the  sun  licks  up  the  dew  "    A  f^u 
branch  of  the  honey.locustU^.„'T,  fa^.td^ 

s^li^i^K^^j;::^^  'i 

i««,«i-    t       T^.  y°"'     °*  added  wistfullv 

^T<s.7;rge'tir  "^  ^°^^  ^°  ^^^  ^°-^'  ^^^ 

••ThI';ror?K  ^  ff.*^'"^'  Cynthia."  Lila  perauaded 
Think  of  the  walking  you  have  to  do  in  towi." 
As  J,m  Weatherby  glanced  up  brightly  from  the 
strap  he  was  fastening,  the  smile\n  his  blue  ey^wts 
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like  a  loog  of  love;  and  when  the  girl  met  it  the  heard 
again  the  wlitary  thntah  tinging  in  the  lunrite. 
"You  will  come  ?"  he  pleaded,  and  thit  time  he  looked 
•tratght  at  her. 

"Well,  I  reckon  I  will,  if  you're  going  anyway." 
■aid  Cynthia  at  latt;  "and  if  I  drive  with  you  there'll 
be  no  ute  for  Lila  to  go-  «he  can  ttay  with  mother." 

"But  mother  doctn't  need  me."  taid  Lila,  in 
antwer  to  Jim't  wittful  tye»;  "and  ift  tuch  a  lovely 
day— after  getting  up  to  early  I  don't  want  to  tUy 
indoort."  ' 

Without  a  word  Jim  held  out  hit  hand  to  Cynthia, 
and  the  climbed,  with  unbending  dignity,  to  the 
driver't  teat.  "You  know  you've  got  that  drett  to 
turn,  Lila,"  the  taid,  at  the  tettled  her  ttiff  tkirt 
primly  over  her  knees. 

"1  c<m  do  it  when  I  get  home,"  answered  Lila, 
laying  her  hand  on  the  young  man't  arm  and  ttepping 
upon  the  wheel.    "Where  thall  I  tit,  Jim?" 

Cynthia  turned  and  looked  at  her  coldly. 

"You'd  be  more  comfortable  in  that  chair  at  the 

back,"  the  tuggetted.  and  Lila  tat  down  obediently 

in  the  little  tplit-bottomed  chair  between  a  brown 

stone  jar  of  butter  and  a  batket  filled  with  new-laid 

eggt.    The  girl  folded  her  white  hands  in  the  lap  of 

her    faded   mutlin   and   listened   patiently  to  the 

pleatant   condetcension  in   Cynthia't   voice  at  the 

ditcutted  the  belated  planting  of  the  cropt.    At  the 

tpring  wagon  rolled  in  the  shade  of  the  honey-locutts 

between  the  great  tobacco  fields,  striped  with  vivid 

green,  the  June  day  filled  the  younger  sister's  eyes 

with  a  radiance  that  seemed  but  a  reflection  of  its 

own  perfect  beauty.     Not  once  did  her  lover  turn  from 
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nw  road  with  the  delicaU.  .hadowinr  of  the  locmu 

™™.  .^^   ""V"  •"'«'"  "'"'*"  that  gr.du.Uy  tto 
^^  .tavotioo  of  h«  old  pUym...  ^.d  ^^L  to 

^  IhLTV       t!"  '"  "^  ^  '""•  'he  homely 
•»U  •bout  her.     The  .tern  claM.di,,i„etioM  which 

^yJ^ZZ  T'^-  ?^"""*  •«"'■»'  the  friend  J 
•»w  noi  at  all.  She  remembered  none  of  the  rl»t 
F«d«.r  the  old  Bl.k.  power  of  rule,  Jd  tht  .t,S^ 
of  pUMt  mducretion.  wd  powdered  *fai,r.«r^ 
^  «  worthleu  ..  the  moth^.te„  satin  r^^S 
^rf^he  g^  She  l„v«.  the  famih„  ^oun Try 
^Mren    the  making  of  fresh  butter,  wd  honert 

te.  poverty  m  which  they  lived,  .he  might  e«Uy 
wZ  ^  "•'  P"^"  ""PP^*"  O"  'he  Uttle  ^^ 
^?hi!t;'rT""  "'*'•'•  '«°"'«^  ambition  tS 
^mtt  ^"r*^  ""  "  unconcerned  as  w  J 

hin^vS  VJ    ™'^,<»"^"»  °«  her  imagination 
•The  tob«:co  looks  well,"  Cynthia  was  saying  in 
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h«f  formal  tones:  "all  it  needs  now  ii  a  rain  to  start 
it  growing  You've  got  youm  all  in  by  now.  I 
■uppoae." 

"Oh,  yei;  mine  was  put  in  before  Chriitopher'i." 
responded  Jim,  feeling  instantly  that  the  woman 
beside  him  flinched  at  his  unconscious  use  of  her 
brcMher's  name. 

"He  it  always  late,"  she  remarked  with  forced 
politeness,  and  the  conversation  dragged  until  they 
reached  the  cross-roads  and  she  climbed  into  the  stage. 
"Be  sure  to  hurry  back,"  were  her  last  words  as 
she  rumbled  off;  and  when,  in  looking  over  her 
shoulder  at  the  first  curve,  she  saw  Lila  lift  her 
beaming  eyes  to  Jim  Weatherby's  face,  the  protest 
of  all  the  dust  in  the  old  graveyard  was  in  the  groan 
that  hovered  on  her  lips.  She  herself  would  have 
crucified  her  happiness  with  her  own  loyal  hands 
rather  than  have  dishonoured  by  so  much  as  an 
unspoken  hope  the  high  excellences  inscribed  upon 
the  tombstones  of  those  mouldered  dead. 

In  her  shabby  black  dress,  with  her  heavy  bundle 
under  her  arm,  she  passed,  a  lonely,  pathetic  figure, 
through  the  streets  of  the  little  town.  The  strange 
smells  fretted  her,  the  hot  bricks  tired  her  feet,  and 
the  jarring  noises  confused  her  hazy  ideas  of  direction. 
On  the  steps  of  the  old  church,  where  she  ate  her 
lunch,  she  found  a  garrulous  blind  beggar  with  whom 
she  divided  her  slender  meal  of  bacon  and  corn- 
bread.  After  a  moment's  hesitation,  she  bought  a 
couple  of  bananas  for  a  few  cents  from  a  fruit-stand 
at  the  comer,  and  coming  back,  gave  the  larger  one 
to  the  beggar  who  sat  complaining  in  the  sun.  Then, 
withdrawing  to  a  conventional  distance  in  the  shadow 
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V.WCI.  r.t.l.  down  th.  .ir«°  .T,  ,,.  'J"  •""'^' 
up  (or  h.r  «  th,  old  chi^h  Iud.  V"""  '^" 
tlut  with  h.r  fir.t  ,igh  o(  relief  .^  ^"T  "  *"• 
re.lii.lion  th.t  throu,h  dl  th. .,!  .  Z"'"  '°  "" 
burden  w„  .hemroV^luuClt:'''; *":"••' 

.rr,:ir7r-'-'H-rnV::;:r 

•tore,  where  a  group  otZnwJ^?^  ^^^  "^"'^ 
them  Cynthia  mw  thi  fi^  f  '°««Pn«-  Among 
habit,  ^o    a.  the  .taJlTu^'i  *  «^'^  ^"  •  "^»«« 

long  black .  "rt  i'd^2rhi:?ii';rH''"^"p  »»- 

•peak  to  8om«  rJ/li:  .  ^  ^°  '*^«  roadside  to 

vVhtcSe  ^'  ^^°  '^^^^^  '^"l  »««ted  in  the 

That    Christopher's   eyes    followed    fK- 
figure  in  its  finely  fitting  habit  ctT^'      \-  *?''^"' 
a  sudden  jealous  panrLectL^r  T"^"^  ""''^ 
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stumbled  in  reaching  the  ground,  and  the  girl  with  a 
kindly  movement  turned  to  help  her. 

"I  hope  you  aren't  hurt,"  she  said  in  crisp,  dear* 
cut  tones;  but  the  elder  woman,  recovering  herself 
with  an  effort,  passed  on  after  an  ungracious  bow. 

When  she  reached  Christopher  he  was  still  standing 
motionless  beside  the  wagon,  and  at  her  first  words 
he  started  like  one  awaking  from  a  pleasant  day- 
dream. 

"So  you  came,  after  all,"  he  remarked  in  an 
absent-minded  manner. 

"Of  course  I  came."  She  wa-  onscious  that  she 
almost  snapped  the  reply.  "Did  you  expect  me  to 
spend  the  night  in  town  ?" 

"In  town?  H&rdly."  He  laughed  gaily  as  he 
helped  her  into  the  wagon;  then,  with  the  reins  in  his 
hands,  he  turned  for  a  last  glance  at  the  stage. 
"Why,  what  did  you  think  I  was  waiting  for?" 

"What  you  are  waiting  for  now  is  more  to  the 
purpose,"  she  retorted,  pressing  her  fingers  upon  her 
aching  temples.  "The  afterglow  is  fading;  come, 
get  in." 

Without  a  word  he  seated  himself  beside  her,  and 
as  he  touched  the  horses  lightly  with  the  whip  the 
wagon  rolled  between  the  green  tobacco  fields. 

"How  delicious  the  wild  grape  is!"  exclaimed 
Cynthia,  drawing  her  breath,  "I  hope  the  horses 
aren't  tired.     Have  they  been  at  the  plough  ?" 

"Not  since  dinner  time."  It  was  clear  that  his 
mind  was  still  abstracted,  and  he  kept  his  face 
turned  toward  the  pale  red  line  that  lingered  on  the 
western  horizon. 

"This  is  a  queer  kind  of  life,"  he  said  presently, 
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-orld  a™  X  like     r.;'","''"  '^•"'  •"  "« 

otared?    At  you?" 

her.  that  his  heavy  hair^,^  »» t«raed  h«  face  toward 

head,  giwng  fc  ;:„  hij*  tv^Lrr ""  'r 

8tran£elv     Af  ♦»,-  •    *  """7  ^o<>«  that  became  him 

«»t^^the^,Li'rw?it«tr "  '";^'"*«- 

"Why.  she  thought  IwL  J™/        '°t^'- 

gl^^^JT'^-    "»*'  •«"'"  fi'W  her  like  a 
f  Zse^As'^^^""""''  '°  "M'"  'he  added  afte^ 

heLratsht'^XTk^:-^"^'  *^  "'"  ^-  ''"^-^ 
About  me,  do  you  mean?" 

cyn^hrc^uy'^^  :rrti„rr  ^r  •"  ^--^^ 

pose  they  noticed  n,Z!^  ^?  uu^  °"*'  '°  ^  ^^'^'^  »"P- 

seen  that  man  l^Llf ^k V    Th^    '"'^ 

stumbled,    and   that   ml^  *  ^^  ""^^^  ^ 

.    ana    tfiat    made    me    catch    the    next: 
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•Where?'  her  friend  asked  her  quickly,  and  she 
answered " 

There  was  a  pause,  in  which  the  warm  dusk  was 
saturated  with  the  fragrance  of  the  grape  blonomt 
on  the  fence. 

"She  answered  ?"  repeated  Christopher  slowly. 

Cynthia  looked  up  and  down  the  road,  and  then 
gave  the  words  as  if  they  were  a  groan: 

"In  my  dreams." 
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THE  TEMPTATION 

CHAPTER  1 

Th.  Romancb  That  Might  Hav.  Bmh 

"WriTH  July  there  came  a  long  rain    and  in 
VV       he  bnm  of  sunshine  which  fol  owe2    t 

.traight  ^    tTJotirX  ;'l  «P   ."nelnd' 
tropical  «,«„■  "*  **•  '""'•"Pe  »  a  rich. 

fran*^!  "^•.'«"«v%  the  numerous  "su^w" 

PuUcduater  would  be  aUow^  toirTkn*,  ^^ 

fidd'%'l!f*  ,*°^«  -^l  "^y  "o"  in   hi.  own 
neid.  felt  the  clear  summer  dawn  break  a^  v- 

the   golden   noon   gather   to    fS  ^    !!^  •".?" 
eommg   night    envdoo    fcim    tu  '    "*   *•"* 

Living,    as^e  ZZ  Si  to  th    "^   "'^• 
self  akin  to  the  str,^  ,  .  *''*   '*^'''   ^^^ 

thtogs.     "P"*^'""  °f  the  large  freedom  of  natural 

It  was  an  unusuaUy  hot  day  in  mid-August-th. 
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time  of  the  harvest  moon  and  of  the  dreaded 
tobacco  fly— that  he  came  home  at  the  dinner 
hour  to  find  Cynthia  standing,  spent  and  pale, 
beside  the  well. 

"The  sun  is  awful,  Christopher;  I  don't  see  how 
you  bear  it—but  ii  makes  your  hair  the  colour  of 
ripe  wheat. " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mind  the  sun, "  he  answered,  laughing 
as  he  wiped  the  sweat  from  his  face  and  stooped  for 
a  drink  from  the  tilted  bucket.  'Tra  too  much 
taken  up  just  now  with  fighting  those  confounded 
tobacco  flies.  They  were  as  tnick  as  thieves  last 
night.  •• 

"Uncle  Boaz  is  going  to  send  the  little  darkies 
out  to  hunt  them  at  sundown,"  rettimed  Cynthia. 
"I've  promised  them  an  apple  for  every  one  they 
catch. " 

Her  gaze  wandered  over  the  broad  fields,  rich  in 
promise,  and  she  added  after  a  moment,  "Fletcher's 
crop  has  come  on  splendidly." 

"The  roore's  the  pity." 

Pot  a  long  breath  she  looked  at  him  in  silence— 
at  the  massive  figure,  the  face  burned  to  the  colour 
of  terra-cotta,  the  thick,  wheaten-brown  hair- 
then,  with  an  imptilsive  gesture,  she  spoke  in  her 
wonderful  voice,  which  held  so  many  possibilities 
of  passion: 

"I  didn't  tell  you,  Christopher,  that  I'd  found 
out  the  name  of  the  giri  at  the  cross-roads.  She 
went  away  the  day  afterward  and  just  got  back 
yesterday. " 

Something  in  her  tone  made  the  young  man  look 
up  quickly,  his  face  paling  beneath  the  sunburn. 
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hou».  nanihly,  as  he  went  into  tb* 

wol^g^.i:"n  h""""  "•  ""■"■««  '»  "»  «•>* 
fa  their  rank^L^L-  ^  P"*"*''  "^i"  <»«P 

for  the  hidden   "™S«r,"^ZI'  .t*  ^  ""^^ 

the  tender  top,  and  thi  .^^  '*  '^°^^  ^^'» 

on  hi,  ba«d  h«d  *^ ""  ™°"^«  *"'•  ftll 

■*«>>md  him  the  land«a~  M,.rt,  ni,. 
««.  over  which  the  J^  T^i^  '*'  *?  ""•^'» 
P»Ming  wave.,  begin^Httki^  7?  "^P'*^  " 
the  «d  day  road'Z^Ul^!  "f  '»"  '"tin* 
d«I»r  green  of  the  far^Z!  'V  "^  "» 
•    taU    pink   bloMom   ^1"^'    "T*  •""  ">«« 

*"«  «»  deep  and  n^keTXJty  to  air,"*"   f 
winmer  wind.  "wwiy  to  and  fro  m  the 
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When  at  lait  the  nin  dropped  behind  the  distant 
wood  and  a  red  flame  licked  at  the  weitera  doudt. 
he  still  lingered  on,  dreaming  idly,  while  his  hands 
followed  their  accustomed  task.     Big  green  moths 
hovered  presently  around  him,  seeking  the  deep  rosy 
tubes  of  the  clustered  flowers,  and  alighting  finaUy 
to    leave    their    danger-breeding    eggs    under    the 
drooping    leaves.    The   sound   of   laughter  floated 
suddenly   from    the    small     negro    children,    who 
were  pursuing  the  tobacco  flies  between  the  furrows. 
He  1    d  ceased  from  his  work,  and  come  out  into 
the  little  path  that  trailed  along  the  edge  of  the 
field,  when  he  saw  a  woman's  figure,  in  a  gown 
coloured  like  April  flowers,  pass  from  the  new  road 
over  the   loosened    fence-rails.      For   a   breathless 
instant  he  wavered  in  the  path;  then  turning  squarely, 
he  met  her  questioning  look  with  indifferent  eyes. 
The  new  romance  had  shriveUed  at  the  first  touch 
of  the  old  hatred. 

Maria,  holding  her  skirt  above  her  ruffled  petti- 
coat, stood  midway  of  the  little  trail,  a  single  tobacco 
blossom  waving  over  her  leghorn  hat.  She  was 
no  longer  the  pale  giri  who  had  received  Carraway 
with  so  composed  a  bearing,  for  her  face  and  her 
gown  were  now  coloured  deUcately  with  an  April 
bloom. 

"I  foUowed  the  new  road,"  she  explained,  smiling, 
"and  all  at  once  it  ended  at  the  fence.  Where  can 
I  take  it  up  again?" 

He  regarded  her  gravely.  "The  only  way  you 
can  take  it  up  again  is  to  go  back  to  it, "  he  answered. 
"It  doesn't  cross  my  land,  you  know,  and~I  beg 
your  pardon— but  I  don't  care  to  have  you  do  so. 
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will  very  likely 


Beside,  .uining  your  dre«.  yo« 

bruiie  my  tobacco/'  ^  , 

He  had  never  in  hii  life  stood  rtn^  #« 
who  wore  perfumed  ««« J!  IT  *®  •  '^^"•n 
once.  th.t  C  fXTTw.  •  j;?^  '^  '•'*•  •'^  •» 
Delicate  a.  it  w«  T7o«!^  fJ"'  ***  ^  *>«««• 
drink.  '  ^'  '°""**  »*  he*<Jy.  like  rtrong 

th:';rlX"'"^^'°-^°^^«'-ce...«|d 

•'Xrary/ri:if:,P<^-o^^ 
hurt  8o.  ••  ^*''  **  ''"'^  "  •  child.     It 

^I'^T^  ^"  *'**^  impatiently. 

sHoJJnnlr^  t  la^  ZZ  '^•^.  '^'^^  ^- 
are  on  the  other  ride^and    "      t  P'*"**'*  ^•'k. 
-taught  to  warn"o1rr^"^^T..?-"  '''  ^-"<^ 
''^m  1  a  trespasser?" 

dainty  elegwee^  "^'^  ""^  """X  •»  W 

enough  to  v«p  Z  Z  '^ eSll/r  u^,'?""'' 

AUIi«kofy„uU,„3tayo„theotherside." 


I 


Ii 


«!• 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


"And  if  I  don't  ?••  the  quMtioned,  her  spirit  flaring 
up  to  match  wHh  his.  "and  if  I  don't?" 

AU  the  natural  womanhood  within  her  responded 
to  the  appeal  o/  his  superb  manhood ;  aU  the  fastidious 
refinement  with  which  she  was  overlaid  was  alive 
to  the  rustic  detaUs  which  marred  the  fimshed  whole 
—to  the  streak  of  earth  across  his  forehead,  to  the 
coarseness  of  hU  Ul-fitting  clothes,  to  the  tobacco 
juice  staining  his  finger  nails  bright  green. 

On  his  side,  the  lady  of  his  dreams  had  shrunken 
to  a  witch;  and  he  shook  his  head  again  in  an  effort 
to  dispel  the  sweetness  that  so  strangely  moved  him. 
"In  that  case  you  will  meet  the  hounds  one  day 
•ad  get  your  dress  badly  torn.  I  fear." 
"And  bitten,  probably." 
"Probably." 

"Well,  I  don't  think  it  would  be  worth  it,"  said 
the  girl,  in  a  quiver  of  indignation.  "If  I  can  help 
it,  I  shall  never  set  my  foot  on  your  land  again. " 

"The  wisest  thing  you  can  do  is  to  keep  off."  he 
retorted 

Turning,  with  an  angry  movement,  she  walked 
rapidly  to  the  fence,  heedless  of  the  poisonous  oak 
along  the  way;  and  Christopher,  passing  her  with 
a  single  step,  lowered  the  topmost  rails  that  she 
might  cross  over  the  more  ea^y. 

"Thank  you."  she  said  sUffly,  as  she  reached  the 
other  side. 

"It  was  a  pleasure."  he  responded,  in  the  tone 
his  father  might  have  used  when  in  full  Grecian 
dress  at  the  fancy  ball. 

"You  mean  it  is  a  pleasure  to  assist  in  getting 
rid  of  me?" 


WHAT  MIGHT  HAVE  BEEN 


"What   I   mean   do«ni't   mAttm,"  k 
Irritably,  «nd  add«d  'm^  w *"*"•'•     *>•  •wwtrad 
bodyeli^r    ^**^*    '  '^  to  Ood  yo«  w.«  any. 

hid'th!:^,:?;  '^^•"  -"^  '*-»  ^^^  -^-^r  m  h. 

.'Y^"'''"J*han?',hea.ked. 
hi.  rude  rimpUdt'y^^'"  '*  •""''"•*^*  "^^^^  i«to 
;;AndyottUkedmethen?" 

How  da«  your- .he  cried, 
wen,   I  fhaa't  do  it   AMm  ••  i^ 
iawlently.  ****"•     ^e  aMurad  her 

hate  me."  "^  '"  """^  *'>y  y<~  begM,  to 

Maria,  on  the  other  aide  w&iir.^  -i  »  ^ 
along  the  new  road  t^t'  ^  it"'^^  homeward 
Her  lip  trembled^H  wV  .  *°*^**^  "^  •hruptly. 
dust,  fhe  mnp^TC^T^^  '"^  ^^  ^^ 
of  emotioT  It  anl^?  V  !i;''P™~  ^^  ^  hint 
«n-     It  angered  her  that  he  had  had  the 
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power  to  provoke  her  to.  and  for  the  moment  the 
encounter  leemed  to  liave  bereft  her  of  her  leit 
shreds  of  womanly  reserve.  It  was  as  If  a  itronR 
wind  had  blown  over  her.  laying  her  bosom  bare. 
and  she  flushed  at  the  knowledge  that  he  had  heard 
the  fhitterinf  of  her  breath  and  seen  the  indignant 
teare  gather  to  her  eyes— he  a  boorish  stranger  who 
hated  her  because  of  her  name.  For  the  first  time 
in  her  life  she  had  run  straight  against  an  impreg- 
nable prejudice—had  felt  her  feminine  charm  in- 
effectual against  a  stern  masculine  resistance.  She 
was  at  the  age  when  the  artificial  often  outweighs 
the  real — when  the  superficial  manner  with  a  woman 
is  apt  to  be  misunderstood,  and  so  to  her  Christopher 
Blake  now  appeared  stripped  even  of  his  physical 
comeliness:  the  interview  had  left  her  with  an 
impression  of  mere  vulgar  inciviUty. 

As  she  entered  the  house  she  met  Fletcher  passing 
through  the  haU  with  the  mail-bag  in  his  hand,  and 
a  little  later,  while  she  sat  in  a  big  chair  by  her 
chamber  window,  Miss  Saidie  came  in  and  laid  a 
letter  in  her  lap. 

"It's  from  Mr.  Wyudham,  I  think,  Maria.  Shall 
I  light  a  candle  r' 

"Not  yet;  it  is  so  warm  I  like  the  twilight." 

"But  won't  you  read  the  letter?" 

"Oh,  presently.    There's  time  enough." 

Miss  Saidie  came  to  the  mndow  and  leaned  out 
to  sniff  the  climbing  roses,  her  shapeless  figure 
outUned  against  the  purple  dusk  spangled  with 
fireflies.  Her  presence  irritated  the  girt,  who 
stirred  restlessly  in  her  chair. 

"Is  he  coming.  Maria,  do  you  think?" 
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"U  I  let  him—jTM." 

"And  fM  WMU  to  mftrry  you?' 

Oh,  he  lovn  me  for  what  l«n'>  #•..  ••  .u 

Sim  ,f  you  CAf.  for  him,  de«r-__" 
•  don  t  know — I  don't  knnw  •■  ..m  u    ■ 

"1  wo.  »  .         «n"Kntennient   of   Miss  Saidie 

iTcl  Tl.""?*' ,"""'"  "^y-^^-    When  I  cot  Jk 
«~w  vu^aT    VT  •?'  i'*^  '  ^'•^  »*-™^.  and   o 

'7No7t'^;'::ir'^^'^''^^^^^"^°^^ 

^°!?^V^''*V'  '  *^^"°*  ^hen  I'm  here."  ' 

Then  why  not  go  away?    Don't  think  of  us-  we 

can  get  along  as  we  used  to  do  "  *  "^  "».  we 

tJ'\^?'^  '^'"^  °^  y^'"  -aid  the  girl.     -I  don't 

selfish  to  the  core,  and  I  know  it."  ^  "" 

But  you  do  love  Jack  Wyndham?" 
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you,  word  for  word,  what  is  in  it  before  I  break 
the  seal.  Six  months  ago  I  went  into  a  flutter  at 
the  sight  of  his  handwriting.  Six  months  before 
that  I  was  madly  in  love  with  Dick  Bright— and  six 

months  from  to-day Oh,  well,  I  suppose  I  really 

haven't  much  heart  to  know — and  if  I  ever  care  for 
anybody  it  must  be  for  Jack— that's  positive." 

Standing  beside  the  lighted  candle  on  the  bureau, 
she  read  the  letter  twice  over,  and  then  turning 
away,  wrote  her  answer  kneeling  beside  the  big 
chair  at  the  window. 
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CHAPTER  II 

Thb  Romance  That  Was 

Waking  in  the  night  she  said  again.     "I   love 
him  to  distraction."  and  slipping  under  ihe  di^ 

^ftit  on  the  bureau.  The  full  light  of  the  harvest 
moon  was  m  the  room-a  light  so  soft  that  it  lay 
like  a  yellow  fluid  upon  the  floor.  It  seemed  almost 
as  If  one  might  stoop  and  fill  the  open  palms 

She  found  the  letter  thrown  carelessly  upon  the 
r  •^cushion  and  holding  it  to  her  lips.  pauseS  a  mo- 
l.^  ^  .*  the  window,  looking  beyond  the  shaven 
lawn  and  t  e  clustered  oaks  to  where  the  tobacco 
fields  ay  golden  beneath  the  moon.  It  was  such 
a  night  as  seemed  granted  by  some  kindly  deity  for 
the  fuimment  of  lovers'  vows,  and  the  girl,  stand- 
ing  beside  the  open  window,  grew  suddenly  sad.  as 

Ts^Lr^^f  ""U  "^''^^  "^'^  '^'  knowledge  that  it 
IS  not  life.     When  presently  she  went  back  to  bed 
It  was  to  he  sleepless  until  dawn,  with  the  love  letter 
held  tightly  in  her  hands. 
The  next  day  a  restlessness  like  that    of    fever 

worked  m  her  blood,  and  she  ran  from  turret  to 

basement  of  the  roomy  old  house,  calling  Will  to 

come  and  help  her  find  amusement. 
"Play  ball  with  me.  Will."  she  said;  "I  feel  as  if 

I  were  a  child  to-day." 

'35 


136 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


r      !1 


i 

■i 
J 
t 


•  Oh.  It's  no  fun  playing  with  a  girl."  replied  the 
boy;  "besides.  I  am  goinp  fishing  in  the  river  with 
Zebbadee  Blake;  I  shan't  be  back  till  supper."  and 
shouldering  his  fishing-rod  he  flung  off  with  his  can 
of  worms. 

Miss  Saidie  was  skimming  big  pans  of  milk  in  the 
spnng-house,  and  Maria  watched  her  idly  for  a  time, 
growing  suddenly  impatient  of  the  leisurely  way  in 
which  the  spoon  travelled  under  the  yellow  cream. 

"I  don't  see  how  you  can  be  so  fond  of  it,"  she 
said  at  last. 

"Lord,  child,  I  never  could  abide  dairy  work" 
responded  Miss  Saidie.  setting  the  skimmed  pan 
aside  and  carefully  lifting  another  from  the  flat 
stones  over  which  a  stream  of  water  trickled. 

"And  yet  you've  done  nothing  else  all  your  long 
life,"  wondered  Maria. 

"When  it  comes  to  doing  a  thing  in  this  world," 
returned  the  little  woman,  removing  a  speck  of 
dust  from  the  cream  with  the  point  of  the  spoon. 
"I  don't  ask  myself  whether  I  like  it  or  not,  but 
what's  the  best  way  to  get  it  done.  I've  spent 
sixty  years  doing  things  I  wasn't  fond  of,  and  I 
don't  reckon  I'm  any  the  less  happy  for  having 
done  'em  well." 

"But  I  should  be,"  asserted  Maria,  and  then, 
with  her  white  parasol  over  her  bared  head,  she 
started  for  a  restless  stroll  along  the  old  road  under 
the  great  chestnuts. 

She  had  reached  the  abandoned  ice-pond,  and  was 
picking  her  way  carefully  in  the  shadow  of  the  trees, 
when  the  baying  of  a  pack  of  hounds  in  full  cry 
broke  on  her  ears,  and  with  the    nervous    tremor 
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she  had  awodated  from  childhood  with  the  wund. 
she  stopped  short  in  the  road  and  waited  anxioush^ 
for  the  hunt  to  pass.  Even  as  she  hesitate^  fS 
m  tmaguiation  aU  the  blind  terror  of  the  pS^Tt^ 
and  determined  to  swing  into  a  chestnut  biugh  in 
case  of  an  approach,  a  small  animal  darled  suddenly 
from  around  the  bend  in  the  sunken  road,  and  an 

from    the    cover.     For   a    single    breath    the   girl 
droppmg  her  parasol,  looked  at  the  lowered  branch- 

W  .  and  she  saw  that  it  was  a  little  yellow  dog. 
with  hanging  red  tongue  and  eyes  bulging  in  terror 

doubled  for  a  moment  in  its  anguish,   and  th^ 

bird    fled  to  the  shelter  of  Maria's  skirts.     Quick 
as  a  heart-beat  the  girl's  personal  fears  had  vaniSied 
and  as  an  almost  savage  instinct  of  battle  awoke 
m  her.  she  stooped  with  a  protecting    movement 

W^'  r.     f  *^'  ''"^^  ^°«^  ^'°"^  '^^  ^'^und.  held 

A  moment  before  her  limbs  had  shaken  at  the 
distant  cnes;  now  facing  the  immediate  presence  of 
the  danger,  she  felt  the  rage  of  her  pity  flow  like 
an  infusion  of  strong  blood  through  her  veins.  Until 
they  dashed  her  to  the  ground  she  knew  that  she 

JThead  *'°^'*'"^  '""^   ^^*^   "'~*"'*   *^^« 

Like  a  wave  the  pack  broke  instantly  upon  her 
forang  her  back  against  the  body  of  the  chStnut.' 
and  tearing  her  dress,  at  the  first  blow,  from  her 
bosom  to  the  ground.     She  had  felt  their  weight 
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upon  her  breast,  their  hot  breath  full  in  her  face, 
when,  in  the  midst  of  the  confused  noises  in  her 
ears,  she  heard  a  loud  oath  that  rang  out  like  a 
shot,  followed  by  the  strokes  of  a  rawhide  whip 
on  living  flesh.  So  close  came  the  lash  that  the 
curling  end  smote  her  cheek  and  left  a  thin  flame 
from  ear  to  mouth.  The  lessening  sounds  became 
all  at  once  like  the  silence;  and  when  the  hounds, 
beaten  back,  slunk,  whimpering,  to  heel,  she  lowered 
her  eyes  until  she  looked  straight  into  the  face  of 
Christopher  Blake. 

"My  God!  You  have  pluck!"  he  said,  and  his 
face  was  like  that  of  a  dead  man. 

Still  holding  the  dog  above  her  head,  she  lay 
motionless  a^jainst  the  body  of  the  tree.  "Drive 
the  beasts  away,"  she  pleaded  like  a  frightened 
child.  Without  a  word  he  turned  and  ordered 
the  hounds  home,  and  they  crawled  obediently 
back  along  the  sunken  road.  Then  he  looked  at 
her  again. 

"I  saw  them  start  the  dog  on  my  land,"  he  said, 
"and  I  ran  across  the  field  as  soon  as  I  could  find 
my  whip.  If  I  hadn't  come  up  when  I  did  they 
would  have  torn  you  to  pieces.  Not  another  man 
in  the  worid  could  have  brought  them  in.  Look 
at  your  dress." 

Glancing  down,  she  followed  the  long  slit  from 
bosom  to  hem. 

"I  hate  them!"  she  exclaimed  fiercely. 

"So  it  was  your  dog  they  started?" 

"Mine!"    She  lowered  the  yellow  cur,   holding 

him  close  in  her  arms,  where  he  nestled  shivering. 

"I  never  saw  him  before,  but  he's  mine  now;  I 
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Well,  rather i™,!.  i,,^  ..  v    . 

pulrively,  "you've  «,t^  ..        ,.      '""*  »"*  i"- 
«w.     I  never  taew^  ^'  "'"»'=''"'  P'uck  I  .v., 

up  against  .h.rToundr.^"'^ "°"f  '?  r" 

Wiev.  you  flinched  an  t^^  ^^71  '''^^  ''°"'' 

.     the  dog  wasn't  your,  afw  Ij?-  "'-"^  °"'8- 

^-  ^,ed ...  ^rv.t.:fLri:X"'^^ 

I  bcheve  you,"  he  declared.  ^' 

She  was  conscious  of  a  slight  fhriii  *i.  * 

tired,"   she   said    nr*««-«-   u   T  ^'       *    ^««J 

"Will  you  bTj'g^^^'^'?,  •,«•'-'  '"e  t™. 

"Tired I"   he  .t^     J^  ^       "P  ""y  parasol?" 

■■V^r,aU";u:r:!::tr4sd^t,"   "'-"*• 
^^h.  SHOO,  her  head.     "  You  ^rut  1'.  with  your 

lif^'mvl'^'    '•'•"■'  "y  after  this  that  I  never 
lifted  my  hand  against  a  woman-but  har^  J 
are  sometimes  necessary,  I  reckon      iv^?"*'*™ 
She   touched   th.   L        ,rV''    DoMrt smart?" 

matterl""he1etum«f"'"i'*r-    i'""'    '*''   ^ 
to  thank  you  for  ta^»'  th.  ,     If"  '  »"«*'  ™«    ' 

but  I  don't,  bei^r. A  r?"t'° "™  "y  '«'- 

you  know."  ■      "*"•  '""^  '"^"^  "»  yours, 

thl^'wiy'  "^hrkrhad'*'' K  ^  ''°"»'"'  *«'•  " 

"And   they're  tl^ht  T  ^'^'"''  °»  "^^^  '«°0" 

WeU,   I  ha^ly  li^^  !.^   ""   "«  trespasser.? 

the  hint  ■■       ^        '^  *■""■  '""^  of  conveying 
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"It  is  lometimM  uwful,  aU  the  same.'* 

"Ah,  in  case  of  a  Fletcher,  I  presume." 

"In  case  of  a  Fletcher."  he  repeated,  his  face 
darkening.  "Do  you  know  I  had  entirely  forgotten 
who  you  were?" 

"It's  time  you  were  remembering  it,"  she  returned, 
"for  I  am  most  decidedly  a  Fletcher." 

For  an  instant  he  scowled  upon  her. 

"Then  you  are  most  decidedly  a  devil,"  was  his 
retort,  as  he  stooped  to  pick  up  her  parasol  from 
the  road.  "  There's  not  much  left  of  it,"  he  remarked, 
handing  it  to  her. 

"As  things  go,  I  dare  say  I  ought  to  be  grateful 
that  they  spared  the  spokes,"  she  said  impatiently. 
"It  does  saem  disagreeable  that  I  can't  go  for  a 
short  stroll  along  my  own  road  without  the  risk  of 
having  my  clothes  torn  from  my  back.  You  really 
must  keep  your  horrid  beasts  from  becoming  a 
public  danger." 

"They  never  chase  anything  that  keeps  oflf  my 
farm,"  he  replied  coolly.  "There's  not  so  well 
trained  a  pack  anywhere  in  the  county.  No  other 
dogs  arotmd  here  could  have  been  beaten  back  at 
the  death." 

"I  fear  that  doesn't  afford  me  the  gratification 
you  seem  to  feel — particularly  as  the  death  you 
allude  to  would  have  been  mine.  I  suppose  I  ought 
to  be  overpowered  with  gratitude  for  the  whole 
thing,  but  unfortunately  I'm  not.  I  have  had  a 
very  unpleasant  experience  and  I  can't  help  feeling 
that  I  owe  it  to  you." 

"You're  welcome  to  feel  about  it  an3rway  you 
please,"  he  responded,  as  Maria,  tucking  the  dog 
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M'«  audi.,  coming  in  ^,h  t,  h"     '^ ""  "*"''°''- 
'rom  the  b«l  "^ "^  "P  ""e  tora  drew 

^••W.U.  1  never/  Zy™7h  '"  !I"  ™''" 
.peak  to  Bother  Bill  atut  •ji,?"  "•""  ""^  "<« 

she  answered.    "I  wL^.J".'''^  "«  "«>1'  up  as 
bot  your  grandpa  Zrt"'^«»«'y  myself, 
money  and  then  eot  mL TT  «I''»"'J«™d  all  their 
the  place.    That/^bLl^"""  »'"'>'  '"'d  ">  «II 
"The  Hall  Won^'to'"! '™"'  "'  "•  '  reckon.- 
"  Oh,.  long  time  am  „Lr  °°'*'  •«''"'«  "■'" 
aUve,  Maria    wh^t'sTJ"'"^'""'™''-    Sakes 
•' I  struck  it  get  iL  .If  '^"'  y""--  face?" 
too  bad,  isn't  iff^dTJ."""  *""  '"'■'"'^'-    It's 
Do  I  look  very  uglyVi;    ^^^^  "■»■"«  »  soon.  too. 

linim'e«'7o''d«w'trt"'*  "°"'  "■"  ^•"  "-^  Vou  a 
Hght  in  a  day  Vto'Td:::^-  i,"  ^"  ^  "'' 
rthelou^r?-'   "  ««■«  PotSi^      alTo^ 
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Maria  wa»  feeding  Agag  with  bits  of  chicken  from 
her  plate,  bending  over  him  as  he  huddled  against 
her  dress. 

"I  found  him  in  the  road,"  she  returned,  "and 
I'm  going  to  keep  him.  I  saved  him  from  the 
hounds." 

"Well,  it  seems  to  me  you  might  have  got  a 
prettier  one,"  remarked  Miss  Saidie,  as  she  went 
down  to  mix  the  liniment. 

It  was  several  mornings  after  this  that  Fletcher, 
coming  into  the  dining-room  where  ^'^ria  sat  at  a 
late  breakfast,  handed  her  a  teleg  ^m,  and  stood 
waiting  while  she  tore  it  open. 

"Jim  Weatherby  brought  it  over  from  the  cross- 
roads," he  said.     "It  got  there  last  night." 

"I  hope  there's  nobody  dead,  child,"  observed 
Miss  Saidie,  from  the  serving-table,  where  she  was 
peeling  tomatoes. 

"  More  likely  it  points  to  a  marriage,  eh,  daughter  ? " 
chuckled  Fletcher  jocosely. 

The  giri  folded  the  paper  and  replaced  it  carefully 
in  the  envelope.  "It's  from  Jack  Wyndham," 
she  said,  "and  he  comes  this  evening.  May  I  take 
the  horses  to  the  cross-roads,  grandpa?" 

"Well,  I  did  have  a  use  for  them,"  responded 
Fletcher,  in  high  good-nature,  "but,  seeing  as  your 
young  fellow  doesn't  come  every  day,  I  reckon 
I'll  let  you  have  'em  out." 

Maria  flinched  at  his  speech;  and  then  as  the 
clear  pink  spread  evenly  in  her  cheeks,  she  spoke  in 
her  composed  tones.  "I  may  as  well  tell  you, 
grandpa,  that  we  shall  marry  almost  immediately," 
she  saiu. 


CHAPTER  m 

P"rcH„-.   Mov.   *„o  Ch,,.to,„„-.  Count... 

BTROKB 

«5«-^  .  °  *"*  ^**'^«  room  behind  Tom 

to  thr2r!'t'  ''•f°J~«'  °f  «»<"y  <»  the  way 

oair  of  »,o«r  ***"  y°"  *  «o<X*  workin' 

th^  the  W  ,,!!;r'  *^  "'^  '^"'^  *  ^°"«  ^*y^  sooner 
than  the  blackest  eyes  that  ever  oggled. " 

«.w  f  ""^  ^*««hter  Jinnie  has  been  up  thar 
scwm  for  a  month. "  put  in  Tom  Spade,  a  big  J^^ 
man.  who  looked  as  if  he  had  lived  on  cabbfge^^^ 
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his  infancy,  *'«n'  the  uyt  that  sech  a  tight  of  lict 
•he  never  laid  eye*  on.  Why.  her  very  itockia't 
have  got  lace  let  m  'em,  Jinnie  tayi. " 

"  Now.  that's  what  I  call  hardly  decent, "  remarked 
Sol,  ai  he  ipat  upon  the  dirty  floor.  "Them's  the 
enticin'  kind  of  women  that  a  fool  hoven  near  an' 
a  wile  man  fightc  ihy  of.  Lace  in  her  itockin'il 
Well,  did  anybody  ever?" 

"She's  got  a  pretty  ankle,  you  may  be  tho'," 
observed  Matthew  Field,  a  long  wisp  of  a  man  who 
had  married  too  early  to  repent  it  too  late,  "an'  I 
must  say.  if  it  kills  me,  that  I  always  had  a  sharp 
eye  for  ankles." 

"It's  a  pity  you  didn't  look  as  far  up  as 
the  hand,"  returned  Tom  Spade,  with  boisterous 
mirth.  "I  have  heard  that  Eliza  lays  hers  on  right 
heavy. " 

"That's  so,  suh.  that's  so."  admitted  Matthew, 
puffing  smoke  like  a  shifting  engine,  "  but  that's  the 
fault  of  the  marriage  service,  an'  I'll  stand  to  it  at 
the  Judgment  Day— yes.  suh,  in  the  very  presence 
of  Providence  who  made  it.  I  tell  you,  'twill  I  led 
that  woman  to  the  altar  she  was  the  meekest-mouthed 
creetur  that  ever  wiggled  away  from  a  kiss.  Why, 
when  I  stepped  on  her  train  jest  as  I  swung  her  up 
the  aisle,  if  you  believe  me.  all  she  said  was,  '  I  hope 
you  didn't  hurt  yo'  foot';  an',  bless  my  boots,  ten 
minutes  later,  comin'  out  of  church,  she  whispered 
in  my  year,  '  You  white-livered,  hulkin'  hound,  you, 
get  off  my  veil!'  Well,  well,  it's  sad  how  the 
ceremony  can  change  a  woman's  heart." 

"That  makes  it  safer  always  to  choose  a  widow," 
commented  Sol.    "Now,  they  do  say  that  this  is 
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••  Wh.»'-  ii.     .  ■**^*»"  «  ««n  t  to  my  m  ml. " 

To  Js;^v':r  iS''".'.':"""'  '"»'••  -•.»*«<' 

k.nd  of  m«  ,h«  ^^uJ"""'  ""  "•■•  "" 
.  t^C-      "  '"•'  ~""y  "•»'•'  «o  "»  film  o( 

you  would  MV  Mnt  ,!:  1  f^  '  "'««««che  that 
p.p«r..  ••      ^  ^"'  '"  '*^  •«'y  "Wht  in  curl 

.ouc^wHich  appeared"  o^::';srr;Tr?: 

ine  warm,  moist  sewon.     There  wa«  nn  Ho«       ^ 
frost  AS  vi*f    a^A  4  1.       t      •"'^'^c  was  no  danger  of 

of  .  hidden  toUc™  w^'  ""  '"*"'"""  P"«»" 


.i 
I. 
f 


14ft 


THE  UELiVEKANCE 


to  the  rail  fence  that  bordered  the  old  field.  At 
tight  of  her  tearteu  puller  hit  ever.pre«ent  fear  shot 
up.  and  without  waiting  for  her  word«  he  cried  out 
quickly:  "U  mother  ilir* 

•' No,  no, ••  the  aniwered,  "oh.  no;  but,  Christopher, 
it  it  the  next  wone  thing. " 

Ht  thought  for  a  breath.  "Then  Khe  hai  found 
out?" 

"  It's  not  that  either. "  she  shook  her  head  " Oh, 
Christopher,  it's  Fletcher!" 

"It's  Fletcher  I  What  in  thunder  have  we  to 
do  with  Fletcher?" 

"  You  remember  the  deed  of  trust  on  the  place — 
— the  three  hundred  dollars  we  borrowed  when 
mother  was  sick.  Fletcher  has  bought  it  from  Tom 
Spade  and  he  means  to  foreclose  it  in  a  week.  He 
has  advertised  the  farm  at  ..he  cross-roads." 

He  paled  with  anger.  "Why,  I  saw  Tom  about 
it  three  days  ago, "  he  said,  striking  the  rotten  fence- 
rail  until  it  broke  and  fell  apart;  "he  told  me  it  could 
run  on  at  the  same  interest." 

"It's  since  then  that  Fletcher  has  bought  it.  Ho 
meant  it  as  a  surprise,  of  course,  to  drive  us  out 
whether  or  no,  but  Sam  Murray  came  straight  up  to 
tell  you." 

He  stood  thinking  hard,  his  eyes  on  the  waving 
goldenrod  in  the  old  field. 

"I'll  sell  the  horses."  he  said  at  last. 

"And  starve?  Besides,  they  wouldn't  bring  the 
money. " 

"Then  we'll  sell  the  furniture— every  last  stick! 
We'll  sell  the  clothes  from  our  backs— I'll  sell  myscft" 
into  slavery  before  Fletcher  shall  beat  me  now  !' 
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•>•<»  WMU  it.  ••    ^       "■•*  •  "^^  ■  ""•'^y  •bone 

mutt  lUal  it  from  mo'  •  ■.  mon«y-w, 

"Fromnjothert"  I,,.,,    ..J  ,       ,    , 
"You    kno.    h«     .',,V',"° """"""' 

never  uwd  ^  t«l„  , ,     „,      t^H""""'     ing,  that  the 
lot  w  tUn. "  "  '"  "  "'«'■'      '.  h«r  «<.(,» 

"Oh,  I  eouldi  t :  ■  I,    p    t,.  jj 

her  tuni«l  out  in  Iw  ol '  "  '*'"T  "*■  '»'*'« 
.-tier  th«.  .h.t  W.tntkT.ir"''"^'*"  " 
•ftw-  ihe  goei  to  bed   .^  .""  ""«  *<'-n'«ht 

Tlwn  w«  will  put  in  ItThT   •   "^  ^  '''•'"•  >"»•  ."O"- 

•he  will  n.v„  fi„d  ;,  W-L  ormtl    ,"^=  "<' 
"I  «n't  "  -.„„Jli  Vu  •   """"herl  motherl" 

-  —a  hrittrpirwVtra;^js 


J..A    itt'   1.     ^^  i    jAJ.a 


148 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


>i 


and   the  common   purple  setting  in    Docia's  brats 
hoop. 

"Lend  me  your  knife,"  she  said,  kneeling  beude 
the  smoky  oil  lamp;  and  without  a  word  he  drew 
his  clasp-knife  from  his  pocket.  opene<1  the  blade, 
and  held  the  handle  toward  her.  She  took  it  from 
him,  and  then  knelt  motionless  for  an  instant  looking 
at  the  diamond,  which  shone  like  a  star  in  her 
hollowed  palm.  Presently  she  stooped  and  kissed 
it.  and  then  taking  the  fine  point  of  the  blade, 
carefully  pried  the  gold  claws  back  from  the  im- 
prisoned stone. 

"She  has  worn  it  for  fifty  years,"  she  said  softly, 
seeing  the  jewel  contract  and  give  out  a  deeper 
flame  to  her  misty  eyes. 

"It  is  robbery."  he  protested. 

"It  is  robbery  for  her  sake!"  she  flashed  out 
angrily. 

"All  the  same,  it  seems  bitterly  cruel." 

With  deft  fingers  she  removed  the  bit  of  purple 
glass  from  Docia's  ring  and  inserted  it  between 
the  gold  claws,  which  she  pressed  securely  down. 
"To  the  touch  there  is  no  difference,"  she  said, 
closing  her  eyes.     "She  will  never  know." 

Rising  from  her  knees,  she  gazed  steadily  at  the 
loosened  diamond  lying  in  her  hand;  then,  wrapping 
it  in  cotton,  she  placed  it  in  a  little  wooden  box  from 
a  jeweller  of  fifty  years  ago.  "You  must  get  up 
to-morrow  and  take  it  to  town,"  she  went  on, 
"Carry  it  to  Mr.  Withers — he  knows  us.  There 
is  no  other  way, "  she  added  hastily. 

"There  is  no  other  way,  I  know,"  he  repeated, 
as  lie  held  out  his  hand. 


^.«i>yf  .  .«w*i  .JiX'miiLf-i-  -:..rr»^-i^jMiff"?r  ^x  lar  *  • 
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"And  you'll  be  back  after  sundown." 

c  J?ldT'" "''''  ' ''""'  *""'  °- '-'  ".. 

For  a  time  they  were  both  silent,  and  he  walkin. 
dar^L"'"?:  **"1r;  """•^  -'  into  tk.  'S 

ILml^     ^/  ,■"'"""   ■■"    '""'•'"I    spirits.      He 

tn!."nT\"'"'  T  "  '"'"'  ««"•■""  -"nong  the 
a^ ■;    ,,         '"'"«  "^'"■"'  """'  »'■»<»'  lost  in  ml 

The  thought  of  Maria's  lace  stockings  came  to  hta 
luuicrouaiy  large  for  so  small  a  caij«.     r««/..    j 

miion.  I  am  here  and  she  is  there,  and  what  is  th. 
meamng  of  it  all?  I  know  in  spiie  of  "vernh  „' 
I  m,ght  have  loved  her.  and  yet  I  know  stm  te^.^? 
d^il  "  "V""'-  •""  ""*"'  I  "O"  '«'•     What  ^  the 

ot  posMbUities?       He  turned  presently  and  spoke- 
And  you  got  this  without  her  suspecting  it?" 

thefiul.".!:!,    "r«  '""  "  '■'"''•  --""^  "la  was  in 
*s'url^  1!  "I ""  *»■"•«-     Oft...  she  is  restless 

sol^app"  "  ""''"■   ™"  "^  "  »"«  *«« 

And  to-morrow  she  will  wMr  fh-  ««        -xi.  . 
<iA«4:_       .f  wear  tne  nnif  wth  if« 

settmg  of  purple  glass.  "  K  w  in  its 

"She  will  never  know-see.   it  fits  perfectly      I 
have  fastened  it  carefully.     After  all.  wTaf dl^^s  it 
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matter  to  her— the  ring  is  still  the  same,  and  the 
value  of  it  was  for  her  in  the  association. " 

Again  he  looked  out  of  the  window,  and  the  distant 
glimmer  gathered  radiance  and  shone  brightly  among 
the  trees.  "I  am  here  and  she  is  there,  and  what 
it  the  meaning  of  it  all?" 


f 


CHAPTER  IV 
A  Gallant  Deed  That  Leads  to  Evil 

Ik       u     ?  ^*""**  *^*  «*°«    and  paid   down  the 

tT'  t.?:^    T    ^°"«  "•«■"  Christopher  hadseen 

r&D^^    7."'";*  °"  ''°"'">''  ♦he  tw«,ty  fifth 
oi  isepteniber,  at  twelve  o'clock. 

"I  want  the  money  right  flat  down.     Are  vou  sur^ 
you've  got  it?"   were   Pw^i,-  •     1\         ^  * 

hia8tarf\.f  I  i'lctchers  first  words   after 

nis  start  of  angry  surprise. 

fJr^\^''^''i  ^^^*°Pher   drew   the   roll   of   bills 
from  h«  pocket  and  counted  them  out  upon    the 

for'^^'*  ";"  ^*  ^^'  "*"^  I  ^^  done  with  you 
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"Come,  come,  let's  go  ca«y."  waraed  Sam  Murray, 
a  fat,  well-to-do  farmer,  who  was  accustomed  to  act 
the  part  of  a  lawyer  in  small  transactions. 

Fletcher  flushed  purple  and  threw  off  his  mge  in 
«  sneering  guffaw. 

"Now  that  sounds  well  from  him,  doesn't  it?" 
he  inquired — "when  everybody  knows  he  hasn't  a 
beggarly  stitch  on  earth  but  that  strip  of  land  he 
thinks  so  much  of." 

"And  whose  fault  is  that,  Bill  Fletcher .>"  de- 
manded the  young  man,  throwing  the  last  noU 
down. 

"  Oh,  well,  I  don't  bear  you  any  grudge,"  responded 
Fletcher,  with  an  abrupt  assumption  of  good- 
natured  tolerance;  "and  to  show  I'm  a  well-meaning 
man  in  spite  of  abuse,  I'll  let  the  debt  run  on  two 
years  longer  at  the  same  interest  if  you  choose." 

Christopher  laughed  shortly.  "That's  all  right, 
Sam,"  he  said,  without  replying  directly  to  the 
offer.  "  I  owe  him  too  much  already  to  hope  to  pay 
it  back  in  a  single  lifetime." 

"Well,  you're  a  cantankerous,  haid-headed  fool, 
that's  all  I've  got  to  say,"  burst  out  Fletcher,  swal- 
lowing hard,  "and  the  sooner  you  get  to  the  poor- 
house  along  your  own  road  the  better  it'll  be  for 
the  rest  of  us." 

"You  may  be  sure  I'll  take  care  not  to  go  along 

yours.     I'll  have  honest  men  about  me,  at  any  rate." 

"Then  it's  more  than  you've  got  a  right  to  expect." 

Christopher  grew  pale  to  the  lips.     "What   do 

you   mean,    you    scoundrel?"    he   cried,    taking   a 

single  step  forward. 

"Come,  come,  let's  go  easy,"    said  Sam  Murray 


A  GALLANT  DEED  ,53 

Now  that  this  httle  business  is  all  settled  there's 
no  n^  for  another  word.  I  haven't  much  opinion 
of  word,  myself,  anyhow.  They're  apt  to  Mt  fire 
to  a  dry  tongue,  that's  what  I  say  " 

with^t^L^^-^"';  '"**"•"  ''P*^*^^  Christopher, 
without  swerving  from  his  steady  gaze 

Tom   Spade  glanced   in   at   the  open  door    and 

iZ^'d  ^f ''  '^''  hurriedly  "^treTted  A 
small  boy  with  a  greasy  face  came  in  and  gathered 
up  the  glasses  with  a  clanking  noise. 

ChiZnl  '^°.  ^'°u  "'*'*"•  y°"  <^oward?"  demanded 
Chnstopher  for  the  third  time.  He  had  not  moved 
a^  inch  from  the  position  he  had  first  assumed,  but 

s^b^^f  hr/fa^"^^"^  ''^-^  ^»-  ^^-  ^^» 

Jhlt'or^^"'    '"   '^'   ^"^   '^^^    -^^-1> 

h^'^f;  ^?l"*^"'*  ^^"^  ^  ^bout  swallowing  it." 
nev^  o.iH  ^""'jy^y  ^°^«  that  your  grandfath;r 
^Xv^^l,*  1?*  **"  °''"^'  *"^  y^'  ^-ther  was 
fitootmng  a  thief  by  being  a  drunkard." 

with    r^^""*  °''^'.  ^^"^  ^^  ^°"^'  ^°^  Christopher. 

IT™.!.?-    T,^'.  ^'"°'*    ^^^'""''y    movement,    had 
•truck  him  full  in  the  mouth. 

it  Mli^r^  ""*"''  ^"^J"^  '^^^  *«^'  b"t  before 
tt  tell  bam  Murray  caught  it  back. 

"I  say,  Tom.  there's  the  devil  to  pay  here'"  he 
tt"d:^;;a"y'  ^°"  ''^'^  "^^'^^  ^""^^^^y   '»-"«^ 

"Now.  now.  that'll  never  do.  Mr.  Christopher." 
he  reasoned,  with  a  deference  he  would  never  haCe 
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WMted  upon  Fletcher.     "Why.  he'«  old  enough  to 
be  yo   pa  twice  over." 

A  white  fleck  was  on  Fletcher's  beard,  and  as  he 
wiped  It  away  he  spoke  huskily.  ••  It's  a  clear  case 
of  assault  and  Til  have  the  law  on  him."  he  said, 
^^^m  Murray,  you  saw  him  hit  me  squai«  in  the 

"Bless  your  life.  I  wasn't  looking.  «uh."  responded 
Sam  pleasantly.  "  I  miss  a  lot  in  this  life  by  always 
happening  to  look  the  other  way." 

•Til  have  the  law  on  you."  cried  Fletcher  again, 
shaking  back  his  heavy  eyebrows. 

"You're  welcome  to  have  every  skulking  hound 
in  the  county  on  me."  Christopher  replied,  loosen- 
ing  Sam  Murray's  restraining  grasp.  "If  I  can 
settle  you  I  reckon  I  can  settle  them;  but  the  day 
you  open  your  lying  mouth  to  me  again  I'll  shoot 
you  down  as  I  would  a  mad  dog-and  wash  my  hands 
clean  afterward!" 

Ho  looked  round  for  his  harvest  hat,  picked  it  up 
from  the  floor  where  it  had  fallen,  and  walked  slowly 
out  of  the  room. 

In  the  broad  noon  outside  he  staggered  an  instant, 
dazzled  by  the  glare. 

•  Had  a  drop  too  much,  ain't  you.  Mr.Christopher  ?" 
a  voice  inquired  at  his  side,  and,  looking  down,  he 
saw  Sol  Peterkin  sitting  on  a  big  wooden  box  just 
outside  the  store. 

"Not  too  much  to  mind  my  own  business,"  was 
nia  curt  reply. 

"Oh.  no  harm's  meant,  suh.  an'  I  hope  none's 

taken."  responded  the  little    man  good-naturedly. 

I  ?dw  you  walk  kinder  crooked,  that  was  all,  an' 
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»-v.  rt.«U«I  th.  fc' '"j^'  "  ,"•  "y  d'y  I  reckon 
yo«  could  count  on  four  .r<i '"*"''  **•«  "•"» 
when  it  come.  to™hE-^  .."*"•  °°^  »*««■ 
'"He.  th.t  w,  hJd  Wo- 1  °*  *^'"^""""  Ev. 
"»  to  „y  th.t  ySu  co^^„,'^  *"/  !^hy.  they 
you  .warn  your  w.v  thJ^  f^  ""*  "*"  """«" 
to  think f  ^^heHv'S'^T".  '"^"^  ■"" 
t*.  bundle,  goin' up  thL^:J!l''''    "    ««»'»• 

«  Ch'^lrp&'Ll'^^;  1°^"  "-'^  •  '■•"  voice 
o«J*t  to  h'.ve  co^ty  ex'p^lS^.^  --•»«   «-* 

■itt^  A-n  tr^"4r.  "-^ "--" '-  • 

lulling  the  rein..  Ai  ChLoT^*  ''""'«  ""» 
•he  nodded  pl....„try  Lt  J^fk  "™°«  ™™<'- 
I««d  down  the  Wep^^Md  L^1!k"°'  ""»  "" 
««  with  hin,  .  din^e?^  irp^rj'",';"'''  '"nr- 
young  man.  Yet  from  th.,T^^u  '  ""  """K" 
he  h«l  brought  aww  H*  i  '  '""^'^  8'™P»e 
mu««;he.  '^  ""'^  "■•  P'<=t'"e  of  ,  brown 

H-i -'h^^fri^he' trr  "^  '•"'"'  "  »>»  PH« 
"Do  they  have  tatrr^^fh  "  I"  *«"  "^ 
"Oh,  I  d«e  „v  he^oh?^    *•"•  '  wonderf" 
took  the  tr«.b,7t„  't^^^'^  C  '^"'  °°'  "  ^"^ 
the  girr.  laughing  rejotadtr       ^  '"^''"  "" 

p-^-^T'hi  :^::^"^rr*  -„  chHstopher. 

emot-on  th.„  „„  ^oth  weanneT  and"  le'/.^^; 
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and  to  his  mental  vision  there  showed  clearly,  with 
an  impersonal  detachment,  his  own  figure  in  relation 
to  the  scenes  among  which  he  moved.  "That  i§ 
I  yonder."  he  might  have  said  had  he  been  able  to 
disentangle  thought  from  sensation,  "plodding  along 
there  through  the  fed  mud  in  the  road.  Look  at 
the  coarse  clothes,  smelling  of  axle-grease,  the  hands 
knotted  by  toil  and  stained  with  tobacco  juice, 
the  face  soiled  with  sweat  and  day.  That  is  I,  who 
was  bom  with  the  love  of  ease  and  the  weakness 
to  temptation  in  my  blood,  with  the  love,  too,  of 
delicate  food,  of  rare  wines,  and  of  beautiful  women. 
Once  I  craved  these  things;  now  the  thought  of 
them  troubles  me  no  longer,  for  I  work  in  the  sun  all 
day  and  go  home  to  enjoy  my  coarse  food.  !■  it 
because  I  have  been  broken  to  my  life  as  a  young 
horse  is  broken  to  the  plough,  or  have  all  the  desires 
I  have  known  been  swallowed  up  in  a  single  hatred 
— a  hatred  as  jealous  and  as  strong  as  love?" 

It  was  his  nightly  habit,  lying  upon  his  narrow 
bed  in  the  little  loft,  to  yield  some  moments  before 
sleeping  to  his  idle  dreams  of  ^^ngeance — to  plan  ex- 
quisite punishments  and  impossible  retaliations.  In 
imagination  he  had  so  often  seen  Fletcher  drop  dead 
before  him.  had  so  often  struck  the  man  down  with 
his  own  nand,  that  there  were  hours  when  he  almost 
believed  the  deed  to  have  been  done — when  something 
like  madness  gripped  him,  and  his  hallucinations 
took  the  snape  and  colour  of  life  itself.  At  such 
times  he  was  conscious  of  the  exhilaration  that  comes 
in  the  instants  of  swift  action,  when  events  move 
quickly,  and  one  rises  beyond  the  ordinary  level 
of  experience.    When  the  real  moment  came — the 
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o^  !l!ln!!l'"*  *^*'*"^~  **  ^''^  "foment.     Triwil 
M  the  recollection  wm.  it  start*^  «»k  *"viai 

knn»  ■    ''T"^:    •*8ain  came  the  thouehf    "I 
know  ,„  .p,te  of  „e^thi„g  I  ™,gh.  ^  jov^l 
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hrr,  and  yet  I  know  still  better  thaf  it  is  not  lov«, 
iMit  hate  I  now  feel."  Her  fraifrance.  floating  in  th« 
•unHhine.  (illed  his  no«tril»..  and  involuntarily  h« 
glanced  over  his  shoulder,  half  expecting  to  find  a 
dropped  handkerchief  in  the  road.  None  was  there 
—only  a  scattered  swarm  of  buttt  -flies  drifting  like 
yellow  rose-leaves  on  the  wind. 

Upon  reaching  the  house  he  found  that  his  mother 
had  asked  for  him.  and  running  »"»-«tily  up  to  change 
his  clothes,  he  came  down  and  U  ,  over  the  upright 
Elizabethan  chair. 

"I  have  l)ecn  worrying  a  good  deal  ^bout  you, 
my  son."  she  said,  with  a  sprightly  gesture  in  which 
the  piece  of  purple  glass  struck  the  dominant  note. 
"Are  you  quite  sure  that  you  are  feeling  perfectly 
well?  No  palpitations  of  the  heart  when  you  go 
upstairs?  and  no  particular  heaviness  after  meals? 
I  dreamed  about  you  all  night  long,  and  though 
there's  not  a  woman  in  the  world  freer  from  super- 
stition, I  can't  help  feeling  uneasy." 

Tr*king  her  hand,  he  gently  caressed  the  slender 
fingers. 

"Why,  I'm  a  regular  ox,  mother,"  he  returned, 
laughing,  "my  muscle  is  like  iron,  and  I  assure  you 
I'm  ready  for  my  meals  day  or  night.  There's 
no  use  worrying  about  me,  so  you'd  as  well  give 
it  up." 

"I  can't  understand  it,  I  really  cant,"  protested 
Mrs.  Blake,  still  unconvinced.  "  I  am  an  old  woman, 
you  know,  and  I  am  anxious  to  have  you  settled 
in  life  !^fore  I  die— but  there  seems  to  be  a  most 
extraor<?iriary  humour  in  the  family  with  regard 
to  marriage.     I'm  sure  your  poor  father  would  turn 
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cl»M»n  .o  come  X  him'-     *""  """"'  ""  f""'- 

"•">  l..rd  th.t  I  .m  w«r  ,^i     "~'™'  "  ••°" 

«1»  q<^ion  o,  1^' 1"  ^''"""•»'  •"•  »  <«.  of 
•»«  very  |i,„.  p,""^  ^''''  "  •  8«at  pi.y.  , 
-«o.  not  if  .hTw"  r""  •" '"'">«rri«I  wonwn 
though  I  do  knowTh:.  «r"         "'*'"   "'""'- 

for  «„  old  b«h.lor    i  h. vl  ,  '^'""'"'^•""'"-    A. 

t.««ht  «m,  u«rm  «"„^]^^'f  .'*"">■  o-gh'  to  b. 
milk  or  crding  wool  -  ^^  "   'kimmmg 

.o".!.;'rf.;f''^:;.t:d  V'r  r"''-  "-'<'  >- 

you  le.v.  to  try  y™,  h.„?     '^f""'  "'^*  '  «**. 
•■Tucker  h«  biT.  K       °"  ""•^''  Tucker." 

•wving  once  been  .  hero  1.  /.,  ,     1.  ""'  P"'^'«««  of 
to  exen  your«lf  ,„in      A         "°'^>'  "P«f  you 

"-my.  ^~ngri:„d^  T*"'".""  ""'"''•" 
in  »  lociety  Kwdll T  T  *"'*^  Prominently 
Po.ition««rm"!",ti'eh',.r""'°?'''^«ttl.d  in  hi. 

of  hi.  life  ZtfrjtT""^ '"''''' «"'"»''er 
1-it.  different,  and  as  we  'n^.",""""  *  " 
another  war.  yo„  realirZht  l'":'*'  '"  l*^' 
are  preparing  to  eo  thro„.h   i ,  '"^-     ^o" 

my  ion."  *        ""«''   '"'»   «oo  peacefully, 
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"Good  Lord!"  exclaimed  Cliristophcr,  "are  you 
hankering  after  squabbles?  Well,  you  shan't  drag 
me  into  them,  at  any  cost.  There's  Uncle  Tucker 
to  your  hand,  as  I  said  before." 

"I'm  sure  Tucker  might  have  married  several 
times  had  he  cared  about  it,"  replied  Mrs.  Blake 
reprovingly.  "Miss  Matoaca  Boiling  always  had 
a  sentiment  for  him,  I  am  certain,  and  even  after 
his  misfortune  she  went  so  far  as  to  present  him 
with  a  most  elaborate  slipper  of  red  velvet  ornamented 
with  steel  beads.  I  remember  well  her  consulting 
me  as  to  whether  it  would  be  better  to  seem  unsym- 
pathetic and  give  him  two  or  to  appear  indelicate  and 
offer  him  one.  I  suggested  that  she  should  make 
both  for  the  same  foot,  which,  I  believe,  she  finally 
decided  to  do." 

"Well,  well,  this  is  all  very  interesting,  mother," 
said  Christopher,  rising  from  his  seat,  "but  I've 
promised  old  Jacob  Weatherby  to  pass  my  word 
on  his  tobacco.  On  the  way  down,  however,  I'll 
cast  my  eyes  about  for  a  wife." 

" Between  here  and  the  Weatherbys'  farm?  Why, 
Christopher!" 

"That's  all  right,  but  unless  you  expect  me  to 
pick  up  one  on  the  roadside  I  don't  see  how  we'll 
manage.  I'll  do  anything  to  oblige  you,  you  know, 
even  marry,  if  you'll  find  me  a  good,  sensible  woman." 

The  old  lady's  eyelids  dropped  over  her  piercing 
black  eyes,  which  seemed  always  to  regard  some 
far-off,  ecstatic  vision.  Three  small  furrows  ran 
straight  up  and  down  her  forehead,  and  she  lifted 
one  delicate  white  hand  to  rub  them  out. 

"I  don't  like  joking  on  so  serious  a  subject,  my 
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Corbin  used  to  say  he  had  so  hw?      «""■"""'" 

yo:„?"a:,TsTrehr  tTe  7'"  '""«"'''  '"^ 

;a„^:eht^«"  '.'^^  c^rz,  "vr  „r 

grandfather?    ringing  in  his  ears 

In  the  yard  he  found  Cynthia  drawing  water  at 
the  well,  and  he  took  the  heavy  bucket  fll  K 
and   carried   it   into   the   kitchen.     •'You'd    betl" 
change    your   clothes."    she    remarked     .v?       u 
narrowly  ;if  you're  going  bacrt^the^'fir''   '^" 
hr^if  "°*  ^°'"^  ^^^^'  the  axe  handle  has 

T^er  'sT r  t  ''"  '^^^  ^°  '°^^°"  J-  Weathtby  s 

more      It'll  havlTT       '"'"^  '^"'  °^^  ^^"^^^  ^"^ 
more.     It  11  have  to  lie  over  till  after  tobacco  cutting 
when  I  can  make  a  new  one."  ^"'-"ng, 

retu^^e/r  J^'^^'  ^'  ^'"  ^'^P  J'"^'«  altogether." 
returned  Cynthia  irritably,  loath  to  receive  favou;s 
from  her  neighbours.  "The  first  thing  we  know 
he  will  be  running  this  entire  place." 

,    J^^l"""  ^^'"^  '"^^^  ^  "^»^^h  better  job  of  it  " 
replied  Chnstopher.  as  he  swung  out  into  the  roai. 
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On  the  whitewashed  porch  of  the  VVeathcrbys' 
house  he  found  old  Jacob — a  hale,  cleanly  old  man 
with  cheeks  like  frosted  winter  apples — ^gazing 
thoughtfully  over  his  fine  field  of  tobacco,  which  had 
grown  almost  to  his  threshold. 

"The  weather's  going  to  have  a  big  drop  to-night," 
he  said  reflectively;  "I  smell  it  on  the  wind.  Lord! 
Lord !  I  reckon  I'd  better  begin  on  that  thar  tobaccy 
about  sunup — and  yet  anotiier  day  or  so  of  sun 
and  September  dew  would  sweeten  it  consider'ble. 
How  about  yours,  Mr.  Christopher?" 

"I'll  cut  my  ripest  plants  to-morrow,"  answered 
Christopher,  sniffing  the  air.  "A  big  drop's  coming, 
sure  enough,  but  I  don't  scent  frost  as  yet— the 
pines  don't  smell  that  way." 

They  discussed  the  tobacco  for  a  time — the  rosy, 
genial  old  man,  whom  age  had  mellowed  without 
souring — listening  with  a  touching  deference  to  his 
visitor's  casual  words ;  and  when  at  last  Christopher, 
with  the  axe  on  his  shoulder,  started  leisurely  home- 
ward, "the  drop"  was  already  beginning,  and  the 
wind  blew  cool  and  crisp  across  the  misty  fields, 
beyond  which  a  round,  red  sun  was  slowly  setting. 
Level,  vast  and  dark,  the  tobacco  swept  clear  to  the 
horizon. 

Between  Weatherby's  and  the  little  store  there 
was  an  abrupt  bend  in  the  road,  where  it  shot  aside 
from  a  steep  descent  in  the  ground;  and  Christopher 
had  reached  this  point  when  he  saw  suddenly  ahead 
of  him  a  farm  wagon  driven  forward  at  a  reckless 
pace.  As  it  neared  him  he  heard  the  wheels  thunder 
on  the  rocky  bed  of  the  road,  and  saw  that  the 
driver's  seat  was  vacant,  the  man  evidently  having 
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been  thrown  5ome  distance  Lack.  The  hordes- 
a  young  ,,a,r  ho  had  never  seen  before  -hel.l  the 
bus  m  the,r  „,ouths:  an.l  it  was  with  a  hopek    ne" 

he  tw?ht   .f'  "■""  ^°°™-     "^'-^  n«t  instant 
aeclmty  from  which  the  road  shot  back,  seeing  in 
he  same  breath  that  the  driver  of  the  wagr  not 
falhng  clear  had  entangled  himself  in  the  long  re"n 

hoSs'    he^^  T  ^"^''  "=  'P""S  instantly  at  the 

tTw^  T7,!        """"*"'•     "''  °^  '■'^th  ""^  nothing 
to  him  at  the  moment,  and  he  seemed  to  have  only 

What  followed  was  a  sense  of  incalculable  swiftness 

around  l^mTV  "?  ^"^^   '""  '^"-"^  «'  "- 
^n^^e^  "■'•  ""'■  ^'  ''"-  «>-  things  a 

When  he  came  to  himself  he  was  lying 'in  a  patch 

amonr  T"'."^'"  "  ""^^  ^°*  °^  men'about'h  m' 
amonj  whom  he  recognised  Jim  Weatherby. 

I  brought  them  in,  didn't  I  ? "  he  asked,  struggling 
up;  and  then  he  saw  that  his  coat  sleeves  were  renf 

^no™\r\'-'"'  ^?^"^  "^^  ^-^  b-  beneath 

hm    anH?'l     ^?-.  ^^'^^^'^  ^^"^^^^  ^-^""^ed  to 
him,  and  he  laughed  shortly. 

"Well,  I  reckon  you  could  bring  the  devil  in  if 
you  put  all  your  grip  on  him,"  waf  Jim's Tep^-'.^s 
It  is.  you're  pretty  sore,  ain't  you?" 

"Oh,  rather,  but  I  wish  I  hadn't  spoiled  my  coat  " 
He  was  still  thinking  of  Cynthia. 
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"God  aliv:  man,  it's  a  mercy  you  didn't  spoil 
your  life.  Why,  another  second  and  the  horses 
would  have  been  over  that  bank  yonder,  with  you 
and  young  Fletcher  under  the  wagon." 

Christopher  rose  slowly  from  the  ground  and  stood 
erect. 

"With  me — and  who  under  the  wagon? — and 
who?"  he  asked  in  a  throaty  voice. 

Jim  Weatherby  whistled.  "Why,  to  think  you 
didn't  know  all  along!"  he  exclaimed.  "It  was 
Fletcher's  boy;  he  made  Zebbadee  let  him  take  the 
reins.  Fletcher  saw  it  all  and  he  was  clean  mad 
when  he  got  here — it  took  three  men  tc  hold  him. 
He  thinks  more  of  that  boy  than  he  does  of  his 
own  soul.     What's  the  matter,  man,  are  you  hurt?" 

Christopher  had  gone  dead  white,  and  the  blue 
circle  came  out  slowly  around  his  mouth.  "And 
I  saved  him!"  he  gasped.  "I  saved  him!  Isn't 
there  some  mistake?    Maybe  he's  dead  anyway!" 

"Bless  you,  no,"  responded  Jim,  a  trifle  di;con- 
certed.  "The  doctor's  here  and  he  says  it's  a  case  of 
a  broken  leg  instead  of  a  broken  neck,  that's  all. " 

Looking  about  him,  Christopher  saw  that  there 
was  another  group  of  men  at  a  little  distance,  gathered 
around  something  that  lay  still  and  straight  on  the 
grass.  The  sound  of  a  hoarse  groan  reached  him 
suddenly — an  inarticulate  cry  of  distress — and  he 
felt  with  a  savage  joy  that  it  was  from  Fletcher. 
He  looked  down,  drawing  together  his  tattered 
sleeves.  For  a  time  he  was  silent,  and  when  he 
spoke  it  was  with  a  sneering  laugh. 

"Well,  I've  been. a  fool,  that's  all,"  was  what 
he  said. 
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CHAPTER  V 

The  Glimpse  op  a  Bridb 

The  next  morning  he  awoke  with  stiffened  limbs 
and  confusion  in  his  head,  and  for  a  time  h    lav  Slv 

re^LVn'lf  ^^  Window-panes.   be;ond^::£ 
„V   oawn  hung  hke  a  curtain.    Then,  as  a  Jone  fimrer 

sTai«  tn  .*"''•  f ='""8  himself  hastily,  went  down- 
Blake  whoTi:.  '•  "7  *■'  ""'"''  »•""  Zebbadee 
had  17  v«  ^  """"T"  *°  ""P  '"■»  "•»  his  crop. 

abs^ce  annoyed 'r'arLt™^TtLn.'a:thrd"a'; 
^-i'.'""  ""  ~"^'  "«  ^<^""-^    o  hs  eve.! 

"he'^titctenir i  """"^  "^  """"'"^ 

tL  ;  I  ?.  *''*  ''^"""8  ^^"'^  stretched  over 

Sit  »h,H     "f^"^^   """"S"'   »PP''«'d   always 
si.ghtly  shadowed.    To  attempt  alone  the  cutting 

limb   TliT'l  1 "  ''^'  ^'-^^  -*  his  st?d 

he  st<;odSr      '^    "^'"^  *'^'''  """  '»'  =>  "on'ent 
he  stood  gaang  weanly  across  the  field.    Presently 
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with  a  tfcliberutc  mcivctiicnt  as  if  he  were  sl<K»i)in}; 
to  shoulder  a  fresh  burden,  he  slit  the  hrst  ripe  stalk 
from  its  flaunting  top  to  within  a  hand's-breadth 
of  the  ground;  then,  cutting  it  half  through  near  the 
roots,  he  let  it  fall  to  one  side,  where  it  hung,  slowly 
wilting,  on  the  earth.  Gradually,  as  he  applied 
himself  to  the  work,  the  old  zest  of  healthful  labour 
returned  to  him,  and  he  passed  buoyantly  through 
the  narrow  aisle,  leaving  a  devastated  furrow  on 
either  side.  It  was  a  cheerful  picture  he  presented, 
when  Tucker,  dragging  himself  heavily  from  the 
house,  came  to  the  ragged  edge  of  the  field  and  sat 
down  on  an  old  moss-grown  stump. 

"Where's   Zebbadee,   Christopher?" 

"He  didn't  turn  up.  It  was  that  affair  of  the 
accident,  probably.     Fletcher  berated  him,  I  reckon. " 

"So  you've  got  to  cut  it  all  yourself.  Well,  it's 
a  first-rate  crop — the  very  primings  ought  to  be  as 
good  as  some  top  leaves. " 

"The  crop's  all  right,"  responded  Christopher, 
as  his  knife  passed  with  a  ripping  noise  down  the 
juicy  stalk.  "You  know  I  made  a  fool  of  myself 
yesterday.  Uncle  Tucker,"  he  said  suddenly,  drawing 
back  when  the  plant  fell  slowly  across  the  furrow, 
"and  I'm  so  stiff  in  the  joints  this  morning  I  can 
hardly  move.  I  met  one  of  Fletcher's  farm  wagons 
running  away,  with  his  boy  dragged  by  the  reins, 
and — I  stopped  it." 

Tucker  turned  his  mild  blue  eyes  upon  him. 
Since  the  news  of  Appomattox  nothing  had  surprised 
him,  and  he  was  not  surprised  now — he  was  merely 
interested .  ' '  You  couldn't  have  helped  it ,  I  suspect , " 
he  remarked. 
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•I  didn  t  know  whose  it  was.  you  sec."  answcrcl 
Christopher;  "the  horses  were  new." 

"You'd  have  done  it  anyway.  I  reckon.     At  such 

moments  it's  a  man's  mettle  that  counts,  you  know 

and    not    his   emotions.     You    might    have    hated 

Fletcher  ten  times  worse,   but   you'd   have   risked 

your  life  to  stop  thr  horses  all  the  same-because. 

after  all.  what  a  man  is  is  something  different  from 

how  he  feels  about  things.     It's  in  your  blood  to 

dare  everything  whenever  a  chance  offers,  as  it  was 

m  your  father's  before  you.     Why.  I've  seen  him 

stop  on  the  way  to  a  ball,  pull  off  his  coat,  and  go 

up  a  burning  ladder  to  save  a  woman's  pet  canary. 

and  then,  when  the  crowd  hurrahrd  him.  I've  laughed 

because  I  knew  he  deserved  nothing  of  the  kind. 

With  him  it  wasn't  courage  so  much  as  his  inborn 

love  of    violent    action— it    cleared    his    head     he 

used  to  say." 

Christopher  stopped  cutting,  straightened  him- 
self, and  held  his  knife  loosely  in  his  hand. 

"That's  about  it.  I  reckon."  he  returned.  "I 
know  I'm  not  a  bit  of  a  hero— if  I'd  been  in  your 
place  I'd  have  shown  up  long  ago  for  a  skulking 
coward— but  it's  the  excitement  of  the  moment 
that  I  like.  Why.  there's  nothing  in  life  I'd 
enjoy  so  much  as  knocking  Fletcher  down— it's 
one  of  the  things  I  look  forward  to  that  makes 
it  all  worth  while." 

Tucker  laughed  softly.  I'  was  a  peculiarity  of 
his  never  to  disapprove. 

"That's  a  good  savage  instinct."  he  said,  with  a 
humorous  tremor  of  bis  nostrils,  "and  it's  a  saying 
of  mine,  you  know,  that  a  man  is  nc.er  really  civifised 
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until  he  his  turncl  fifty.  Were  nil  lK>rn  niijjhty 
near  to  the  wolf  and  mighty  far  from  the  dog.  and 
It  takes  a  good  many  years  to  coax  the  wild  l)cast 
to  he  quiet  by  the  fireside.  It's  the  struggle  that 
the  Lord  wants.  I  reckon;  and  anyhow.  He  makes 
it  easier  for  us  as  the  years  go  on.  When  a  man 
gets  along  past  his  fiftieth  year,  he  logins  to  under- 
stand that  there  are  few  things  worth  bothering 
about,  and  the  sins  of  his  fellow  mortals  are  not 
among  'em." 

"  Bless  my  soul !"  exclaimed  Christopher  in  disgust, 
rapping  his  palm  smartly  with  the  flat  blade  of  his 
knife.  "Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you've  actually 
gone  and  forgiven  Bill  Fletcher?" 

"Well,  I  wouldn't  go  so  far  as  to  water  the  grass 
on  his  grave,"  answered  Tucker,  still  smiling,  "but 
I've  not  the  slightest  objection  to  his  eating,  sleeping, 
and  movih^'  on  the  surfac  of  the  earth.     There's 
room  enough  for  us  both,  even  in  this  little  county, 
and  so  long  as  he  keeps  out  of  mv  sight,  as  far  as  I 
m  concerned  he  absolutely  doesn't  exist.     I  never 
think  of   him  except  when  you  happen  to  call  his 
name.     If  a  man  steals  my  money,  that's  his  affair. 
I  can't  afford  to  let  him  steal  my   peace  of  mind 
as  well. " 

With  a  groan  Christopher  went  back  to  his  work. 
^^  "It  may  be  sense  you're  talking,"  he  observed! 
"but  it  sounds  to  me  like  pure  craziness.  It's  just 
as  well,  either  way,  I  reckon,  that  I'm  not  in  your 
place  and  you  in  mine— for  if  that  were  so  Fletcher 
would  most  likely  go  scot  free. " 

Tucker  rose  unsteadily  from  the  stump. 

"Why,  if  we  stood  in  each  other's  boots,"  he  said, 
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with  a  Rrntle  rliuoklc.  "nr.  to  U  enact,  if  I  »tofMl 
in  your  iwo  ImkHh  an*!  y«Hi  in  mv  one.  us  suri»  us  fati*. 
you'll  Iw  thinking  my  way  an<i  I  ycmrn.  Well.  I 
wiuh  I  could  help  you,  but  as  I  cant  III  be  movinir 
■lowly  back." 

He  ihufHcil  off  on  his  crutches,  painfully  swinj^inK 
htmiicif  a  !ttcp  at  a  time,  and  Christopher,  aftt-r  a 
moment'H  puzzled  Htare  at  his  pathetic  fiKure, 
retume<l  diligently  to  his  work. 

His  passage  alon^  the  green  aisle  was  very  slow, 
and  when  at  last  he  reached  the  extreme  end  l)y 
the  little  Iwaten  path  and  felled  the  last  stalk  on  his 
left  side  he  straightened  himself  for  a  moment's 
rest,  and  stood,  bareheaded,  gazing  over  the  broad 
field,  which  looked  as  if  a  windstorm  had  blown 
in  an  even  line  along  the  edge,  scattering  the  outside 
plants  upon  the  ground.  The  thought  of  his  work 
engrossed  him  at  the  instant,  and  it  was  with  some- 
thing of  a  start  that  he  became  conscious  presently 
of  Maria  Fletcher's  voice  at  his  back.  Wheeling 
about  dizzily,  he  found  her  leaning  on  the  old  rail 
fence,  regarding  him  with  shining  eyes  in  which  the 
tears  seemed  hardly  dried. 

"I  have  just  left  Will."  she  said;  "the  doctor  has 
set  his  leg  and  he  is  sleeping,  h  was  my  last  chance 
—I  am  goi.-g  away  to-morrow— and  I  wanted  to 
tell  you— I  wanted  so  to  tell  you  how  grateful  we 
feel. " 

The  knife  dropped  from  his  hand,  and  he  came 
slowly  along  the  little  path  to  the  fence. 

"I  fear  you've  got  an  entirely  wrong  idea  about 
me,"  he  answered.  "It  was  nothing  in  the  world 
to  make  a  fuss  over— and  I  swear  to  you  if  it  were 
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the  last  word  I  ever  spoke — I  did  not  know  it  was 
your  brother." 

"As  if  that  mattered!"  she  exclaimed,  and  he 
remembered  vaguely  that  he  had  heard  her  use  the 
words  before.  "You  risked  youi'  life  to  save  his 
life;  we  know  that.  Grandpa  saw  it  all — and  the 
horses  dragged  you,  too.  You  would  have  been  killed 
if  the  others  hadn't  run  up  when  they  did.  And  you 
tell  me — as  if  that  made  it  any  the  less  brave — that 
you  didn't  know  it  was  Will. " 

"I  didn't,"  he  repeated  stubbornly.     "I  didn't." 

"Well,  he  does,"  she  responded,  smiling;  "and 
he  wants  to  thank  you  himself  when  he  is  well 
enough. " 

"If  you  wish  to  do  me  a  kindness,  for  heaven's 
sake  tell  him  not  to,"  he  said  irritably.  "I  hate 
all  such  foolishness — it  makes  me  out  a  hypocrite!" 

" I  knew  you'd  hate  it;  I  told  them  so,"  tranquilly 
responded  the  girl.  "Aunt  Gaidie  wanted  to  rush 
right  over  last  night,  but  I  wouldn't  let  her.  All 
brave  men  dislike  to  have  a  fuss  made  over  them, 
I  know." 

"Good  Lord !"  ejaculated  Christopher,  and  stopped 
short,  impatiently  desisting  before  the  admiration 
illumining  her  eyes.  From  her  former  disdain  he 
had  evidently  risen  to  a  height  in  her  regard  that 
was  romantic  in  its  ardour.  It  was  in  vain  that  he 
told  himself  he  cared  for  one  emotfcn  as  little  as 
for  the  other — in  spite  of  his  words,  the  innocent 
fervour  in  her  face  swept  over  the  barrier  of 
his  sullen  pride. 

"So  you  are  going  away  to-morrow,"  he  said  at 
last;  "and  for  good.'"' 
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"For  good.  yes.     I  go  abroad  very  unexpectedly 
for  perhaps  five  years.     My  things  aren't  half  ready 
but  business  is  of  more  importance  than  a  woman's 
clothes. 

"Will  you  be  alone?" 

"Oh,  no." 

"Who  goes  with  you.?"  he  insisted  bluntly 

As  she  reddened,  he  watched  the  colour  spread 
slowly  to  her  throat  and  ear. 

"I  am  to  be  married,  you  know,"  she  answered, 
with  her  accustomed  composure  of  tone. 

His  lack  of  gallantry  was  churlish. 

"To  that  dummy  with  the  brown  mustache?" 
lie  inquired. 

A  little  hysterical  laugh  broke  from  her.  and  she 
made  a  hopeless  gesture  of  reproof.  "Your  manners 
are  really  elementary."  she  remarked,  adding  im- 
mediately: "I  assure  you  he  isn't  in  the  least  a 
dummy— he  is  considered  a  most  delightful  talker  " 

He  swept  the  jest  impatiently  aside. 

"Why  do  you  do  it.?"  he  demanded. 

"Do  what?" 

hil^"""  ^°''  ^^^^  ^  "'®*"-  ^^y  ^°  y°"  °^*"y 

Again  she  bit  back  a  laugh.  It  was  all  very 
primitive,  very  savage,  she  told  herself;  it  was.  above 
all  different  from  any  of  the  Ufe  that  she  had  known 
and  yet.  m  a  mysterious  way,  it  was  familiar,  as  if 
the  unrestramed  emotion  in  his  voice  stirred  some 
racial  memory  within  her  brain 

"Why  do  1  marry  him?"  '  She  drew  a  step 
away,  looking  at  sky  and  field.  "Why  do  I  marry 
htm?         She    hesitated    slightly.    ''Oh.    for    manv 
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reasons,  and  all  good  ones — but  most  of  all  becaitsc 
I  love  him." 
"You  do  not  love  him." 
"I  beg  your  pardon,  but  I  do." 
For  the  first  time  in  her  life,  as  her  eyes  swept 
over  the  landscape,  she  was  conscious  of  a  peculiar 
charm  in  the  wildness  of  the  country,  in  the  absence 
of  all  civilising  influences — in  the  open  sky,  the  red 
road,  the  luxuriant  tobacco,  the  coarse  sprays  of 
yarrow  blooming  against  the  fence;  in  the  homely 
tasks,  drawing  one  close  to  the  soil,  and  the  har- 
vesting 01   th?   ripened  crops,  the  milking  of  the 
mild-eyed  cows,  and  in  the  long  still  days,  followed 
by  the  long  still  nights. 

Their  eyes  met,  and  for  a  time  both  were  silent. 
She  felt  again  the  old  vague  trouble  at  his  presence, 
the  appeal  of  the  rustic  tradition,  the  rustic  temper- 
ament; of  ell  the  multiplied  inheritances  of  the 
centuries,  which  her  education  had  not  utterly 
extinguished. 

"Well,  I  hope  you'll  live  to  regret  it,"  he  said 
suddenly,  with  bitter  passion. 

The  words  startled  her,  and  she  caught  her  breath 
with  a  tremor. 

"What  an  awful  wish!"  she  exclaimed  lightly. 
"  It's  an  honest  one. " 

"I'm  not  sure  I  shouldn't  prefer  a  little  polite 
lying. " 

"You  won't  get  it  from  me.  I  hope  you'll  live 
to  regret  it.     Why  shouldn't  I?" 

"Oh,  you  might  at  least  be  decently  human.  If 
you  hadn't  been  so  brave  yesterday,  I  might  almost 
think  you  a  savage  to-day." 
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told  you,"  he 


"I  didn't  do  that  on  purpose,  I 
returned  angrily. 

"You  can't  make  me  !)eHeve  that— it's  no  use 
trymg." 

on?    '^.n"^   try-though    it's   the   gospel   truth- 
and  you  11  find  xt  out  some  day  " 
"When?" 

"Oh,  when  the  time  comes,  that's  all." 
"You  speak  in  riddles,"  she  said,  "and  I  always 
hated  guessing."  Then  she  held  out  her  hand  with 
a  pleasant,  conventional  smile.  "I  am  grateful  to 
you  in  spite  of  everything,"  she  said;  "and  now 
good-by. 

His  arms  hung  at  his  side.  "No.  I  won't  shake 
hands,    he  answered.     "What's  the  use.?" 

"As  you  please-only,  it's  the  usual  thing  at 
partxng."  * 

"All  the  same.  I  won't  do  it."  he  said  stubbornly. 
My  hands  are  not   clean."    He  held  them  out, 
soiled  with  earth  and  the  stains  from  the  tobacco 

kind?  ^"  '"^**''*  ^^''  ^^^^  ^"^^^^  "p°"  ^'"^  ""^^y 

"Oh.  I  shan't  mind  the  traces  of  honest  toil."  she 
said;  but  as  he  still  hung  back,  she  gave  a  friendly 
nod    and  went  quickly  homeward  along  the  road 
As  her  figure  vanished  among  the  trees,   a  great 
bitterness  oppressed  him,  and.  picking  up  his  knife 
he  went  back  doggedly  to  his  work. 

In  the  kitchen,  when  he  returned  to  dinner  some 
hours  later,  he  found  Cynthia  squinting  heavily 
over  the  torn  coat.  ^ 

"I  must  say  you  ruined  this  yesterday"  she 
remarked,  looking  up  from  her  needle,  "and  if' you'd 
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listened  to  me  you  could  have  stopped  those  horses 
just  as  well  in  your  old  jean  clothes.  I  had  a  feeling 
that  something  was  going  to  happen,  when  I  saw 
you  with  this  on." 

"I  don't  doubt  it,"  he  responded,  wofuUy  eying 
the  garment  spread  on  her  knees,  "and  I  may  as 
well  admit  right  now  that  I  made  a  mess  of  the 
whole  thing.  To  think  of  my  wasting  the  only 
decent  suit  I  had  on  a  Fletcher — after  saving  up  a 
year  to  buy  it,  too." 

Cynthia  twitched  the  coat  inside  out  and  placed 
a  square  patch  over  the  ragged  edges  of  the  rent. 
"I  suppose  I  ought  to  be  thankful  you  saved  the 
boy's  life,"  she  observed,  "but  I  can't  say  that  I 
feel  particularly  jubilant  when  I  look  at  these  arm- 
holes.  Of  cou  r  when  I  first  heard  of  it  the  coat 
seemed  a  mere  tr.iiC,  but  when  I  come  to  the  mending 
I  begin  to  wish  you'd  been  heroic  in  your  every-day 
clothes.  There'll  have  to  be  a  patch  right  here, 
but  I  don't  reckon  it  will  show  much.  Do  you 
mind?" 

"I'd  rather  wear  a  mustard  plaster  than  a  patch 
any  time,"  he  replied  gravely;  "but  as  long  as  there's 
no  help  for  it,  lay  them  on— don't  slight  the  job 
a  bit  because  of  my  feelings.  I  can  stand  pretty 
well  having  my  jean  clothes  darned  and  mended, 
but  I  do  object  to  dressing  up  on  Sundays  in  a  bed- 
quilt." 

"Well,  you'll  have  to,  that's  all,"  was  Cynthia's 
reassuring  rejoinder.  "It's  the  price  you  pay  for 
being  a  hero  when  you  can't  afford  it." 


a 


CHAPTER  VI 


Shows  Fletcher  in  a  New  Light 

Responding  to  a  much-distracted  telegram  from 
Fletcher,  Carraway  arrived  at  the  Hall  early  on  the 
morning  of  Maria's  marriage,   to  arrange  for  the 
transfer  to  the  giri  of  her  smaller  share  in  her  grand- 
father's   wealth.     In    the    reaction    following     the 
hysterical  excitement  over  the  accident,  Fletcher  had 
grown  doubly  solicitous  about   the  future  of  the 
boy— feeling,  apparently,  that  the  value  of  his  heir 
was  increased  by  his  having  so  neariy  lost   him. 
When  Carraway  found  him  he  was  bustling  noisily 
about  the  sick-room,  walking  on  tiptoe  with  a  tramp 
that  shook  the  floor,  while  Will  lay  gazing  wearily 
at  the  sunlight  which  filtered  through  the  bright- 
green  shutters.    Somewhere  in  the  house  a  canary 
was  trilling  joyously,  and  the  cheerful  sound  lent  a 
pleasant    animation    to    the    otherwise    depressing 
atmosphere.     On   his  way  upstairs  Carraway   had 
met  Maria  running  from  the  boy's  room,  with  her 
hair  loose  upon  her  shoulders,  and  she  had  stopped 
long  enough  to  show  a  smiling  face  on  the  subject 
of  her  marriage.    There  were  to  be  only  Fletcher, 
Miss  Saidie  and  himself  as  witnesses,  he  gathered — 
W3mdham's   parents   having  held   somewhat   aloof 
from  the  connection — and  within  three  hours  at  the 
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mo  t  t  would  IH,  over  and  the  Imdal  pair  beginning 
their  long  journey.  Looking  down  fro.n  the  ne« 
landmg  he  had  further  assurance  of  the  sincerity 

eL™  "'-.T"  r"*"  "'  ^"^  '"«  '°ve»  meet  Tnd 
embrace  wuhm  the  shadow  of  the  staircase-  and 
the  sight  stirred  within  his  heart  something  of  that 

in"    r  '"""''  '"  '"*  '»'*"^'>  'he  first  exuber- 

ever  ^  treL'""'r-  J"  ""«'"  ^^^"■"-K  what- 
turned  the  handle  of  the  sick-room  door 

restlessly  upon  the  counterpane.  "Stand  out  of 
my  sunshme,  grandpa,"  he  said  fretfully,  a,  the 
lawyer  sat  down  by  his  bedside 

Fletcher  shufHed  hastily  from  before  the  window 
and  ,t  struck  Carraway  almost  ludicrously  That  to 
a^lthe  surroundings  in  which  he  had  ever  seen  him 
the  man  had  never  appeared  so  hopelessly  outTf 

oitTT  *.™",'"-»"  he  had  watched  him  at  prayer 
one  Sunday  in  the  little  c    ntrf  church 

it  o«rt'tie"bed'  "^  '"""  "'''  *^"*  ^^  "">"«''» 

"Maybe  you'd  like  a  sip  of  this  beef  tea  now  "  he 

suggested  persuasively.     "Ifs  „,ost  time  fr^your 

^Xd^^"  ''"°'''  »  ^*^'  '"'«'»  *-e  »'  this 

"I  don't  Uke  it,  grandpa;  it's  too  salt." 
Thar,  now     that's    jest    like    Saidie."    blurted 

hTbXXtit  ■.'^""'-  -"•-  ^-  -'  '^^ 
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Miss  Saidie  appeared  instantly  at  the  door  of  the 
adjoining  room,  and  without  seeking  to  diminish 
the  importance  of  her  offense,  mildly  offered  to 
prepare  a  fresh  bowl  of  the  broth. 
^  "I'm  packing  Maria's  clothes  now,"  she  said, 
"but  I'll  be  through  in  a  jiffy,  and  then  Ml  make 
the  soup.  I've  jest  fixed  up  the  parlour  for  the 
marriage.  Maria  insists  on  having  a  footstool  to 
kneel  on— she  ain't  satisfied  with  jest  standing  with 
jmed  hands  before  the  preacher,  like  her  pa  and  ma 
did  before  she  was  bom." 

"Well,  drat  Maria's  whims,'  retorted  Fletcher 
impatiently;  "they  can  wait,  I  reckon,  and  Will's 
got  to  have  his  tea,  so  you'd  better  fetch  it." 

"But  I  don't  want  it,  grandpa."  protested  the 
boy.  flushed  and  troubled.  "You  worry  me  so, 
that's  all.  Please  stop  fooling  with  those  curtains— 
I  hke  the  sunshine." 

"A  nap  is  what  he  needs,  I  suspect,"  observed 
Carraway,  touched,  in  spite  of  himself,  by  the 
lumbering  misery  of  the  man. 

"Ah,  that's  it,"  agreed  Fletcher,  catching  readily 
at  the  suggestion.  "  You  jest  turn  right  over  and 
take  yo'  nap,  and  when  you  wake  up — well,  I'll 
give  you  anything  you  want.  Here,  swallow' this 
stuff  down  quick  and  you'll  sleep  easy." 

He  brought  the  medicine  glass  to  the  bedside,  and, 
slipping  his  great  hairy  hand  under  the  {)illow, 
gently  raised  the  boy's  head. 

"I  reckon  you'd  like  a  brand  new  saddle  when 
you  git  up,"  he  remarked  in  a  coaxing  voice. 

"I'd  rather  have  a  squirrel  gun,  grandpa;  I  want 
to  go  himting." 
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Fletcher  8  face  clouded. 

"I'm  afraid  you'd  git  shot,  sonny." 

With  his  lips  to  the  glass.  Will  paused  to  haggle 
over  the  price  of  his  obedience. 

••But  I  want  it,"  he  insisted;  "and  I  want  a  pack 
of  hounds,  too,  to  chase  rabbits." 

••Bless  my  boots !  You  ain't  going  to  bring  any 
anvelmg  beasts  on  the  place,  air  you?" 

•*  Yes,  I  am,  grandpa.  I  won't  swallow  this  unless 
you  .say  I  may." 

•*0h,  you  hurry  up  and  git  well,  and  then  well 
see— we'll    see,"    was    Fletchers    answer.      "Gulp 
this  stuff  right  down  now  and  turn  over." 
The  boy  still  hesitated. 

"Then  I  may  have  the  hounds."  he  said;  "that 
new  htter  of  puppies  Tom  Spade  has,  and  I'll  get 
Christopher  Blake  to  train  'em  for  me." 

The  pillow  shook  under  his  head,  and  as  he  opened 
his  mouth  to  drink,  a  few  drops  of  the  liquid  spilled 
upon  the  bedclothes. 

"I  reckon  Zebbadee's  a  better  man  for  hounds." 
suggested  Fletcher  setting  down  the  glass. 

"Oh,  Zebbad.  -'s  aren't  worth  a  cent— they  can't 
tell  a  rabbit  from  a  watering-pot.  I  want  Christo- 
pher Blake  to  train  'em.  and  I  want  to  see  him  about 
It  to-day.     Tell  him  to  come,  grandpa." 

••I  can't,  sonny— I  can't;  you  git  your  hounds 
and  we'll  find  a  better  man.  Why,  thar's  Jim 
Weatherby;    he'll  do  first  rate." 

"His  dogs  are  setters,"  fretted  Will.  "I  don't 
want  him;  I  want  Christopher  Blake— he  saved  my 
life,  you  know." 

"So  I  3  did.  so  he  did."  admitted  Fletcher;  "and 
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he  shan't  U>  a  loser  by  that,  suh."  he  a.ldcd.  turning 
to  Carraway.  "When  you  go  over  thar.  you  can 
carry  my  check  along  for  five  hundred  dollars." 

The  lawyer  smiled.    "  Oh.  Ill  take  it."  he  answered, 
"and  I'll  very  likely  bring  it  back." 

The  boy  looked  at  Carraway.  "You  tell  him  to 
come,  sir,"  he  pleaded.  His  eyes  were  so  like 
Fletcher's — small,  sparkling,  changing  from  blue  to 
brown— that  the  lawyer's  glance  lingered  upon  the 
other's  features,  seeking  some  resemblance  in  them, 
also.  To  his  surprise  he  found  absolutely  none— 
the  high,  blue-veined  forehead  beneath  the  chestnut 
hair;  the  straight,  delicate  nose;  the  sensitive,  almost 
effeminate  curve  of  the  mouth,  must  have  descended 
from  the  "worthless  drab"  whom  he  had  beheld 
in  the  severe  white  light  of  Fletcher's  scorn.  For 
the  first  time  it  occurred  to  Carraway  that  the 
illumination  had  been  too  intense. 

"I'll  tell  him,  certainly,"  he  said  quietly  after  a 
moment;  "but  I  don't  promise  that  he'll  come,  you 
understand." 

"Oh,  I  won't  thank  him,"  cried  the  boy  eagerly. 
"It  isn't  for  that  I  want  him— tell  him  so.  Maria 
says  he  hates  a  fuss." 

"I'll  deliver  your  message  word  for  word."  re- 
sponded the  lawyer.  "Not  only  that,  I'll  add  my 
own  persuasion  to  it,  though  I  fear  I  have  little 
influence  with  your  neighbour." 

"Tell  him  I  beg  him  to  come,"  insisted  the  boy, 
and  the  urgent  voice  remained  with  Carraway 
throughout  the  day. 

It  was  not  until  the  afternoon,  however,  when 
he  had  tossed  his  fareweU  handful  of  rice  at  the 
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.lown  tho  lone  curve,  of  Llil  ''  "">'  '~''' 

".Hing  W.u«VXa7of  hm  "V""  *"."  "'^««« 
™  ...  noV rHr.HeI.  1:  X';At 

oe    Still    hopelessly    unsolved.     Was    it    m-r-i 
repression   of   manner   that   rnnoved   him    •      u    K 

gaze  and  the  ^,.ii««  ^  /     ®"  her  dark,  troubled 

possibility    that    Destiny     which    i«   \l 

si<i^™.on  With  Which  ^T:^i^::',^Tr  "-• 
ice^Th/criritt.:'':hrS"hr  "^ "» 

fence  surrounding  the  B  ake  far^     T     .^T™ 
«eid  beyond  theVrden^tsIrChHXh:.^:: 
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int^thfr/"."'  'T  "  '''"'  "'  f^"'  »"■>.  follow, 
in*  the  ruggc.1  ,mth  nml.l  the  yarrow,  he  ioin..l  thr 
young  man  where  he  sI.kkI  at  w-.rk 

up'^tndmlZ:  T'"^  '"•  ">'•  Chri..o,.l,.r  glanced 

uy  lorked  pole..     At  hit  feet  there  were  little  ereen 

."ubbl.  """^  °'  ''""«''  «""  Wwding 

foltew.!!"^i"f'!..  "f "   ""   ""«nu«t.d   me- hod.   he 
ollowed  that  the  lawyer,  a.  he  watched    ,m   could 

the  «m«  crop  was  probably  rai«d,  cut  and  cured 
on  the  «me  «>il  i„  the  .am.  carele«  and  prim7t"e 
fa.h.on.     Beneath  all  the  «eming  indiffe™«    o 

of  that  b Imd  rehance  upon  chance  which  i.  apt  to 
b«^the  «hg,ou.  expre«ion  of  «  rural  and  isolated 

"Ye.,  Ml  leave  it  out  awhile,  I  reckon  unle..  th. 
weather  change,,"  replied  Christopher  .n  answer 
to  the  lawyer',  inquiry. 

••  Well  it  promises  fair  enough."  returned  Carrawav 
pleasantly.  "They  tell  me.  by  the  wav.  thaHhe 
yellow  sun-cured  leaf  is  coming  into  fa^u'  in  the 
market.     You  don't  try  that,  eh  ? "  °"  '"  «"<> 

Chn^stopher  shook  his  head.  and.  kneeling  on  the 
^und.    carelessly   sorted  his   pile  of  plants.     "I 
1^     r^,""*  ,t  indoors,"  he  answered,  "and  I 
reckon  1 11  keep  to  the  old  way.      The  dark  leaf  i 
what   the  people   about   here  Hke-it   makes   the 
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Hwcctcr.hew.  ihcy  think      Ah  for  mv.  I  liato  tliv  very 
kmoll  of  it." 

••That*  odd.  and  III  wager  you're  itio  only  man 
in  the  county  who  neither  »mokcsi  nor  chew*.** 

"Oh,  I  handle  it,  you  «ee.  The  itnell  and  the 
itain  of  it  are  well  soaked  in  I  sometimet  wonder 
if  all  the  water  in  the  river  oi  Jordan  could  wash 
away  the   blood  of  the  tobacco  worm." 

With  a  laugh  in  which  there  waa  more  l>ittemeti 
than  mirth,  he  »t retched  out  his  big  bronzed  hands, 
and  Carraway  saw  that  the  nails  and  finger-tips 
were  dyed  bright  green. 

"It  does  leave  its  mark,"  observed  the  lawyer, 
and  felt  instantly  that  the  speech  was  inane. 

Christopher  went  on  quietly  with  his  work,  gather- 
ing up  the  plants  and  hanging  the  slit  stalks  over 
the  long  poles,  while  the  peculiar  heavy  odour  of 
the  freshly  cut  crop  floated  unpleasantly  about 
them. 

For  a  time  Carreway  watched  him  In  silence,  hia 
eyes  dwelling  soberly  upon  the  stalwart  figure. 
In  spite  of  himself,  the  mere  beauty  of  outline 
touched  -lim  with  a  feeling  of  sadness,  and  when  he 
spoke  at  last  it  wag  in  a  lowered  tone. 

"You  have,  perhapt,  surmised  that  my  call  is 
not  entirely  one  of  pleasure,"  he  began  awkwardly; 
"that  I  am,  above  all,  the  bearer  of  a  mess,.  •  from 
Mr.  Fletcher." 

"From  Fletcher?"  repeated  Christopher  coolly. 
"Well,  I  never  heard  a  message  of  his  yet  that  wasn't 
better  left  undelivered." 

"I  am  sure  I  am  correct  in  saying,"  Carraway 
went  on  steadily  and  not  without  definite  purpose, 
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'tftat  h«  hof>e«  you  will  l«  gcneroui  rnough  to  Id 
i>yjf"ncn  Imj  t)yg»»ncs  •• 

ChriKtopher  ntKlded. 

"He  feeig,  of  coun*."  purnuecl  the  lawyer,  "that 
hu  obligation  to  you  in  greater  than  he  can  hope 
to  repay.  Indeed.  I  think  if  you  knew  the  true 
•tate  of  the  case  your  judgment  of  him  would  be 
ioftened.  The  J)oy  who  m  nearly  lout  his  life  is  the 
one  human  »)cing  whom  Fletcher  loves  letter  than 
hinself-better  than  his  own  soul.  I  had  almost 
said." 

Christopher  looked  up  attentively.     "  Who'd  have 
thought  it."  he  muttered  beneath     '.  breath. 

Judging  that  he  had  at  last  made  a  beginning  at 
the  plastering  over  of  old  scars.  Carraway  went  on  as 
If  the  other  had  not  spoken.  "So  jealous  is  his 
affection  m  this  instance,  that  I  believe  his  grand- 
daughter's  marriage  is  something  of  a  relief  to  him. 
He  is  positively  impatient  of  any  influence  over  th 
boy  except  his  own— and  that.  I  fear,  is  hardly  for 
good." 

Picking  up  a  clod  of  earth.  Christopher  crumbled 
It  slowly  to  dust.  "So  the  little  chap  comes  in  for 
all  this,  does  he?"  he  asked,  as  his  gaze  swept  over 
the  wide  fields  in  the  distance.  "  He  comes  in  for  all 
that  is  mine  by  right,  and  Fletcher's  intention  i«, 
I  dare  say.  that  he'll  reflect  honour  upon  the  theft?" 

"That  he'll  reflect  honour  upon  the  name—yes. 
It  is  the  ambition  of  his  grandfather,  I  believe, 
that  the  lad  should  grow  up  to  be  respected  in  the 
county— to  stand  for  something  more  than  he  himself 
has  done." 

"Well,  he'll  hardly  stand  for  more  of  a  rascal.* 
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remarked  Christopher  quietly;  and  then,  as  his  eyes 
rested  on  the  landscape,  he  appeared  to  follow 
moodily  some  suggestion  which  had  half  escaped 
him.  "Then  the  way  to  touch  the  n-.an  is  through 
the  boy,  I  presume,"  he  said  abruptly. 

Arrested  by  the  words,  the  lawyer  looked  down 
quickly,  but  the  other,  still  kneeling  upon  the  ground, 
was  fingering  a  plant  he  had  just  picked  up.  "  Fine 
leaves,  eh?"  was  the  remark  that  met  Carraway's 
sudden  start. 

"To  touch  him,  yes,"  replied  the  lawyer  thought- 
fully. "Whatever  heart  he  has  is  given  to  his 
grandson,  and  when  you  saved  the  lad's  life  the 
other  day  you  placed  Fletcher  in  your  debt  for 
good.  Of  his  gratitude  I  am  absolutely  sure,  and 
as  a  slight  expression  of  it  he  asked  me  to  hand 
you  this." 

He  drew  the  check  from  his  pocket,  and  leaning 
over,  held  it  out  to  Christopher.  To  his  surprise, 
the  young  man  took  it  from  him,  but  the  next  moment 
he  had  Urn  it  roughly  in  two  and  handed  it  back 
again.  "So  you  may  as  well  return  it  to  him," 
he  said,  and,  rising  slowly  from  the  ground,  he  stood 
pushing  the  loose  plants  together  with  his  foot. 

"I  feared  as  much,"  observed  Carraway,  placing 
the  torn  slip  of  paper  in  his  pocket.  "Your  grudge 
is  of  too  long  standing  to  mend  in  a  day.  Be  that 
as  it  may,  I  have  a  request  to  make  of  you  from 
the  boy  himself  which  I  hope  you  will  not  refuse. 
He  has  taken  a  liking  to  you,  it  appears,  and  as  he 
will  probably  be  ill  for  some  weeks,  he  begs  that  you 
will  come  back  with  me  to  see  him." 

He  finished  a  little  wistfully,  and  stood  looking  up 
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at  the  young  man  who  towered  a  good  head  and 
shoulders  above  him. 

"I  may  as  well  tell  you  once  for  all,"  returned 

Christopher,  choking  over  the  words,  "that  you've 

given  me  as  much  of  Fletcher  as  I  can  stand  and 

a  long  sight  more  than  I  want.     If  anybody  but 

you  had  brought  me  that  piece  of  paper  with  Bill 

Fletcher's  name  tagged  to  it    I'd  have  rammed  it 

down  his  throat  before  this.     As  it  is,  you  may  tell 

him  from  me  that  when  f  have  paid  him  to  the  last 

drop  what  I  owe  him— and  not  till  then— will   I 

listen  to  any  message  he  chooses  to  send  me.     I 

hate  him,  and  that  s  my  affair;  I  mean  to  be  even 

with  him  some  day,  and  I  reckon  that's  my  affair, 

too.     One  thing  I'm  pretty  sure  of,   and  that   is 

that  it's  not  yours.     Is  your  visit  over,  or  will  you 

come  into  the  house?" 

"I'll  be  going  back  now,"  replied  the  lawyer, 
shrinking  from  before  the  outburst,  "but  if  I  may 
have  the  pleasure,  I'll  call  upon  your  mother  in 
the  morning." 

Christopher  shook  the  hand  which  he  held  out, 
and  then  spoke  again  in  the  same  muffled  yoice. 
"You  may  tell  him  one  thing  more,"  he  pursued, 
"and  that  is,  that  it's  the  gospel  truth  I  didn't  know 
it  was  his  grandson  in  the  wagon.  Why,  man, 
there's  not  .-  Fletcher  on  this  earth  whose  neck 
I'd  lift  my  litde  finger  to  save !" 

Then,  as  Carraway  passed  slowly  along  the  ragged 
path  to  the  sunken  road,  he  stood  looking  after 
him  with  a  neavy  frown  upon  his  brow.  His  rage 
was  at  white  heat  within  him,  and,  deny  it  as  he 
would,  he  knew  now  that  within  the  last  few  weeks 
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his  hatred  had  been  strengthened  by  the  force  of  a 
newer  passion  which  had  recoiled  upon  itself.  Since 
his  parting  with  Maria  Fletcher  the  day  before,  he 
had  not  escaped  for  a  breath  from  her  haunting 
presence.  She  was  in  his  eyes  and  in  the  air  he 
breathed ;  the  smell  of  flowers  brought  her  sweetness 
to  him,  and  the  very  sunshine  lying  upon  the  Septem- 
ber fields  thrilled  him  like  the  warmth  of  her  rare 
smile.  He  found  himself  fleeing  like  a  hunted  animal 
from  the  memory  which  he  could  not  put  away, 
and  despite  the  almost  frenzied  haste  with  which 
he  presently  fell  to  work,  he  saw  always  the  light 
and  gracious  figure  which  had  come  to  him  along 
the  red  clay  road.  The  fervour  which  had  shone 
suddenly  in  her  eyes,  the  quiver  of  her  mouth 
as  she  turned  away,  the  poise  of  her  head,  the  gentle, 
outstretched  hand  he  had  repulsed,  the  delicate 
curve  of  her  wrist  beneath  the  falling  sleeve,  the 
very  lace  on  her  bosom  fluttering  in  the  still  weather 
as  if  a  light  wind  were  blowing — these  things  returned 
to  torture  him  like  the  delirium  of  fever.  Appealing 
as  the  memory  was,  it  aroused  in  his  distorted  mind 
all  the  violence  of  his  old  fury,  and  he  felt  again  the 
desire  for  revenge  working  like  madness  in  his  blood. 
It  was  as  if  every  emotion  of  his  life  swept  on,  to' 
empty  itself  at  last  into  the  wide  sea  of  his  hatred. 
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CHAPTER  VII 
In  Which  Hero  and  Villain  Appear  as  One 

A  MONTH  later  Christopher's  conversation  with 
Carraway  returned  *o  him,  when,  coming  one  morning 
from  the  house  with  his  dogs  at  his  heels  and  his 
squirrel  gun  on  hi  shoulder,  he  found  Will  Fletcher 
and  a  troop  of  spotted  foxhound  puppies  awaiting 
him  outside  the  whitewashed  gate. 

"I  want  to  speak  to  you  a  moment,  Mr.  Blake," 
began  the  boy,  in  the  assured  tones  of  the  rich 
man  to  the  poor.  The  Blake  hounds  made  a  sudden 
rush  at  the  puppies,  to  be  roughly  ordered  to  heel 
by  their  master. 

"Well,  lire  away,"  returned  the  young  man 
coolly.  "But  I  may  as  well  warn  you  that  it's 
more  than  likely  it  will  be  a  clear  waste  of  breath. 
I'll  have  nothing  to  do  with  you  or  your  sort." 
He  leaned  on  his  gun  and  looked  indifferently  over 
the  misty  fields,  where  the  autumn's  crop  of  life- 
everlasting  shone  silver  in  the  sunrise. 

"I  don't  see  why  you  hate  me  so,"  said  the  boy 
wonderingly,  checking  the  too  frolicsome  adventures 
of  the  puppies  in  the  direction  of  the  hounds.  "I've 
always  liked  you,  you  know,  even  before  you  saved 
my  life — ^because  you're  the  straightest  shot  and 
the  best  trainer  of  hounds  about  here.     Grandpa 
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says  I  mustn't  have  anything  to  do  with  you,  but  I 
will  anyway,  if  I  please." 

"Oh,  you  will,  will  you?"  was  Christopher's  re- 
joinder, as  he  surveyed  him  with  the  humorous 
contempt  which  the  strong  so  often  feel  for  the 
weak  of  the  same  sex.  "Well,  I  suppose  I'll  have 
my  say  in  the  matter,  and  strangely  enough  I'm  on 
your  grandfather's  side.  The  clearer  you  keep  of 
me  the  better  it  will  be  for  you,  my  man." 

"That's  just  like  grandpa  all  over  again,"  protested 
the  boy;  "and  when  it  comes  to  that,  he  needn't 
know  anything  about  it— he  doesn't  know  half  that 
I  do,  anyway;  he  blusters  so  about  things." 

Christopher's  gaze  returned  slowly  from  the 
landscape  and  rested  inquiringly  upon  the  youthful 
features  before  him,  seeking  in  them  some  definite 
promise  of  the  future.  The  giriish  look  of  the 
mouth  irritated  him  ludicrously,  and  half-forgotten 
words  of  Carraway's  awoke  within  his  memory. 

"Fletcher  loves  but  one  thing  on  this  earth,  and 
his  ambition  is  that  the  boy  shall  be  respected  in 
the  county."  A  Fletcher  respected  in  the  very 
stronghold  of  a  Blake !  He  laughed  aloud,  and  then 
spoke  hurriedly  as  if  to  explain  the  surprising  mirth 
in  his  outburst. 

"So  you  came  to  pay  a  visit  to  your  nearest 
neighbour  and  are  afraid  your  grandfather  will  find 
it  out  ?    Then  you'll  get  a  spanking,  I  dare  say." 

Will  blushed  furiously,  and  stood  awkwardly 
scraping  up  a  pile  of  sand  with  the  sole  of  his  boot. 
"I'm  not  a  baby,"  he  blurted  out  at  last,  "and  I'll 
go  where  I  like,  whatever  he  says." 

"He  keeps  a  pretty  close  watch  over  you,  I  reckon. 
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Perhaps  he's  afraid  you'll  become  a  man  and  step 
into  his  shoes  before  he  knows  it." 

"Oh,  he  can't  find  me  out,  all  the  same."  said  the 
boy  slyly.  "He  thinks  I've  gone  over  to  Mr.  Morn- 
son's  now  to  do  my  Greek— he's  crazy  about  my 
leammg  Greek,  and  I  hate  it— and,  you  bet  your 
life,  he'll  be  hopping  mad  if  he  finds  I've  given  him 
the  slip." 

"He  will,  will  he?"  remarked  Christopher,  and 
the  thought  appeared  to  afford  him  a  peculiar  satis- 
faction.  For  the  first  time  the  frown  left  his  brow 
and  his  tone  lost  its  insolent  contempt.  Then  he 
came  ^-rward  suddenly  and  laid  his  hand  upon  the 
gate.  Well,  I  can't  waste  my  morning."  he  said. 
"You'd  better  run  back  home  and  play  the  piano 
I'm  of!."  ^ 

"I  don't  play  the  piano— I'm  not  a  girl,"  declared 
the  boy;  "and  what  I  want  is  to  get  you  to  train  my 
hounds  for  me.  I'd  Hke  to  go  hunting  with  you 
to-day." 

"Oh,  I  can't  be  bothered  with  babies,"  sneered 
Christopher  in  reply.  "You'd  fall  down,  most  likely, 
and  scratch  your  knees  on  the  briers,  and  then  you'd 
run  straight  home  to  blab  to  Fletcher." 

"I  won't!"  cried  Will  angrily.  "I'll  never  blab. 
He'd  be  too  mad.  I  tell  you.  if  he  found  it  out." 

"Well,  I  don't  want  you  anyhow,  so  get  out  of 
my  way.  You'd  better  look  sharp  after  your  pups 
or  the  hounds  will  chew  them  up." 

The  boy  stood  midway  of  the  road,  kicking  the 
dust  impatiently  ahead  of  him.  His  lips  quivered 
with  disappointment,  and  the  expression  gave  them 
a  singularly  wistful  beauty. 
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'I'll  give  you  all  my  pocket  money  if  you'll  take 
me  with  you,"  he  pleaded  suddenly,  stretching  out 
a  handful  of  silver. 

With  a  snarl  Christopher  pushed  his  arm  roughly 
aside.  "Put  up  your  money,  you  fool."  he  said; 
"I  don't  want  it." 

"Oh,  you  don't,  don't  you?"  taunted  the  other, 
raging  with  wounded  pride.  "Why,  grandpa  says 
you're  as  poor  as  Job's  turkey  after  it  was 
plucked." 

It  was  an  old  joke  of  Fletcher's,  who,  in  giving 
utterance  to  it,  little  thov  jht  of  the  purpose  it  would 
finally  be  made  to  serve,  for  Christopher,  halting 
suddenly  at  the  words,  swung  round  in  the  cloud  of 
dust  and  stood  regarding  the  grandson  of  his  enemy 
with  a  thoughtful  and  troubled  look.  The  lawyer's 
words  sounded  so  distinctly  in  his  ears  that  he 
glanced  at  the  boy  with  a  start,  fearing  that  they 
had  been  spoken  aloud:  "His  grandson  is  the  sole 
living  thing  that  Fletcher  loves."  Again  the  recol- 
lection brought  a  laugh  from  him,  which  he  carelessly 
threw  off  upon  the  frolics  of  the  puppies.  Then 
the  frown  settled  slowly  back  upon  his  brow,  and 
the  brutal  look,  which  Carraway  had  found  so  dis- 
figuring, crept  out  about  his  mouth. 

"I  tell  you  honestly,"  he  said  gruffly,  "that  if  you 
knew  what  was  good  for  you,  you'd  scoot  back  along 
that  road  a  good  deal  faster  than  you  came.  If 
you're  such  a  headstrong  fool  as  to  want  to  come 
with  me,  however,  I  reckon  you  may  do  it.  One 
thing,  though,  I'll  have  no  puling  ways." 

The  boy  jumped  with  pleasure.  "Why,  I  knew 
all   the  time   I'd  get   around   you,"   he   answered. 
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"  I  always  do  when  I  try;  and  may  I  shoot  some  with 
your  shotgun?" 
•TU  teach  you,  perhaps." 

"When?  Shall  we  start  now?  Call  the  dogs 
together—they're  nosing  in  the  ditch." 

Without  taking  the  trouble  to  reply,  Christopher 
strode  off  briskly  along  the  road,  and  after  waiting 
a  moment  to  assemble  his  scattered  puppies,  Will 
caught  up  with  him  and  broke  into  ft  running  pace 
at  his  side.  As  they  swung  onward  the  two  shadows 
—the  long  one  and  the  short  one— stretched  straight 
and  black  behind  them  in  the  sunlight. 

"You're  the  biggest  man  about  here,  aren't  you?" 
the  boy  asked  suddenly,  glancing  upward  with  frank 
admiration. 
"I  dare  say.      What  of  it?" 
"Oh,  nothing:   and  your  father  was  the  biggest 
man  of  his  time,  Sol  Peterkin  says;  and  Aunt  Mehit- 
able  remembers  your  grandfather,  and  he  was  the 
taUest  man  alive  in  his  day.     Who'll  be  the  biggest 
when  you  die,  I  wonder?    And,  I  say,  isn't  it  a  pity 
that  such  tall  men  had  to  live  in  such  a  little  old 
house— I  don't  see  how  they  ever  got  in  the  doors 
without  stooping.     Do  you  have  to  stoop  when  you 
go  in  and  out. 

Christopher  nodded. 
^  "Well,  I  shouldn't  like  that,"  pursued  Will; 
"and  I'm  glad  I  don't  live  in  such  a  little  place. 
Now,  the  doors  at  the  Hall  are  so  high  that  I  could 
stand  on  your  shoulders  and  go  in  without  bending 
my  head.  Let's  try  it  some  day.  Grandpa  wouldn't 
know." 

Christopher  turned  and  looked  at  him  suddenly. 


-.  "tf  *-■*»'- 


«9« 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


\^ 


pl : 

m 


ZhftT'^^T  ••^  *°  *^°'"«  'P**""'"  hunting  one 
night  ?    he  asked  in  a  queer  voice 

air'^'S^r '"  '"."^  '^"  ^y-  *°»»'"«  »»••  hat  in  the 
wr.       Will  you  take  me?" 

♦K  "  ^u!/  «*'  ^"^^  ^°^^'  y*^  ''n°^'"  '^^nt  on  the  other 

of  the  night  and  steal  out  of  the  window  without 
your  grandfather's  knowing  it." 
"I  should  say  sol" 

"We'd  tramp  till  morning,  probably  with  th« 
hound.  .„d  Ton,  Sp.d.  wouM  cL.  .XTo'bHn' 
h.s  lanterns.  Then  when  it  w«  over  we'd  wind  u| 
for  dnnk.  at  hi.  .to«.  If.  g,eat  .port,  I  teUyo^'^ 
but  It  takes  a  man  to  stand  it." 
Oh,  I'm  man  enough  by  now." 
"Not  according  to  your  grandfather's  thinking." 
fogyhtself^^:^'^""*^"*^-^*^^    He's  just  an  L 

tiJciY^'"  '^:  ""''"  '^-     "  ^^  ^^*»  *°  keep  you 

trick  ZT  '"rV"^  ^°"«'  ^^  ""^  p^*y  ^^  a 

tnck.  Why.  when  I  was  fourteen  I  could  shoot 
imh  any  man  about  here-and  drink  with  him.  too. 

ev^  in  wl^"^  !t  "P  **  Christopher  with  sparkling 
eyes,  m  which  the  eternal  hero-worship  of  youth 
was  already  kindled.  ^ 

;'0h    you're  splendid!"  he  exclaimed,  "and  I'm 
going  to  be  just  like  you.     Grandpa  shan't  keep  m^ 
a  baby  any  longer.  I  can  tell  you.    Ail  this  G«ek! 
now— he  s  crazy  about  my  learning  it— and  I  hate  it 
Do  you  know  Greek?"  ana  i  nate  it. 

Christopher   laughed    shortly.     "Where    does    he 
iive  f    he  inquired  mockingly. 
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For  a  moment  th.  boy  looked  at  him  perplexed. 

!„■  J„^         !!°°-  *"'""y'  "d  he  .wear.  he',  going 
to  «nd  me  back  in  two  week..    I  hope  I'll  farm 
and  then  he  can't."  • 

■■Jn    "'°  T";*'"  "'*"«'  "■«  "her  reflectively 
^well.  a  good  deal  may  happen.  I  reckon,  in  two' 

•■vl^-ll'iir"'"  !*""*  "••  hoy  with  enthusia.m: 
you  II  let  me  cha«  rabbit,  with  you  every  day- 
WMt  you?  «,d  teach  me  to  .hootP  and  we'll  go 
possum  huntrag  on.  night  and  not  get  home  tm 
mornrng.  It  will  be  easy  enough  to  Ll  "Zil" 
II    take  care  of  that,  and  if  Auat  Saidie  find,  U 

Here  !  t  TT^""-''"  """  ">«'  '"'«■"" 
Here,  let  me  take  the  gun  awhile,  will  you?" 

Christopher  handed  him  the  gun.  and  thev  went 
on  rapidly  along  the  old  road   under  ite'hrney 
locusts  that  grew  beyond  the  bend.     They  w"™ 
neanng  the  place  where  Christopher,  as  a  child  rf 
w%f  r'K'""^^  ''*'•  *■"  '"«'-^'> «  the  bushes  to 
the^I^;  «      "T  *"  """  '"  "Kht.  »nd  now  „ 
.I,,v      i  ?'°"  '"""""^  *°  him  he  unconsciously 
slackened  h,s  pace  and  cast  his  eyes  about  for  the 
spot  where  he  had  stood.     It  was  all  there    ust  „ 
.t  had  been  that  moming-the  red  clumps  of  sumach 
covered  with  gray  dust,  the  dried  underbrush  pM 
along  the  fence,  and  the  brown  honeyshucks  strewn 
in  the  sunny  road.     For  the  first  time  in  his  Hfe  he 
7Z^  1^1  this  instant  that  he  had  not  killed  Fletcher 
then-that  h.s  hand  had  beca  stayed  that  day  to  fal 
the  heavier,  ,t  might  be,  at  the  appointed  time 
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The  l)oy  xtill  cliottcd  eagerly,  and  when  presently 
the  hounds  scented  a  rabbit  in  the  tantafras  t^yond 
the  fence,  he  started  with  a  shout  at  the  heels  of  the 
pursuing  pack.  Swinging  himself  over  the  brush- 
wood,  Christopher  followed  slowly  across  the  waste 
of  life-everlasting,  tearing  impatiently  through  the 
flowering  net  which  the  wild  potato  vine  cast  about 
his  feet. 

Through  the  brilliant  October  day  they  hunted 
over  the  ragged  fields,  resting  at  noon  to  eat  the 
slices  of  bread  and  bacon  which  Christopher  had 
brought  in  his  pocket.  As  they  lay  at  full  length 
in  the  sunshine  upon  the  life-everlasting,  the  young 
man's  gaze  flew  like  a  bird  across  the  landscape- 
where  the  gaily  decorated  autumn  fallows  broke 
in  upon  the  bare  tobacco  fields  like  gaudy  patches 
on  a  homely  garment— to  rest  upon  the  far-oflf 
huddled  chimneys  of  Blake  Hall.  For  a  time  he 
looked  steadily  upon  them;  then,  turning  on  his 
side,  he  drew  his  harvest  hat  over  his  eyes  and  began 
a  story  of  his  early  adventures  behind  the  hounds, 
speaking  in  half-gay,  half-bitter  tones. 

In  the  mild  autumn  weather  a  faint  hare  overhung 
the  landscape,  changing  from  violet  to  gray  as  the 
shadows  rose  or  fell.  Around  them  the  unploughed 
wasteland  swept  clear  to  the  distant  road,  which 
wound  like  a  muddy  river  beside  the  naked  tobacco 
fields.  Lying  within  the  slight  depression  of  a 
hilltop,  the  two  were  buried  deep  amid  the  life- 
everiasting,  which  shed  its  soft  dust  upon  them 
and  filled  their  nostrils  with  its  ghostly  fragrance. 

As  he  went  on,  Christopher  found  a  savage  delight 
in  mocking  the  refinements  of  the  boy's  language, 
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in  U»Hiug  him  coarse  expressions  and  brutal  oath» 
much  at  he  tossed  scraps  to  the  hounds,  in  touch- 
ing with  vulgar  scorn  all  the  conventional  ideals  of 
the  household— obedience,  duty,  family  affection, 
religion  even.  While  he  sank  still  lower  in  that 
defiant  self-reipect  to  which  he  had  always  clung 
doggedly  until  tOKlay.  there  was  a  fierce  satisfaction 
m  the  knowledge  that  at  he  fell  he  dragged  Will 
Fletcher  with  him— that  he  h..d  sold  himself  to  the 
devil  and  got  his  price. 

This  unholy  joy  was  still  possessing  him  when 
at  nightfall,  exhausted,  dirty,  brier-scratched,  and 
bearing  their  strings  of  game,  they  reached  Tom 
Spade's,  and  Christopher  demanded  raw  whisky 
in  the  little  room  behind  the  store.  Sol  Peterkin 
was  there,  astride  his  barrel,  and  as  they  entered 
he  gave  breath  to  a  low  whistle  of  astonishment. 

"Why,  your  grandpa's  been  sweepin'  up  the 
county  for  you!"  he  exclaimed  to  Will. 

"So  he's  found  out  I  wasn't  at  the  Morrisons'," 
said  the  boy  a  little  nervously.  "I'd  better  be  going 
home,  I  reckon,  and  get  it  over. " 

Christopher  drained  his  glass  of  whisky,  and  then, 
refilling  it,  pushed  it  across  the  table. 

"What!  Aren't  you  man  enough  to  swallow  a 
thimbleful?"  he  asked,  with  a  laugh.  His  face 
was  flushed,  and  the  dust  of  the  roads  showed  in 
streaks  upon  his  forehead,  where  the  crown  of  his 
straw  hat  had  drawn  a  circle  around  his  moist  fair 
hair.  The  hand  with  which  he  touched  the  glass 
trembled  slightly,  and  his  eyes  were  so  reckless  that, 
after  an  instant's  frightened  silence,  Peterkin  cried 
out   in   alarm: 
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•  Pot  th«  F^ord'i  ukt,  Mr.  Chriftopher,  you're  not 
younwH^it'a  the  way  hit  father  went,  you  know  \" 

"What  ci  Ur*  demanded  Cliristopher,  turning 
hi»  dangerouA  look  upon  the  little  man.  "If  there'* 
a  merrier  way  to  go,  I'd  like  to  know  it." 

PeterUn  drew  over  to  the  table  and  laid  a 
restraining  hold  on  the  boy'e  arm.  "  Put  that  down, 
•onny,"  he  iaid.  "I  couldn't  itand  it.  and  you 
may  be  lure  it'll  do  you  no  good.  It  will  turn  your 
■tomach  clean  inside  out." 

"He  took  it,"  replied  the  boy  ttubbomly.  "and 
I'll  drink  it  if  he  tayt  io."  He  lifted  the  glass  and 
stood  looking  inquiringly  at  the  man  across  from 
him.  "Shall  I  drink  it  ?"  he  asked,  and  waited  with 
a  boyish  swagger. 

Christopher  gave  a  short  nod.  "Oh,  not  if  you're 
afraid  of  it,"  he  responded  roughly;  and  then,  as 
Will  threw  back  his  head  and  the  whisky  touched 
hit  lips,  the  other  struck  out  suddenly  and  sent  the 
glass  shivering  to  the  floor.  "Go  home,  you  fool!" 
he  cried,  "and  keep  clear  of  me  for  good  and  all." 

A  moment  afterward  he  had  passed  from  the 
room,  through  the  store,  and  was  out  upon  the  road. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

BlTWIlN  THI  DiVIL  AND  TMR  Dlir  SlA 

Thiri  wm  a  cheerful  blase  in  the  old  Udy'e 
parlour,  end  the  was  titting  placidly  in  her 
Bliaabethan  chair,  the  yellow  cat  dofing  at  her  foot- 
•tool.  LiU  paced  slowly  up  and  down  the  room, 
her  head  bent  a  little  sideways,  as  she  listened  to 
Tucker's  cheerful  voice  reading  the  evening  chapter 
from  the  family  Bible.  His  crutch,  still  strapped  to 
his  right  shoulder,  trailed  behind  him  on  the  floor, 
and  the  smoky  oil  lamp  threw  his  eccentric  shadow 
on  the  \\hitewashed  wall,  where  it  hung  grimacing 
like  a  grotesque  from  early  Gothic  art. 

"Many  waters  cannot  quench  low,  neither  can  the 
floods  drown  it,"  he  read  in  his  even  tones;  "if  a 
man  would  give  all  the  substance  of  his  house  for  love, 
it  would  utterly  be  contemned. " 

The  old  lady  tapped  the  arm  of  her  chair  and 
turned  her  sightless  eyes  upon  the  Bible,  as  if  Solomon 
in  person  stood  there  awaiting  judgment. 

"  I  always  liked  that  verse,  brother, "  she  remarked, 
"  though  I  am  not  sure  that  consider  it  entirely 
proper  reading  for  the  young.  Aren't  you  tired 
walking,  LUa?" 

"Oh.  no,  mother." 

"Well,  we  mustn't  take  the  Scriptures  literally. 
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you  know,  my  child;  if  we  did,  I  fear  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  would  come  of  it — and  surely  it  is  a  pity 
to  magnify  the  passion  of  love  when  so  very  many 
estimable  persons  get  along  quite  comfortably  with- 
out it.  You  remember  my  remarking  how  happy 
Miss  Belinda  Morrison  always  appeared  to  be,  and 
so  far  as  I  know  she  never  had  a  suitor  in  her  life, 
though  she  lived  to  be  upward  of  eighty. " 

"Oh,  mother!  and  yet  you  were  so  madly  in  love 
with  father — you  remember  the  fancy  ball." 

'"i'he  fancy  ball  occupied  only  one  night,  my 
dear  and  I've  had  almost  seventy  years.  I  married 
for  love,  as  you  certainly  know — at  my  age,  I  suppose 
I  might  as  well  admit  it — but  the  marriage  happened 
to  be  also  entirely  suitable,  and  I  hope  that  I  should 
never  have  been  gtiilty  of  anything  so  indelicate  as 
to  fall  in  love  with  a  gentleman  who  wasn't  a  desirable 
match. " 

Lila  flushed  and  bit  her  lip. 

"I  don't  care  about  stations  in  life,  nor  blood,  nor 
anything  like  that,"  she  protested 

The  old  lady  sighed.  "We  won't  have  any  more 
of  Solomon,  Tucker,"  she  observed.  "I  fear  he 
will  put  notions  into  the  child's  head.  Not  care 
about  blood,  indeed!  What  are  we  coming  to,  I 
wonder?  Well,  well,  I  suppose  it  is  what  I  deserve 
for  allowing  myself  to  fall  so  madly  in  love  with 
your  father.  When  I  look  back  now  it  seems  to 
me  that  I  could  have  achieved  quite  as  much  with  a 
great  deal  less  expenditure  of  emotion." 

"Now,  now,  Lucy,"  said  Tucker,  closing  the  gilt 
clasps  of  the  Bible,  "you're  not  yet  seventy,  and 
by  the  time  you  reach  eighty  you  will   see   things 
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clearer.     Tm  a  good  deal  younger  than  you.  but 

I  m  two-thirds  in  the  grave  already,  which  makes 

a  difference     My  life's  been  long  and  pleasant  as 

It  IS,  but  when  I  glance  back  upor  it  row  I  tell  you 

the  things  I  regret  least  in  it  are  ny  youlHft.-  follies. 

A  man  must  be  very  far  in  his  dot  ,'j.  indef  J,  ^hen  he 

begins  to  wear  a  long  face  over  the  sharp  breaths  that 

he  drew  in  youth.    I  came  very  near  ruining  myself 

for  a  woman  once,  and  the  fact  that  I  was  ready 

to  do  It-even  though  I  didn't-is  what  in  the  past 

I  like  best  to  recall  to-dav.     It  makes  it  all  easier 

and  better,  somehow,  and  it  seems  to  put  a  zest 

into  the  hours  I  spend  now  on  my  old  bench     To 

have  had  one  emotion  that  was    bigger   than   you 

or  your  umverse  is  to  have  had  life,  my  dear  " 

The  old  lady  wiped  her  eyes.  "It  may"  be  so. 
brother,  it  may  be  so."  she  admitted;  "but  not 
before  Lila.     Is  that  you,  Christopher  ? " 

The  young  man  came  in  and  crossed  slowly  to  the 
fire,  bending  for  an  instant  over  her  chair      He  was 
conscious  suddenly  that  his  clothes  smelled  of  the 
fields  and  that  the  cold  water  of  the  well  had  not 
cleansed  his  face  and  hands.     All  at  once  it  came 
to  him  with  something  of  a  shock  that    this  bare 
refined  poverty  was  beyond  his  level-that  about 
himself  there  was  a  coarseness,  a  brutality  even,  that 
made  him  shrink  from  contact  with  these  others— 
with  his  mother,  with  Lila.  with  poor,  maimed  Tucker 
m  his  cotton  suit.     Was  it  only  a  distinction  in 
manner,  he  wondered  resentfully,  or  did  the  difference 
he  still  deeper  in  some  unlikeness  of  soul?     For  the 
first  time  in  his  Hfe  he  felt  ill  at  ease  in  the  presence 
of  those  he  loved,  and  as  his  eyes  dwelt  moodily  on 
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Lila's  graceful  figure— upon  the  swell  of  her  low 
bosom,  her  swaying  hips,  and  the  free  movement  of 
her  limbs— he  asked  himself  bitterly  if  he  had  aught 
in  common  with  so  delicate  and  rare  a  thing?  And 
she?  Was  her  blithe  acquiescence,  after  all,  but 
an  assumed  virtue,  to  whose  outward  rags  she  clung  ? 
Was  it  possible  that  there  was  here  no  inward 
rebellion,  none  of  that  warfare  against  Destiny 
which  at  once  inspirited  and  embittered  his  heart? 

His  face  grew  dark,  and  Uncle  Boaz,  coming  in 
to  stir  the  fire,  glanced  up  at  him  and  sighed. 

"  You  sho'  do  look  down  in  de  mouf ,  Marse  Chris, " 
he  observed. 

Christopher  started  and  then  laughed  blankly. 
"Well,  I'm  not  proof  against  troubles,  I  reckon," 
he  returned.  "They're  things  none  of  us  can  keep 
clear  of,  you  know." 

Uncle  Boaz  chuckled  tmder  his  breath.  "Go 
'way  f'om  yer,  Marse  Chris;  w'at  you  :  now  'bout 
trouble — you  ain'    even  mah'ed  yet." 

"Now,  now,  Boaz,  don't  be  putting  any  ideas 
against  marriage  in  his  head,"  broke  in  the  old  lady. 
"He  has  remained  single  too  long  as  it  is,  for,  as 
dear  old  Bishop  Deane  used  to  say,  it  is  surely  the 
duty  of  every  gentleman  to  take  upon  himself  the 
provision  of  at  least  one  helpless  female.  Not  that 
I  wish  you  to  enter  into  marriage  hastily,  my  son, 
or  for  any  merely  sentimental  reasons;  but  I  am 
sure,  as  things  are,  I  believe  one  may  have  a  great 
many  trials  even  if  one  remains  single,  and  though 
I  know,  of  course,  that  I've  had  my  share  of  trouble, 
still  I  never  blamed  your  poor  father  one  instant 
— not  even  for  the  loss  of  my  six  children,  which 
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certainly  would  not  have  happened  if  I  had  not 
married  him.  But,  as  I've  often  told  you,  my  dear, 
I  think  marriage  should  be  rightly  regarded  more  as 
a  duty  than  as  a  pleasure.  Your  Aunt  Susannah 
always  said  it  was  like  choosing  a  partner  at  a  ball ; 
for  my  part,  I  think  it  resembles  more  the  selecting 
of  a  brand  of  flour." 

"And  to  think  that  she  once  cried  herself  sick 
because  Christopher  went  hunting  during  the  honey- 
moon!" exclaimed  Tucker,  with  his  pleasant  laugh. 

"Ah,  life  is  long,  and  one's  honeymoon  is  only  a 
month,  brother,"  retorted  the  old  lady;  "and  I'm 
not  saying  anything  against  love,  you  know,  when 
it  comes  to  tha  .  Properly  conducted,  it  is  a  very 
pleasant  form  of  entertainment.  I've  enjoyed  it 
mightily  myself;  but  I'm  nearing  seventy,  and  the 
years  of  love  seem  very  small  when  I  look  back. 
There  are  many  interesting  things  in  a  long  life,  and 
love  for  a  man  is  only  one  among  them;  which  brings 
me,  after  all,  to  the  conclusion  that  the  substance 
of  anybody's  house  is  a  large  price  to  pay  for  a  single 
feeling. " 

Christopher  leaned  over  her  and  held  out  his  arms. 

"It  is  your  bedtime,  mother — shall  I  carry  you 
across?"  he  asked;  and  as  the  old  lady  nodded,  he 
lifted  her  as  if  she  were  a  child  and  held  her  closely 
against  his  breast,  feeling  his  tenderness  revive  at 
the  clasp  of  her  fragile  hands.  When  he  placed 
her  upon  her  bed,  he  kissed  her  good-night  and  went 
up  the  narrow  staircase,  stooping  carefully  to  avoid 
the  whitewashed  ceiling  above. 

Once  in  his  room,  he  threw  off  his  coat  and  sat 
down  upon  the  side  of  his  narrow  bed,  glancing  con- 
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temptuously  at  his  bare  brown  arms,  which  showed 
through  the  openings  in  his  blue  shirt  sleeves.     He 
was  still  smarting  from  the  memory  of  the  sudden 
self-consciousness   he   had    felt    downstairs,   and    a 
pricking  sensitiveness  took  possession  of  him,  piercing 
like  needles  through  the  boorish  indifference  he  had 
worn.     All  at  once  he  realised  that  he  was  ashamed 
of  himself— ashamed  of  his  ignorance,  his  awkward- 
ness, his  brutality— and  with  the  shame  there  awoke 
the  slow  anger  of  a  sullen  beast.     Fate  had  driven 
him  like  a  whipped  hound  to  the  kennel,  but  he 
could  still  snarl  back  his  defiance  from  the  shadow 
of  his  obscurity.     The  strong  masculine  beauty  of 
his  face— the  beauty,  as  Cynthia  had  said,  of  the 
young  David— confronted  him  in  the  little  greenish 
mirror  above  the  bureau,  and  in  the  dull  misery  of 
the  eyes  he  read  those  higher  possibilities,  which 
even  to-day  he  could  not  regard  without  a  positive 
pang.     What  he  might  have  been  seemed  forever 
struggling  in  his  look  with  what  he  was,  like  the 
Scriptural  wrestle  between  the  angel  of  the  Lord 
and  the  brute.     The  soul,  distorted,  bruised,  defeated, 
still  lived  within  him,  and  it  was  this  tiiat  brought 
upon  him  those  hours  of^  mortal  anguish  which  he 
had  so  vainly  tried  to  drown  in  his  glass.    From 
the  mirror  his  gaze  passed  to  his  red  and  knotted 
hand,  with  its  blunted  nails,  and  the  straight  furrow 
grew  deeper  between  his  eyebrows.     He  remembered 
suddenly  that  his  earliest  ambition— the  ambition 
of  his  childhood— had  been  that  of  a  gentlemanly 
scholar  of  the  old  order.     He  had  meant  to  sit  in  a 
library  and  read  Horace,  or  to  complete  the  laborious 
translation  of  the  "  Iliad"  which  his  father  had  left 
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unfinished.     Then  his  studies  had  ended  abruptly 
with  the  Greek  alphabet,  and  from  the  library  he 
had  passed  out  to  the  plough.     In  the  years  of  severe 
physical  labour  which  followed  he  had  felt  the  spirit 
of  the  student  go  out  of  him  forever,  and  after  a  few 
winter  nights,  when  he  fell  asleep  over  his  books, 
he  had  sunk  slowly  to  the  level  of  the  small  tobacco 
growers   among   whom   he   lived.    With   him   also 
was  the  curse  of  apathy— that  hereditary  instinct 
to  let  the  single  throw  decide  the  issue,  so  charac- 
teristic of  the  reckless  Blakes.     For  more  than  two 
hundred  years  his  people  had  been  gay  and  careless 
livers  on  this  very  soil;  among  them  all  he  knew  of 
not  one  who  had  gone  without  the  smallest  of  his 
desires,  nor  of  one  who  had  permitted  his  left  hand 
to  learn  what  his  right  one  cast  away.     Big,  blithe, 
mettlesome,  they  passed  before  him  in  a  long,  comely 
Ime,   flushed   with  the  pleasant   follies   which   had 
helped  to  sap  the  courage  in  their  descendants'  veins. 
^^  At  first  he  had  made  a  pitiable  attempt  to  remain 
within  his  class,"  but  gradually,  as  time  went  on, 
this,  too,  had  left  him,  and  in  the  end  he  had  grown 
to  feel  a  certain  pride  in  the  ignorance  he  had  for- 
meriy  despised— a  clownish  scorn  of  anything  above 
the  rustic  details  of  his  daily  life.    There  were  days 
even  when  he  took  a  positive  pleasure  in  the  degree 
of  his  abasement,  when  but  for  his  blind  mother 
he  would  have  gone  dirty,  spoken  in  dialect,  and 
eaten   with  the  hounds.    What   he   dreaded   most 
now  were  the  rare  moments  of  illumination  in  which 
he  beheld  his  degradation  by  a  blaze  of  light- 
moments  such  as  this  when  he  seemed  to  stand  alone 
upon  the  edge  of  the  worid,  with  the  devil  awaiting 
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him  when  he  ihould  turn  at  last.  Years  ago  he  had 
escaped  these  periods  by  strong  physical  exertion, 
working  sometimes  in  the  fields  until  he  dropped 
upon  the  earth  and  lay  like  a  log  for  hours.  Later, 
ho  had  yielded  to  drink  when  the  darkness  closed 
over  him,  and  upon  several  occasions  he  had  sat 
all  night  with  a  bottle  of  whisky  in  Tom  Spade's 
store.  Both  methods  he  felt  now  to  be  ineffectual; 
fatigue  could  not  deaden  nor  could  whisky  drown 
the  bitterness  of  his  soul.  One  thing  remained, 
and  that  was  to  glut  his  hatred  ttntil  it  should  lie 
qttiet  like  a  gorged  beast. 

Steps  sounded  all  at  once  upon  the  staircase,  and 
after  a  moment  the  door  opened  and  Cynthia  entered. 

"Did  you  see  Fletcher's  boy,  Christopher?"  she 
asked.  "  riis  grandfather  was  over  here  looking  for 
him. " 

"  Fletcher  over  here  ?    Well,  of  all  the  impudence  ! " 

"  He  was  very  uneasy,  but  he  stopped  long  enough 
to  ask  me  to  persuade  you  to  part  with  the  farm. 
He'd  give  three  thousand  dollars  down  for  it,  he  said. " 

She  dasted  the  bureau  abstractedly  with  her 
checked  apron  and  then  stood  looking  wistfully  into 
the  mirror. 

"Is  that  so?  If  he'd  give  me  three  million  I 
wouldn't  take  it,"  answered  Christopher. 

"It  seems  a  mistake,  dear,"  said  Cynthia  softly; 
"of  course,  I'd  hate  to  oblige  Fletcher,  too,  but  we 
are  so  poor,  and  the  money  would  mean  so  much 
to  us.  I  used  to  feel  as  you  do,  but  somehow  I  seem 
all  worn  out  now — soul  as  well  as  body.  I  haven't 
the  strength  left  to  hate." 

"Well,    I   have,"    returned   Christopher   shortly, 


■I&    „:'l,   il     ■.    ■-  . 


k.^2fm  54  * 


-mr:^-^f^^^vm 


BETWEEN  DEVIL  AND  DEEP  SEA 


20$ 


"and  III  have  it  when  I'm  gasping  over  my  last 
breath.  You  needn't  bother  about  that  business, 
Cynthia;  I  can  keep  up  the  family  record  on  my  own 
account.  What's  the  proverb  about  us— 'a  Blake 
can  hate  twice  as  long  as  most  men  can  love '—that's 
my  way,  you  know.  " 

"You  didn't  finish  it."  s-d  Cynthia,  turning 
from  the  bureau;  "it's  all  downstairs  in  the  'Life  of 
Bolivar  Blake';  you  remember  Colonel  Byrd  got  it 
off  in  a  toast  at  a  wedding  breakfast,  and  Great- 
grandfather Bolivar  was  so  proud  of  it  he  had  it 
carved  above  his  library  door." 

"High  and  mighty  old  chap,  wasn't  he?  But 
what's  the  rest.?" 

"What  he  really  said  was:  'A  Blake  can  hate 
twice  as  long  as  most  men  can  love,  and  love  twice 
as  long  as  most  men  can  live.'" 

Christopher  looked  down  suddenly  at  his  great 
bronzed  hands.  "Oh.  '.le  needn't  have  stuck  the 
tail  of  it  on."  he  remarked  carelessly;  "but  the  first 
part  has  a  bully  sound." 

When  Cynthia  had  gone,  he  undressed  and  threw 
himself  on  the  bed,  but  there  was  a  queer  stinging 
sensation  in  his  veins,  and  he  could  not  sleep.  Rising 
presently,  he  opened  the  window,  and  in  the  frosty 
October  air  stood  looking  through  the  darkness  to 
the  light  that  twinkled  in  the  direction  of  Blake 
Hall.  Faint  stars  were  shining  overhead,  and 
against  the  indistinct  horizon  something  obscure 
and  black  was  dimly  outlined— perhaps  the  great 
clump  of  oaks  that  surrounded  the  old  brick  walls. 
Somewhere  by  that  glimmer  of  light  he  knew  that 
Fletcher   sat   hugging   his   ambition    like   a   miser, 
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gloating  over  the  grandson  who  <vould  grow  up  to 
redeem  his  name.  For  the  weak,  foolish-mouthed 
boy  Christopher  at  this  moment  knew  neither 
tolerance  nor  compassion;  and  if  he  stooped  to  touch 
him,  he  felt  that  it  was  merely  as  he  would  grasp  a 
stick  which  Fletcher  had  taken  for  his  own  defense. 
The  boy  himself  might  live  or  die,  prosper  or  fail, 
it  made  little  difference.  Thw  main  thing  was  that 
in  the  end  Bill  Fletcher  should  be  hated  by  his 
grandson  as  he  was  hated  by  the  man  whom  he 
had  wronged. 
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CHAPTER  IX 


A«  THi  Twio  Is  Huur 

It  was  two  weeks  after  this  that  Fletcher,  looking 
up  from  his  coflfee  and  cakes  one  morning,  demanded 
querulously : 

"Whar's  Will,  Saidie?  It  seems  to  me  he  sleeps 
late  these  days." 

"Oh,  he  was  up  hours  ago,"  responded  Miss 
Saidie,  from  behind  the  florid  sUver  service.  "I 
believe  he  has  gone  rabbit  hunting  with  that  young 
Blake. "  -^       • 

Fletcher  laid  down  his  knife  and  fork  and  glowered 
suspiciously  upon  his  sister,  the  syrup  from  his  last 
mouthful  hanging  in  drops  on  his  coarse  gray  beard 

"With  young  Blake  I  Why.  what's  the  meaning 
of  that?"  he  inquired. 

"It's  only  that  Will's  taken  to  him,  I  think. 
Thar's  no  harm  in  this  hunting  rabbits  that  I  can 
see,  and  it  keeps  the  child  out  of  doors,  anyway. 
Fresh  air  is  what  the  doctor  said  he  needed,  you 
know. " 

^^  "I  don't  like  it;  I  don't  like  it,"  protested  Fletcher; 
those  Blakes  are  as  bad  as  bulldogs,  and  they've 
been  so  as  far  back  as  I  can  remember.  The  sooner 
a  stop's  put  to  this  thing  the  better  it'll  be.  How 
long  has  it  been  going  on,  I  wonder?" 
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"About  ten  vlays,  I  believe,  and  it  doeit  seem  to 
^ive  the  boy  such  an  interest.  I  can't  help  feeling 
it's  a  pity  to  break  it  up. " 

"Oh,  bother  you  and  your  feeUngs!"  was  Fletcher's 
retort.  "If  you'd  had  the  sense  you  ought  to  have 
had,  it  never  would  have  started;  but  you've  always 
had  a  mushy  heart,  nnd  I  ought  to  have  allowed  for 
it,  I  reckon.  Thar're  two  kind  of  women  in  this 
world,  the  mulish  and  the  pulish,  an'  when  it  comei 
to  a  man's  taking  his  pick  between  'em,  the  Lord 
help  him.  As  for  that  young  Blake— well,  if  I  had 
to  choose  between  him  and  the  devil,  I'd  take  up 
with  the  devil  mighty  fast,  that's  all." 

"Oh.  Brother  Bill,  he  saved  the  child's  life!" 

"Well,  he  didn't  do  it  on  purpose;  he  told  me  so 
himself.  I  tried  to  settle  that  fair  and  square  with 
him,  you  know,  and  he  had  tl  e  face  to  tear  my 
check  in  half  and  send  it  back.  Oh,  I  don't  like 
this  thing,  I  tell  you,  and  I  won't  have  it.  I've  no 
doubt  it's  at  the  bottom  of  all  Will's  cutting  up  about 
school,  too.  He  was  not  well  enough  to  go  yester- 
day, he  said,  and  here  he's  getting  up  this  morning 
at  daybreak  and  streaking,  heaven  knows  whar, 
with  a  beggar.  You  may  as  well  pack  his  things — 
I'll  ship  him  off  to-morrow  if  I'm  alive. " 

"I  hope  you  won't  scold  him,  anyway;  he's  not 
strong,  you  know,  and  it's  good  for  him  to  have  a 
little  pleasure.  I'm  sure  I  can't  see  what  you  have 
against  the  Blakes,  as  far  as  that  goes.  I  remember 
the  old  gentleman  when  I  was  a  child — so  fine,  and 
clean,  and  pleasant,  it  was  a  sight  just  to  see  him 
ride  by  on  his  dappled  norse.  He  always  lifted 
his  hat  to  me,  too,  when  he  passed  me  in  the  road. 
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and  once  he  gave  mo  some  |)cachc«  for  opening  the 
red  gate  for  him.  I  never  could  help  hking  him. 
and  I  was  lorry  when  he  lost  his  money  and  they 
had  to  sell  the  Hall. " 

Fletcher  choked  over  his  coffee  and  grew  purple 
in  the  face. 

"Hang  your  puling!"  he  cried  harshly.  "Ml 
not  stand  it.  do  you  hear.>  The  old  man  was  a 
beggarly,  cheating  spendthrift,  and  the  young  one 
IS  a  long  sight  worse.  I'd  rather  wring  Will's  neck 
than  have  him  mixed  up  with  that  batch  of  paupers. " 

Miss  Saidie  shrunk  back,  frightened,  behind  the 
■ilver  service. 

"Of  course  you  know  best,  brother."  she  hastened 
to  acknowledge,  with  her  unfailing  good-humour. 
"I'm  as  fond  of  the  child  as  you  are.  I  reckon— and 
of  Maria,  too.  for  that  matter.  Have  you  seen  this 
photograph  she  sent  me  yesterday,  taken  at  some 
outlandish  place  across  the  water.?  I  declare,  I  had 
no  idea  she  was  half  so  handsome.  She  has  begun 
to  wear  her  hair  low  and  has  filled  out  considerable. " 

"  Well,  there  was  room  for  it, "  commented  Fletcher, 
as  he  glanced  indifferently  at  the  picture  and  laid 
it  down.  "Get  Will's  clothes  packed  to-day,  remem- 
ber.    He  starts  of!  to-morrow  morning,  ra  in  or  shine. '  * 

Pushing  back  his  chair,  he  paused  to  gulp  a  last 
swallow  of  coffee,  and  then  stamped  heavily  from 
the  room. 

At  dinner  Will  did  not  appear,  and  when  at  last 
the  supper  bell  jangled  in  the  hall  and  Fletcher 
strode  in  to  find  the  boy's  place  still  empty,  the 
shadow  upon  his  brow  grew  positively  black.  As  they 
rose  from  the  table  there  were  brisk,  light  steps  along 
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the  hAtI,  and  Will  entered  hurrieclly,  warm  and 
dusty  after  the  day'i  hunt.  Catching  sight  of  his 
grandfather,  he  started  nervously,  and  the  l>oyish 
animation  he  had  brought  in  from  the  fields  faded 
quiclcly  from  his  face,  which  took  on  a  sly  and 
dogged  look. 

"Whar  in  the  devil's  name  have  you  been.  suhT* 
demanded  Fletcher  bluntly. 

The  boy  hesitated,  seeking  the  inevitable  defenses 
of  the  weak  pitted  against  the  strong.  "I've  been 
teaching  my  hounds  to  hunt  rabbits."  he  replied, 
after  a  moment.    "Zebhadce  was  with  me." 

"So  you  were  too  sick  to  start  for  school  this 
morning,  eh?"  pursued  Fletcher,  hurt  and  angry. 
"Only  well  enough  to  go  traipsin?  through  the 
bushes  after  a  pack  of  brutes?" 

"I  had  a  headache,  but  it  got  better.  May  I  go 
up  now  to  wash  my  hands?" 

For  an  instant  Fletcher  regarded  him  in  a  brooding 
silence;  then,  with  that  remorseless  cruelty  which 
is  th»  strangest  manifestation  of  wounded  love,  he 
lo(  ed  upon  the  boy's  head  all  the  violence  of  his 
smotnered  wrath. 

"You'll  do  nothing  of  the  kind!  I  ain't  done 
with  you  yet,  and  when  I  am  I  reckon  you  will  know 
it.  Mark  my  words,  if  you  wam't  such  a  girlish- 
looking  chap  I'd  take  my  horsewhip  to  your  shoulders 
in  a  jifTy.  So  this  is  the  return  I  get,  is  it,  for  all  my 
trouble  with  you  since  the  day  you  were  bom  I 
Tricks  and  lies  are  all  the  reward  I'm  to  expect,  I 
reckon.  Well,  you'll  learn — once  for  all,  now — ^that 
when  you  undertake  to  fool  me  it's  a  clear  waste 
of  time.     I've  found  out  whar  you've  been  to-day, 
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Md  I  know  you've  bMn  ineakifig  acroM  th«  county 

with  that  darn  Blakaf"  ^ 

Tha  boy  looked  at  him  ite^idily.  flrtt  with  ipeechlete 

terror,  then  with  a  cowed  and  lullen  rage.     The  glare 

in   Fletcher'!  eyes   fascinated   him.   and   he  stood 

motionless  on  hU  spot  of  carpet  as  if  he  were  held 

there  in  an  invisible  vise.    Weakling  as   he   was. 

he  had  been  humoured  too  long  to  bear  the  lash 

submissively  at  last,   and  beneath  the  tumult  of 

words  that  overwhelmed  him  he  felt  his  anger  flow 

like  an  infusion  of  courage  in  his  veins.    The  greater 

•hart  of  love  was  still  on  his  grandfather's  side. 

Md  the  knowledge  of  this  lent  a  sullen  defiance  to 

his  voice. 

"You  bluster  so  I  can't  hear,"  he  said,  blinking 
fsst  to  shut  out  the  other's  eyes.  "  If  I  did  go  with 
Christopher  Blake,  what's  the  harm  in  itP  I  only 
lied  because  you  make  such  a  fuss  it  gives  me  a 
headache. " 

"It's  the  first  fuss  I  ever  made  with  you  I 
reckon."  returned  Fletcher,  softening  before  tho 
accusation.  "  If  I  ever  fussed  with  you  before,  sonny, 
you  may  make  mighty  certain  you  deserved  it." 

"  Vou  frighten  me  half  to  death  when  you  rag* 
■o,"  persisted  the  boy,  snatching  craftily  at  his 
advantage. 

"There,  there,  well  get  it  over,"  said  Fletcher, 
quietmg  instantly.  "I  didn't  mean  to  scare  you 
that  way,  but  the  truth  is  it  put  me  in  a  passion  to 
hear  of  you  mixing  up  with  that  scamp  Blake.  Jest 
keep  clear  of  him  and  I'll  ask  nothing  more  of  you. 
You  may  chase  all  your  rabbits  between  here  and 
kingdom  come  for  aught  I  care,  but  if  I  ever  see  you 


7?Tmrw^:j^ 


ai9 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


i 

I  '■■'i' 


alongside  of  Christopher  Blake  again.  I  tell  you,  I'll 
lick  you  until  you're  black  and  blue.  And  now 
hurry  up  and  git  your  supper  and  go  to  bed,  for  you 
start  to  school  to-morrow  morning  at  sunrise." 

Will  flushed,  and  stood  blinking  his  eyes  in  the 
lamplight. 

"I  don't  want  to  go  to  school,  grandpa,"  he  said 
persuasively. 

"That's  a  pity,  sonny,  because  you've  got  to  go 
whether  you  like  it  or  not.  Your  Aunt  Saidie  has 
gone  and  packed  your  things,  and  I'll  give  you  a 
month's  pocket  money  to  start  with." 

"But  I'd  rather  stay  at  home  and  study  with  Mr. 
Morrison.  Then  I  could  follow  after  the  hounds 
in  the  afternoon  and  keep  out  in  the  fresh  air,  as 
the  doctor  said  I  must. " 

"Now,  now.  we've  had  enough  of  this,"  said 
Fletcher  decisively.  "You'll  do  what  I  say,  mind 
you,  and  you'll  do  it  quick.  No  haggling  over  it, 
do  you  hear?" 

Will  looked  at  him  sullenly,  nerved  by  that  reckless 
anger  which  so  often  passes  for  pure  daring. 

"If  you  make  me  go  you'll  be  sorry,  grandpa," 
he  said,  choking. 

Fletcher  swallowed  an  uneasy  laugh,  strangled  over 
it,  and  finally   spat  it  out  with  a  wad  of  tobacco. 

"Why,  what  blamed  maggot  have  you  got  in  your 
head,  son?"  he  inquired,  laying  his  heavy  hand  on 
the  boy's  shoulder.  "You  didn't  use  to  hate 
school  so,  and,  as  sure  as  you're  bom,  you'll  find  it 
first  rate  sport  when  you  get  back.  It's  this  Blake 
business,  that's  what  it  is — he's  gone  and  stuffed 
vou   plum  full   of  notions.     Look  here,   now,   you 
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don't  want  to  grow  up  to  be  a  dunce  like  him,  do 
you?" 

He  had  touched  the  raw  at  last,  and  Will  broke 
out  passionately  in  revolt,  inflamed  by  a  boyish 
admiration  for  his  own  bravado. 

"He's  got  a  lot  more  sense  than  anybody  about 
here, "  he  cried,  backing  against  the  door  and  holding 
tightly  to  the  handle;  "and  if  he  doesn't  know  that 
plaguey  Greek  it's  because  he  says  there  isn't  any 
use  in  it.  Why,  he  can  shoot  a  bird  on  the  wing 
over  his  shoulder,  and  mount  a  horse  at  full  gallop, 
and  tell  stories  that  make  you  creep  all  over.  He's 
not  a  dunce,  grandpa ;  he's  my  friend,  and  I  like  him ! " 

The  last  words  came  in  a  sudden  spurt,  for,  feeling 
his  artificial  courage  ooze  out  of  him,  the  boy  had 
started  in  a  run  from  the  room.  He  had  barely 
crossed  the  threshold,  however,  when  Fletcher 
reached  out  with  a  strong  grip  and  pulled  him  back, 
swinging  him  slowly  round  until  the  two  stood  face 
to  face. 

"Now,  here's  one  thing  flat,"  said  the  man  in  a 
husky  voice,  "if  I  ever  see  or  hear  of  you  opening 
your  mouth  to  that  rascal  again,  I'll  thrash  you 
until  you  haven't  a  sound  bone  in  your  body.  You'd 
better  go  up  now  and  say  your  prayers. " 

As  he  released  his  grasp,  the  boy  struck  out  at 
him  with  a  nerveless  gesture  and  then  shot  like  an 
arrow  through  the  hall  and  out  into  the  twilight. 
At  the  moment  his  terror  of  Fletcher  was  forgotten 
in  the  paroxysm  of  his  anger.  Short  sobs  broke  from 
him  as  he  ran,  and  presently  his  breath  came  in 
pants  like  those  of  an  overdriven  horse;  but  still, 
without  slackening  his  pace,  he  sped  on  to  the  old 
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ice-pond  and  then  wheeled  past  the  turning  into  the 
sunken  road.  Not  until  he  had  reached  the  long 
gate  before  the  Blake  cottage  did  he  stop  short 
suddenly  and  stand,  grasping  his  moist  shirt  collar, 
in  an  effort  to  quiet  his  convulsed  breathing. 

The  hounds  greeted  him  with  a  single  bay,  and 
at  the  noise  Cynthia  came  out  upon  the  porch  and 
then  down  into  the  gravelled  path  between  the  old 
rose-bushes. 

"What  do  you  wish?"  she  demanded  stiffly, 
standing  severe  and  erect  in  her  faded  silk. 

"I  must  speak  to  Christopher— I  must!"  gasped 
the  boy,  breathing  hard.  "I  am  going  away  to- 
morrow, and  this  is  my  last  chance." 

"Well,  he's  in  the  stable,  I  believe,"  replied 
Cynthia  coolly.  "If  you  want  him,  you  must  go 
there  to  look  for  him,  and  be  sure  not  to  make  a 
noise  when  you  pass  the  house. "  Then,  as  he  darted 
away,  htr  eyes  followed  him  with  a  weary  aversion. 

Will  passed  the  kitchen  and  the  woodpile  and, 
turning  into  a  little  path  that  led  from  the  well,  came 
to  the  open  door  of  the  rudely  built  stable.  A  dim 
light  fell  in  a  square  across  the  threshold,  and  looking 
inside  he  saw  that  a  lantern  was  hanging  from  a 
nail  above  the  nearest  stall  and  that  within  the 
circle  of  its  illumination  Christopher  was  busily 
currying  the  old  gray  mare. 

At  the  boy's  entrance  he  paused  for  an  instant, 
glanced  carelessly  over  the  side  of  the  stall,  and 
then  went  on  with  his  work. 

"  Playing  night-owl,  eh  ? "  he  remarked  indifferently. 
"  There's  no  rubbing-down  for  you  to  do,  I  reckon. " 

"There's  a  dam  sight  worse,"  returned  the  boy, 
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throwing  out  the  oath  with  a  conscious  swagger  as 
he  braced  himself  against  the  ladder  that  ran  up  to 
the  loft.  ^ 

His  tone  arrested  Christopher's  hand.  and.  lifting 
his  head,  the  young  man  stood  attentively  regarding 
him,  one  arm  lying  upon  the  broad  back  of  the  old 
mare. 

"Why,  what's  up  now.?"  he  questioned  with  a 
smile.  Some  fine  chaff,  which  he  had  brought  down 
from  the  loft,  still  clung  to  his  hair  and  clothes  and 
darkened  his  upper  lip  like  a  mustache. 

"Grandpa's  found  it  out  and  he's  hopping,"  said 
the  boy.  "I  always  told  you  he  would  be,  you 
know,  and  now  it's  come.  If  he  ever  catches  me 
with  you  again  he  swears  he'll  give  it  to  me  like  hell. " 
He  pressed  tightly  against  the  ladder  and  wagged 
his  head  defiantly.  "But  he  needn't  think  he  can 
bully  me  like  that— not  if  I  knc^y  it !" 

"Well,  he  mustn't  catch  you  again."  returned 
Christopher,  not  troubling  to  soften  his  scorn  of  such 
cheap  heroics;  "we  must  manage  better  next  time. 
Did  you  think  to  remind  him,  by  the  way,  that  I 
once  took  the  trouble  to  save  your  life.?" 

"That's  a  fact,  I  didn't  think  of  it.  What  would 
he  have  said,  I  wonder?" 

Christopher  raised  his  eyebrows.  "Knocked  your 
front  teeth  out,  perhaps.     He's  like  that,  isn't  he?" 

"Oh,  he's  awfully  fond  of  me.  you  know."  pro- 
tested the  boy;  "but  it's  his  meddling  ways  that  I 
can't  stand.  What  business  is  it  of  his  who  my 
friends  are  ?  He  hasn't  got  to  take  up  with  'em.  has 
he?  Why,  what  he  hates  is  for  me  to  want  to  be 
with  anybody  but  himself  or  Aunt  Saidie.     He'd 
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like  to  keep  me  dangling  all  day  to  his  coat  tails, 
but  it's  not  fair,  and  I  won't  have  it.  I'll  show  him 
whether  I'm  to  be  kept  a  kid  forever  or  not!" 

" There's  spirit  for  you!"  drawled  Christopher 
with  a  laugh,  as  he  applied  the  currycomb  to  the 
mare's  flank. 

"You  just  wait  till  you  hear  the  worst,"  returned 
the  other,  with  evident  pride  in  the  thtmderbolt 
about  to  be  delivered.  "He  swears  he's  going  to 
send  me  to  school  to-morrow  at  sunrise." 

"You  don't  say  so?"  ejaculated  Christopher. 

"Oh,  but  he'll  do  it,  too — the  only  way  to  get 
around  him  is  to  fall  ill,  and  I  can't  work  that  to- 
morrow. I  played  the  trick  last  week  and  he  saw 
through  it.  I ' ve  got  to  go,  that 's  certain ;  but  I  'm  going 
to  make  him  sorry  enough  before  he's  done.  Why 
couldn't  he  let  me  keep  on  studying  with  Mr.  Morrison, 
as  the  doctor  said  I  ought  to?  What's  the  use  of 
this  blamed  old  Latin  and  Greek,  anyway  ?  Nobody 
about  here  knows  them,  and  why  should  I  set  myself 
up  for  a  precious  numbskull  of  a  scholar  ?  I'd  rather 
be  a  crack  shot  like  you  any  day!  I  tell  you  one 
thing,"  he  finished,  sucking  in  his  breath  in  a  way 
that  had  annoyed  Christopher  from  the  first,  "I've 
half  a  mind  to  run  away  or  fall  ill  after  I  get  there !" 

Christopher  turned  suddenly,  slapped  the  mare 
on  the  flank,  and  came  out  of  the  stall,  the  curry- 
comb still  in  his  hand.  His  shirt  sleeves  were  rolled 
above  his  elbows,  and  the  muscles  of  his  arms  stood 
out  like  cords  under  the  sunburned  skin,  which 
showed  a  paler  bronze  from  the  wrists  up.  He  was 
flushed  from  leaning  over,  and  his  clothes  smelled 
strongly  of  the  stable. 
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"If  you  do,  come  to  me,"  he  said  lightly,  "and 
I'll  hide  you  in  the  bam  till  the  storm  blows  over. 
It  wouldn't  last  long,  I  reckon." 

"  Bless  you,  no;  when  he's  scared  I  can  do  anything 
with  him.  Why,  he  was  as  soft  as  mush  after  the 
horses  ran  away  with  me,  though  he'd  threatened 
to  thrash  me  if  I  touched  the  reins.  Oh,  I  say  it's 
a  shame  we  never  had  that  'possum  hunt  I" 

Christopher  turned  down  his  shirt  sleeves  and 
brushed  the  chaff  from  his  face. 

"What  do  you  say  about  to-night?"  he  inquired, 
with  something  like  a  sneer.  "We  couldn't  go  far, 
of  course,  and  we'd  have  to  borrow  Tom  Spade's 
hounds — mine  are  tired  out — but  we  might  have  a 
short  run  about  midnight,  get  a  'possum  or  so,  and 
be  in  our  beds  before  daybreak.     Shall  we  try  it?" 

The  boy  wavered,  struggling  between  his  desire 
for  the  chase  and  his  fear  of  Fletcher. 

"  Of  course,  if  you're  afraid "  added  diristopher 

slowly. 

"I'm  not  afraid,"  broke  out  Will  angrily,  "rm 
not  afraid  and  you  know  it.  You  be  at  the  store 
by  eleven,  and  I'll  get  out  of  the  window  and  join 
you.  Grandpa  will  never  know,  and  if  he  does — 
well,  I'll  settle  him!" 

"Then  be  quick  about  it,"  was  Christopher's 
retort,  and  as  the  boy  ran  out  into  the  darkness 
he  followed  him  to  the  door  and  stood  gazing  moodily 
down  upon  the  yellow  circle  that  his  lantern  cast 
on  the  bare  ground.  A  massive  fatigue  oppressed 
him,  and  his  hands  and  feet  had  become  like  leaden 
weights.  There  was  a  heaviness,  too,  about  his 
head,  and  his  eyeballs  burned  as  if  he  had  looked 
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too  long  at  a  bright  light.  At  the  moment  he  felt 
like  a  man  who,  being  bound  upon  a  wheel,  is  whirled 
so  rapidly  around  that  he  is  dazed  by  the  continuous 
revolutions.  What  did  it  all  mean,  anyway— the 
boy,  Fletcher,  himself,  and  the  revenge  which  he 
now  saw  so  clearly  before  him?  Was  it  a  great 
divine  judgment  or  a  great  human  cruelty? 

Question  as  he  would,  the  wheel  still  turned,  and 
he  knew  that  for  good  or  evil  he  was  bound  upon 
it  until  the  end. 


CHAPTER  X 


Powers  op  Darknbss 


October  dragfced  slowly  along,  and  Christopher 
followed  his  work  upon  the  farm  with  the  gloomy 
indifference  which  had  become  the  settled  expression 
of  his  attitude  toward  life.  Since  the  morning 
when  he  had  seen  Will  drive  by  to  the  cross-roads 
he  had  heard  nothing  of  him,  and  gradually,  as  the 
weeks  went  on,  that  last  reckless  night  behind  the 
hounds  had  ceased  to  represent  a  cause  either  of 
rejoicing  or  of  regret.  He  had  not  meant  to  goad 
the  boy  into  drinking—of  this  he  was  quite  sure — 
and  yet  when  the  hunt  was  over  and  the  two  stood 
just  before  dawn  in  Tom  Spade's  room  he  had 
felt  the  devil  enter  into  him  and  take  possession. 
The  old  mad  humour  of  his  blood  ran  high,  and 
as  the  raw  whisky  fired  his  imagination  he  was 
dimly  conscious  that  his  talk  grew  wilder  and  that 
the  surrounding  objects  swam  before  his  gaze  as  if 
seen  through  a  fog.  Life,  for  the  time  at  least, 
lost  its  relative  values;  the  moment  loomed  larger 
in  his  vision  than  the  years,  and  he  beheld  the  past 
and  the  future  dwarfed  by  the  single  radiant  instant 
that  was  his  own.  It  was  as  if  he  could  pay  back 
the  score  of  a  lifetime  in  that  one  minute. 

"Is  it  possible  that  what  was  so  difficult  yesterday 
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should  have  grown  so  euy  to-day  ?"  he  asked  himself, 
astonished.  "Why  have  I  never  seen  so  clearly 
before  ?  Why,  until  this  evening,  have  I  gone  puling 
about  my  life  as  if  such  things  as  disgrace  and 
poverty  were  sufficient  to  crush  the  strength  out  of 
a  man  ?  Let  me  put  forth  all  my  courage  and  nothing 
is  impossible— not  even  the  attainment  of  success 
nor  the  punishment  of  Fletcher.  It  is  only  necessary 
to  begin  at  once — to  hasten  about  one's  task — and 
in  a  few  short  years  it  will  be  accoi  iplished  and  done 
with.  All  will  be  as  I  wish,  and  I  shall  then  be  as 
happy  as  Tucker." 

Following  this  came  the  questions,  How?  When? 
Where  shall  I  begin  ?— but  he  put  them  angrily  aside 
and  refilled  his  glass.  A  great  good-humour  pos- 
sessed him,  and,  as  he  drank,  all  the  unpleasant 
things  of  life — loss,  unrest,  heavy  labour — vanished 
in  the  roseate  glow  that  pervaded  his  thoughts. 

What  came  of  it  was  not  quite  clear  to  him  next 
day,  and  this  caused  the  uneasiness  that  lasted  for 
a  week.  He  had  a  va^uc  recollection  that  Tom 
Spade  took  the  boy  home  and  rolled  him  through 
the  window,  and  that  he  himself  went  whistling  to 
his  bed  with  the  glorious  sensation  that  he  was 
riding  the  crest  of  a  big  wave.  With  the  morning 
came  u  severe  headache  and  the  ineffectual  effort 
to  remember  just  how  far  it  had  all  gone,  and  then  a 
sharp  anxiety,  which  vanished  when  he  saw  Will  pass 
on  his  way  to  school. 

"The  boy  was  none  the  worse  for  it,"  Tom  Spade 
told  him  later;  "he  had  a  drop  too  much,  to  be  sure, 
but  his  legs  were  as  steady  as  mine,  an*  he  slept  it 
off  in  an  hour.     He's  a  ticklish  chap,  Mr.  Christopher," 
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the  storekeeper  added  after  a  moment,  "an*  Td 
keep  my  hands  from  meddlin*  with  him,  if  I  was 
you.  That  thing  shan't  happen  agin  at  my  place, 
an*  it  wouldn't  have  happened  then  if  I'd  been 
around  at  the  beginnin*.  You  may  tamper  with  yo* 
own  salvation  as  much  as  you  please— that's  my 
gospel,  but  I'll  be  hanged  if  you've  got  a  right  to 
tamper  with  anybody  else's." 

Christopher  wheeled  suddenly  about  and  gave 
him  a  keen  glance  from  under  his  lowered  eyelids. 
For  the  first  time  he  detected  a  lack  of  deference  in 
Tom  Spade's  tone,  and  a  suspicion  shot  through 
him  that  the  words  were  meant  to  veil  a  reprimand. 

"Well,  I  reckon  the  boy's  got  as  good  a  right  to 
drink  as  I  have,"  he  retorted  sneeringly,  and  a 
moment  afterward  went  gaily  whistling  through 
the  store.  At  the  time  he  felt  a  certain  pleasure 
in  defying  Tom's  opinion— in  setting  himself  so 
boldly  in  opposition  to  the  conventional  morality 
of  his  neighbours.  The  situation  gave  him  several 
sharp  breaths  and  that  dix«y  sense  of  insecurity 
in  which  his  mood  delighted.  It  had  needed  only 
the  shade  of  disapproval  expressed  in  the  store- 
keeper's voice  to  lend  a  wonderful  piquancy  to  his 
enjoyment— to  cause  him  to  toy  in  imagination 
with  his  hatred  as  a  man  does  with  his  desire.  Before 
Tom  spoke  he  had  caught  himself  almost  regretting 
the  aflfair— wondering,  even,  if  his  error  were  past 
retrieving— but  with  tne  first  mere  suggestion  of 
outside  criticism  his  humour  underwent  a  startling 
change. 

Between   Fletcher  and  himself  the  account   was 
still  open,  and  the  way  in  which  he  meant  to  settle 
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it  concerned  himielf  alone — leMt  of  all  did  it  concern 
Tom  Spade. 

He  was  groping  confunedty  among  these  reflec- 
tions when,  one  evening  in  early  November,  he  went 
upstairs  after  a  hasty  supper  to  find  Cynthia  already 
awaiting  him  in  his  room.  At  his  start  of  displeased 
surprise  she  came  timidly  forward  and  touched 
his  arm. 

"Are  you  sick,  Christopher?  or  has  anything 
happened?    You  are  so  unlike  yourself." 

He  shook  his  head  impatiently  and  her  hand  fell 
from  his  sleeve.  It  occurred  to  him  all  at  once, 
with  an  aggrieved  irritation,  that  of  late  his  family 
had  failed  him  in  sympathy — that  they  had  ceased 
to  value  the  daily  sacrifices  he  made.  Almost 
with  horror  he  found  himself  asking  the  next  instant 
whether  the  simple  bond  of  blood  was  worth  all 
that  hn  had  given — worth  his  youth,  his  manhood, 
his  ambition?  Until  this  moment  his  course  had 
seemed  to  him  the  one  inevitable  outcome  of  circum- 
stances— the  one  appointed  path  for  him  to  tread; 
but  even  as  he  put  the  question  he  saw  in  a  sudden 
illumination  that  there  might  have  been  another 
way — that  with  the  burden  of  the  three  women 
removed  he  might  have  struck  out  into  the  world 
and  at  least  have  kept  his  own  head  above  water. 
With  his  next  breath  the  horror  of  his  thought  held 
him  speechless,  and  he  turned  away  lest  Cynthia 
should  read  his  degradation  in  his  eyes. 

* '  Happened !  Why,  what  should  have  happened  ? ' ' 
he  inquired  with  attempted  lightness.  "  Good  Lord  I 
After  a  day's  work  like  mine  you  can  hardly  expect 
me  to  dance  a  hornpipe.    Since  sunrise  I've  done 
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a  turn  at  fall  ploughing,  felled  and  chopped  a  tree, 
mended  the  pasture  fence,  brought  the  water  for 
the  washing,  tied  up  some  tobacco  leaves,  and  looked 
after  the  cattle  and  the  horses—and  now  you  find 
fault  because  I  haven't  cut  any  extra  capenl" 

••Not  find  fault,  dear,"  she  answered,  and  the 
hopeless  courage  in  her  face  smote  him  to  the  heart. 
In  a  bitter  revulsion  of  feeling  he  felt  that  he  could 
not  endure  her  suffering  tenderness. 

••Pind  fault  with  youf  Oh,  Christopher!  It  is 
only  that  you  have  been  so  diflferent  of  late,  to 
brooding,  and  you  seem  to  avoid  us  at  every  instant. 
Even  mother  has  noticed  it,  and  she  imagines  that 
you  are  in  love." 

••In  love!"  he  threw  back  his  head  with  a  loud 
laugh.  •'Oh,  I'm  tired,  Cynthia— dog-tired,  that't 
the  matter." 

"I  know,  I  know,"  replied  Cynthia,  rubbing  her 
eyes  hard  with  the  back  of  her  hand.  "And  the 
worst  is  that  there's  no  help  for  it—absolutely  none. 
I  think  about  it  sometimes  until  I  wonder  that  I 
don't  go  mad." 

He  turned  at  this  from  the  window  through  which 
he  had  been  gazing  and  fixed  upon  her  a  perplexed 
and  moody  stare.  The  wistful  patience  in  her  face, 
like  the  look  he  had  seen  in  the  eyes  of  overworked 
farm  animals,  aroused  in  him  a  desire  to  prod  her 
into  actual  revolt— into  any  decisive  rebellion  against 
fate.  To  accept  life  upon  its  own  terms  seemed  to 
him,  at  the  instant,  pure  cowardliness — the  enforced 
submission  of  a  weakened  will;  and  he  questioned 
almost  angrily  if  the  hereditary  instincts  were  alive 
in  her  also?    Did  she.  too,  have  her  secret  battles 
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and  her  irflmt  capitulations?  Or  waa  her  piou^i 
rcjiisnatton,  after  all,  only  a  new  form  of  the  old 
Blake  malady— of  that  fatal  a|>athy  which  leiscd 
them,  like  dincoAO.  when  events  demanded  MtrenuuuK 
endeavour?  Could  the  saintly  fortitude  he  had  once 
so  envied  be.  when  all  was  said,  merely  the  outward 
expression  of  the  inertia  he  himself  had  felt — of 
the  impulse  to  drift  with  the  tide,  let  it  carry  one 
where  it   would? 

"Well.  I'm  glad  it's  no  worse,*'  said  Cynthia, 
with  a  sigh  of  relief,  as  she  turned  toward  the  door. 
"Since  you  are  not  sick,  dear,  things  are  not  so  bad 
as  they  might  be.  I'll  let  mother  fancy  you  have 
what  she  calls  'a  secret  sentiment.'  It  amuses  her, 
at  any  rate.  And  now  I'm  going  to  stir  up  some 
buckwheat  cakes  for  your  breakfast.  We've  got  a 
jug  of  black  mola&ses." 

"That's  pleasant,  at  least,"  he  returned,  laughing: 
and  then  as  she  reached  the  door  he  went  toward  her 
and  laid  his  hand  awkwardly  upon  her  shoulder. 
"  Don't  worry  about  me,  Cynthia,"  he  added;  "there's 
a  lot  of  work  left  in  me  yet,  and  a  change  for  the 
better  may  come  any  day,  you  know.  By  next 
year  the  price  of  tobacco  may  shoot  sky-high." 

Her  face  brightened  and  a  flush  smoothed  out  all 
the  fine  wrinkles  on  her  brow,  but  with  the  pathetic 
shyness  of  a  woman  who  has  never  been  caressed 
she  let  his  hand  fall  stiffly  from  her  arm  and  went 
hurriedly  from  the  room. 

For  a  few  minutes  Christopher  stood  looking 
abstractedly  at  the  closed  door.  Then  shaking  his 
head,  as  if  to  rid  himself  of  an  accusing  thought, 
he  turned  away  and  began  rapidly  to  undress.     He 
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had  thrown  off  hii  coat,  and  woji  stooping  to  remove 
hit  boots,  when  a  slight  noise  at  the  window  tttarttcd 
him,  and  straightening  himself  instantly  he  awaited 
attentively  a  repetition  of  the  sound.  In  a  moment 
it  came  again,  and  hastily  crosi^ng  the  room  and 
raiting  the  sash,  he  looked  ov  into  the  full  moon- 
light and  saw  Will  Fletcher  standing  in  the  gravelled 
path  below.  At  the  first  glance  surprise  held  him 
motionlett,  but  as  the  boy  waved  to  him  he  responded 
to  the  signal,  and,  catching  up  his  coat  from  the  bed. 
ran  down  the  staircase  and  out  into  the  yard. 

"What  in  the  devil's  name "  he  exclaimed, 

aghast. 

Will  was  trembling  from  exhaustion,  and  his  face 
glimmered  like  a  pallid  blotch  under  the  shadow  of 
the  aspen.  When  the  turkeys  stirred  on  an  over- 
hanging bough  above  him  he  started  nervously  and 
sucked  in  his  breath  with  a  hissing  sound.  He  was 
run  to  death;  this  Christopher  saw  at  the  first 
anxious  look. 

"Get  me  something  to  eat,"  said  the  boy;  "I'm 
half  starved— but  bring  it  to  the  bam,  for  I'm  too 
dead  tired  to  stand  a  moment.  Yes,  I  ran  away',  of 
course,"  he  finished  irritably.  "Do  I  look  as  if  I'd 
come  in  grandpa's  carriage?" 

With  a  last  spurt  of  energy  he  disapf)eared  into 
the  shadows  behind  the  house,  and  Christopher, 
going  into  the  kitchen,  began  searching  the  tin  safe 
for  the  chance  remains  of  supper.  On  the  table  was 
the  bowl  of  buckwheat  which  Cynthia  had  been 
preparing  when  she  was  called  away  by  some  imperious 
demand  of  her  mother's,  and  near  it  he  saw  the 
open  prayer-book  from  which  she  had  been  reading. 
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Prom  the  adjoining  room  he  heard  Tucker's  voice 
—those  rich,  pleasant  tones  that  translated  into  sound 
the  courageous  manliness  of  the  old  soldier's  face— 
and  for  an  instant  he  yearned  toward  the  cheerful 
group  sitting  in  the  firelight  beyond  the  whitewashed 
wall — toward  the  blind  woman  in  her  old  oak  chair, 
listening  to  the  evening  chapter  from  the  Scriptures. 
Then  the  feeling  passed  as  quickly  as  it  had  come, 
and  securing  a  plate  of  bread  and  a  dried  ham-bone, 
he  filled  a  glass  with  fresh  milk,  and,  picking  up  his 
lantern,  went  out  of  doors  and  along  the  little 
straggling  path  to  the  bam. 

The  yard  was  frosted  over  with  moonlight,  but 
when  he  reached  the  rude  building  where  the  farm 
implements  and  cattle  fodder  were  sheltered  he  saw 
that  it  was  quite  dark  inside,  only  a  few  scattered 
moonbeams  crawling  through  the  narrow  doorway. 
To  his  first  call  there  was  no  answer,  and  it  was 
only  after  he  had  lighted  his  lantern  and  swung  it 
round  in  the  darkness  that  he  discovered  Will  lying 
fast  asleep  upon  a  pile  of  straw. 
As  the  light  struck  him  full  in  the  face  the  boy 

opened  his  eyes  and  sprang  up. 

^    "Why,  it's  you."    he  said  in  a  relieved    voice. 

"I  thought  it  was  grandpa.     If  he  comes  you've 

got  to  keep  him  out,  you  know  I " 

He   spoke  in   an  excited  whisper,   and  his  eyes 

plunged  beyond  the  entrance  with  a  look  of  pitiable 

and  abject  terror.     Once  or  twice  he  shivered  as 

if  from  cold,  and  then,  turning  away,  cowered  into 

the  pile  of  straw  in  search  of  warmth. 

For  a  time  Christopher  stood  gazing  uneasily  down 

upon  him.    "Look  here,  man,  this  can't  keep  up," 
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he  said.     "You'd  better  go  straight   home,  that's 
my  opinion,  and  get  into  a  decent  bed." 

Will  started  up  again.  "I  won't  see  him !  I 
won't!"  he  cried  angrily.  "If  you  bring  him  here 
I  U  get  up  and  hide.  I  won't  see  him  I  Why,  he 
almost  killed  me  after  that  'possum  hunt  we  had, 
and  if  ht  found  this  out  so  soon  he'd  kill  me  out- 
right. There  was  an  awful  rumpus  at  school.  They 
wrote  him  and  he  said  he  was  coming,  so  I  ran  away 
It  was  all  hU  fault,  too;  he  had  no  business  to  send 
me  back  again  when  he  knew  how  I  hated  it.  I  told 
him  he'd  be  sorry." 

"Well,  he  shan't  get  in  here  to-night,"  returned 
Chnstopher  soothingly.     "I'll  keep  him    out    with 
a  shotgun,  bless  him,  if  he  shows  his  face.     Ct^me 
now,  sit  up  and  eat  a  bit.  or  the     won't  be  any  fight 
left  in  us." 

WUl  took  the  food  obediently,  but  before  it  touched 
his  Hps  the  hand  in  which  he  held  it  dropped  Umolv 
to  the  straw.  ^^ 

"I  can't  eat,"  he  complained,  with  a  gesture  of 
disgust.  "I'm  too  sick— I've  been  sick  for  days. 
It  was  all  grandpa's  doing,  too.  When  I  heard 
he  was  coming  I  went  out  and  got  soaking  wet,  and 
then  slept  in  my  clothes  all  night.  I  knew  he'd 
never  make  a  fuss  if  I  could  only  get  ill  enough,  but 
the  next  morning  I  felt  all  right,  so  I  came  away." 

Kneeling  upon  the  floor.  Christopher  held  the  glass 
to  his  lips,  gently  forcing  him  to  drink  a  few  swal- 
lows. Then  dipping  his  handkerchief  in  the  cattle- 
trough  outside,  he  bathed  the  boy's  face  and  hands, 
and.  loosening  his  clothes,  made  Wm  as  comfortable 
as  he  could.     "This  won't  do,  you  know."  he  urged 
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presently,  alarmed  by  Will's  difficult  breathing. 
"You  are  in  for  a  jolly  little  spell,  and  I  must  get 
you  home.  Your  grandfather  will  never  bother  you 
while  you're  sick." 

At  the  words  the  boy  climg  to  him  deliriously, 
breaking  into  frightened  whimpers  such  as  a  child 
makes  in  the  dark.  "I  won't  go  back!  I  won't  go 
back!"  he  repeated  wildly;  "he'll  never  believe  I'm 
ill,  and  I  won't  go  back !  " 

"All  right;  that  settles  it.  Lie  quiet  and  I'll 
fetch  you  some  bedding  from  my  room.  Then  I'll 
fix  you  a  pallet  out  here,  and  we'll  put  up  as  best 
we  can  till  morning." 

"Don't  stay;  don't  stay,"  pleaded  Will,  as  the 
other,  leaving  his  lantern  on  the  floor,  ran  out  into 
the  moonlight. 

Returning  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  he  threw  a 
small  feather-bed  down  upon  the  straw  and  settled 
the  boy  comfortably  upon  it.  Then  he  covered 
him  with  blankets,  and,  after  closing  the  door,  came 
back  and  stood  watching  for  him  to  fall  asleep.  A 
slight  draught  blew  from  the  boarded  window,  and, 
taking  off  his  coat,  he  hung  it  carefully  across  the 
cracks,  shading  the  lantern  with  his  hand  that  its 
light  might  not  flash  in  the  sleeper's  face. 

At  his  step  Will  gave  a  stifled  moan  and  looked 
up  in  terror. 

"  I  thought  you'd  left  me.  Don't  go,"  he  begged, 
stretching  out  his  hand  until  it  grasped  the  other's. 
With  the  hot,  nerveless  clutch  upon  him,  Christopher 
was  conscious  of  a  quick  repulsion,  and  he  remembered 
the  sensation  he  had  felt  as  a  boy  when  he  had  once 
suddenly  brought  his  palm  down  on  a  little  green 


POWERS  OP  DARKNESS 


399 


fnake  thmt  was  basking  in  the  sunshine  on  an  old 
log.  Yet  he  did  not  shake  the  hand  oflf,  and  when 
presently  the  blanket  slipped  from  WUl's  shoulders 
he  stooped  and  replaced  it  with  a  strange  gentleness. 
The  disgust  he  felt  was  so  evenly  mingled  with 
compassion  that,  as  he  stood  there,  he  could  not 
divide  the  one  emotion  from  the  other.  He  hated 
the  boy's  touch,  and  yet,  almost  in  spite  of  himself, 
he  suffered  it. 

"Well,  I'm  not  going,  so  you  needn't  let  that 
worry  you,"  he  replied.    "I'll  stretch  myself  along- 
side of  you  in  the  straw,  and  if  yea  happen  to  want 
me,  just  yell  out,  you  know." 
The  weak  fingers  closed  tightly  about  his  wrist. 
"You  promise?'   asked  the  boy. 
"Oh,  I  promise,"  answered  the  other,  raising  the 
lantem  for  a  last  look  before  he  blew  it  out. 

By  early  daybreak  Will's  condition  was  stiU  more 
alarming,  and  leaving  him  in  a  feverish  stupor  upon 
the  pallet,  Christopher  set  out  hurriedly  shortly  after 
sunrise  to  carry  news  of  the  boy's  whereabouts  to 
Pletcher. 

It  was  a  clear,  cold  morning,  and  the  old  brick 
house,  set  midway  of  the  autumn  fields,  appeared, 
as  he  approached  it,  to  reflect  the  golden  light  that 
filled  the  east.  Never  had  the  place  seemed  to  him 
more  desirable  than  it  did  as  he  went  slowly  toward 
it  along  the  desolate  November  roads.  The  sombre 
colours  of  the  landscape,  the  bared  majesty  of  the 
old  oaks  where  a  few  leaves  still  clung  to  the  topmost 
boughs,  the  deserted  garden  filled  with  wan  spectres 
of  summer  flowers,  were  all  in  peculiar  harmony 
with  his  own  mood  as  with  the  stem  gray  walls 
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wrapped  in  naked  creepers.  That  peculiar  sense 
of  ownership  was  strongly  with  him  as  he  ascended 
the  broad  steps  and  lifted  the  old  brass  knocker, 
which  still  bore  the  Blake  coat  of  arms. 

To  his  astonishment  the  door  opened  instantly 
and  Fletcher  himself  appeared  upon  the  threshold. 
At  sight  of  Christopher  he  fell  back  as  if  from  a 
blow  in  the  chest,  ripping  out  an  oath  with  a  big 
downward  gesture  of  his  closed  fist. 

"So  you  are  mixed  up  in  it,  are  you!  Whar's 
the  boy  ?  "  From  the  dusk  of  the  hall  his  face  shone 
dead  white  about  the  eyes. 

"If  you  want  to  get  anything  out  of  me  yoi^'d 
better  curb  your  tongue,  Bill  Fletcher,"  replied 
Christopher  coolly,  feeling  an  animal  instinct  to 
prolong  the  torture.  "  If  you  think  it's  any  satisfac- 
tion to  me  to  have  your  yotmg  idiot  thrown  on  my 
hands  you  were  never  more  mistaken  in  your  life. 
I've  been  up  half  the  night  with  him,  and  the  sooner 
you  take  him  away  the  better  I'll  like  it." 

"Oh,  you  leave  him  to  me  and  I'll  settle  him," 
responded  Fletcher,  reaching  for  his  hat.  "Jest 
show  me  whar  he  is  and  I'll  git  even  with  him  befo' 
sundown.  As  for  you,  young  man,  I'll  have  the 
sheriff  after  you  yit." 

"In  the  meantime,  you'd  better  have  the  doctor. 
The  boy's  ill,  I  tell  you.  He  came  to  me  last  evening, 
run  to  death  and  with  a  high  fever.  He  slept  in 
the  bam,  and  this  morning  he  is  decidedly  worse. 
If  you  come,  bring  Doctor  Cairn  with  you,  and  I 
warn  you  now  you've  got  to  use  a  lot  of  caution. 
Your  grandson  is  mortally  afraid  of  you,  and  he 
threatens  to  run  away  if  I  let  you  know  where  he 
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is.  He  wants  me  to  git  at  the  door  with  a  shotgun 
and  keep  you  oflf." 

He  delivered  his  blows  straight  out  from  the 
shoulder,  lingering  over  each  separate  word  that 
he  might  enjoy  to  the  full  its  stupendous  effect. 
^  "This  is  your  doing,"  repeated  Fletcher  hoarsely; 
"it's  your  doing,  every  blamed  bit  of  it." 

Christopher  laughed  shortly.  "Well,  I'm  through 
with  my  errand,"  he  said,  moving  toward  the  steps 
and  pausing  with  one  hand  on  a  great  white  column. 
"The  sooner  you  get  him  out  of  my  bam  the  better 
riddance  it  will  be.  There's  one  thing  certain, 
though,  and  that  is  that  you  don't  lay  eyes  on  him 
without  the  doctor.  He's  downright  ill.  on  mv 
oath."  ' 

"Oh,  it's  the  same  old  trick,  and  I  see  through 
it,"  exclaimed  Fletcher  furiously.  "It's  pure 
shamming." 

"AH  the  same,  I've  got  my  gun  on  hand,  and  you 
don't  go  into  that  bam  alone."  He  hung  for  an 
instant  upon  the  topmost  step,  then  descended 
hurriedly  and  walked  rapidly  back  along  the  b-oad 
white  walk.  It  would  be  an  hour,  at  least,  before 
Fletcher  could  follow  him  with  Doctor  Caim,  and 
after  he  had  returned  to  the  bam  and  given  Will  a 
glass  of  new  milk  he  fed  and  watered  the  horses 
and  did  the  numberless  small  tasks  about  the  house. 
He  was  at  the  woodpile,  chopping  some  lightwood 
splinters  for  Cynthia,  when  the  sound  of  wheels 
reached  him,  and  in  a  little  while  more  the  head  of 
Fletcher's  mare  appeared  around  the  porch.  Doctor 
Caim,  a  frousy,  white-bearded  old  man,  crippled 
from  rheumatism,  held  out  his  hand  to  Christopher 
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as  he  descended  with  some  difficulty  between  the 
wheels  of  the  buggy. 

Christopher  motioned  to  the  bam.  and  then,  taking 
the  reins,  fastened  the  horse  to  the  branch  of  a 
young  ailanthus  tree  which  grew  near  the  wood> 
pile.  As  he  watched  the  figures  of  the  two  men  pass 
along  the  little  path  between  the  fringes  of  dead 
yan'ow  he  drew  an  uneasy  breath  and  dug  his  boot 
into  the  rotting  mould  upon  the  ground.  The 
bam  door  opened  and  closed:  there  was  a  short 
silence,  and  then  a  sudden  despairing  cry  as  of  a 
rabbit  caught  in  the  jaws  of  a  hound.  When  he  heard 
it  he  tumed  impulsively  from  the  horse's  head  and 
went  quickly  along  the  path  the  men  had  taken. 
There  was  no  definite  intention  in  his  mind,  but  as 
he  reached  the  bam  door  it  shot  open  and  Fletcher 
put  out  a  white  face. 

"The  Doctor  wants  you.  Mr.  Christopher,"  he 
cried;  "Will  has  gone  clean  mad  I" 

Without  a  word,  Christopher  pushed  by  him  and 
went  into  the  great  dusky  room,  where  the  boy 
was  struggling  like  a  madman  to  loosen  the  doctor's 
grasp.  He  was  conscious  at  the  moment  that  the 
air  was  filled  with  fine  chaff  and  that  he  sucked  it 
in  when  he  breathed. 

At  his  entrance  Will  lay  quiet  for  a  moment  and 
looked  at  him  with  dazed,  questioning  eyes. 

"Keep  them  out,  Christopher!"  he  cried,  in 
anguish. 

Christopher  crossed  the  room  and  laid  his  hand 
with  a  protecting  gesture  on  the  boy's  head. 

"Why.  to  be  sure  I  will,"  he  said  heartily;  "the 
devil  himself  won't  dare  to  touch  you  when  I  am 
by." 


>Book  Three 
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CHAPTBR  I 
In  Which  Tobacco  It  Hbko 

ON  an  October  afternoon  some  four  year.  later, 
at  the  wason  of  the  year  when  the  whole 
ChH.»  JL      ij;  T^  ^^"^^^  ^^^  *^«  *^"n«  tobacco. 

road  which  divided  hit  farm  from  the  Weatherby.' 
and  without  entering  the  porch,  called  for  Jim  f^m 
the  httle  walk  before  the  flat  whitewathii  .tlT 
In  retponte  to  hit  voice.  Mrt.  Weatherbv  a  l«r^' 
r'"i'  ^^"^  """•»'  •PP^-^^  upo?t'heS: 

'^r^ngTt  •!"'  "'"^  *'•  ^''^  ^'  ^~P  ~ 
"Jim  and  Jacob  are  both  over  thar."  the  taid; 

bTn  hJn7«.  "•  ^"^  *^"  *"•""'  °^  *^»*'  ^ho  have 
been  helpm  ut  prett  new  cider  an'  drinkin'  the  old. 
I  m  ture      don't  tee  why  they  want  to  lounge  ^t 

for  the  tatte  of  a  man  that  ever  I  heard  tell  of- 

Z  L7-  .°°i*'''^.^"  ^^*^y  P"«y  easy  that  they 
are  tettm'  plum  in  the  bowl  of  a  pipe.  It  beats 
me  though,  that  it  do.  Why.  one  m^thful  of  t 
"enough  to  start  me  coughin'  for  a  week,  an'  those 
men  thar  jett  twaUow  it  down  for  pure  pleasur^ 
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Clean,  kindly,  hospitable,  the  wandered  gamtloiuly 
on,  remembering  at  intervals  to  prete  the  young 
man  to  "come  iniide  an'  try  the  cakei  an'  dder." 

"  No;  I'll  look  them  up  out  there,"  said  Christopher, 
rMisting  the  invitation  to  enter.  "I  want  to  get  a 
pair  of  horseshoes  from  Jim;  the  gray  mare  cast 
hers  yesterday,  and  Dick  Boxky  is  laid  up  with  a 
sprained  arm.  Oh,  no,  thanks;  I  must  be  going 
back."  With  a  friendly  nod  he  turned  from  the 
steps  and  went  rapidly  along  the  path  which  led 
to  the  distant  barn. 

As  Mrs.  Weatherby  had  said,  the  place  wai  like 
the  bowl  of  a  pipe,  ar.d  it  was  a  moment  before 
Christopher  discovered  the  little  group  gathered 
about  the  doorway,  where  a  shutter  hung  loosely 
on  wooden  hinges. 

The  ancient  custom  of  curing  tobacco  with  open 
fires,  which  had  persisted  in  Virginia  since  the  da3rs 
of  the  early  settlers,  was  still  commonly  in  use; 
and  it  is  possible  that  had  one  of  Christopher's 
colonial  ancestors  appeared  at  the  moment  in  Jacob 
Weatherby's  log  bam  it  would  have  been  difficult 
to  convince  him  that  between  his  death  and  his 
resurrection  there  was  a  lapse  of  more  than  two 
hundred  years.  He  would  have  found  the  same 
square,  pen-like  structure,  built  of  straight  logs 
carefully  notched  at  the  comers;  the  same  tier-poles 
rising  at  intervals  of  three  feet  to  the  roof;  the 
same  hewn  plates  to  support  the  rafters;  the  same 
"daubing"  of  the  chinks  with  red  clay;  and  the  same 
crude  door  cut  in  the  south  wall.  From  the  roof 
the  tobacco  hung  in  a  fantastic  decoration,  shading 
from   dull   green  to   deep  bronxe,  and   appearing, 
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irJ^       T*^  °'  '"^  '"'*•**  <»*«••    On  tht  hwd 
floor  there  were  thr^  parallel  rows  of  "un. 

flMwf  the  bam  with  gray  «noke  and  the  punglnt 
odour  of  the  curing  tobacco.  F«niwns 

J'f  ^^  •  ^'•'P  **'  *~*^"'  •^''  •»'  no  mittake." 

«oo\^h  7^  5r*;*^"«'  "  »«  •"•^•y<»  the  fine 

^v  L  .r!..   •"u/°^  •"^r  gase  of  ownereWp. 

Why  m  «  httle  while  them  top  leaves  thar  will  be 

•ftw.    That  •  the  way  Sol  Peterkin  loet  half  a  crop 

^  /r*  "^2^  '^.!  ^•y  ^'''^  "°"  ^<^  »^»  whole 
ZV^  ^T  ^'**^-  ^'  Christopher',  entrance  he 
ptueed  and  turned  hit  pleaiant.  ruddy  face  from 
the  freih  logt  which  he  had  been  watching.    "So 

added,  with  the  healthful  sett  of  a  child.    "Well 
tts  worth  seein-^  if  I  do  say  so;  thar  hasn't  been 

S^man  ""  *°  ^^^  """^^^  ^^^^  *^*  "^•^o'y 

a\'^^^^''v'"^t^^'^^^''  ^^^  •»  appreciative 
glan^.       I  m  lookmg  for  Jim,  but  he's  keeping  up 

Tom^"°\'''".  u'^~  ^*  *"™«<*  quickly' for 
Tom  Spade,  who  with  young  Matthew  Field  had 

been  critically  weighing  the  promise  of  Jacob's  crop 

broke  out  suddenly  into  a  boisterous  laugh 

iJ^.^'u^*^'*'^"''   **'•   Christopher,  if  you   ain't 
lost  yo*  thadow I"  he  exclaimed. 

.n^ji'*^^***'  ??'^*^  ^^"*  ^^^""^^y  ^°'  •  moment, 
and  then  joined  lightly  in  the  general  mirth.     "Oh 

you    mean    Will    Fletcher."    he    returned.     "Then; 

was  a  pretty  giri  in  the  road  as  we  came  up.  and  I 
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couldn't  get  him  a  ttep  beyond  htr.  HtAVtn  Inowi 
wbftt't  btcoRM  of  him  by  now  I" 

"I  b«t  my  right  hand  that  wm  Molly  Ptterldn.** 
Mid  Tom.  "If  anybody  in  thm«  fMirta  begins  to 
talk  about  'a  pretty  gal.'  you  may  be  nartain  ht'i 
meanin'  that  yaller-headed  limb  of  Satan.  Why,  I 
■topped  my  Jinnie  goin'  with  her  a  year  ago.  Sech 
women,  I  said  to  twr,  are  ftt  (or  nobody  but  men 
to  keep  company  with." 

"That's  so;  that's  so,"  agreed  old  Jacob,  in  a 
charitable  tone;  "seein'  as  men  have  most  likely 
made  'em  what  they  are,  an'  oughtn't  to  be  ashamed 
<^  thar  own  handiwork." 

"  Now,  when  it  comes  to  yaller  hair  an'  blue  eyes," 
put  in  Matthew  Field,  "she  kin  hold  her  own  agin 
any  wedded  wife  that  ever  made  a  man  regret  the 
day  of  his  birth.  Many's  the  time  of  late  I've  gone 
a  good  half-mile  to  git  out  of  that  gal's  way.  jest 
as  I  used  to  cut  round  old  Fletcher's  pasture  when 
I  was  a  boy  to  keep  from  passin'  by  his  red-heart 
cherry-tree  that  overhung  the  road.  Well,  well, 
they  do  say  that  her  young  man,  Fred  Turner, 
went  back  on  her,  an'  threw  her  on  her  father's 
hands  two  days  befo'  the  weddin'." 

"  It  was  hard  on  Sol,  now  you  come  to  think  of  it," 
said  Tom.  "  He  told  me  himself  that  he  tried  to  git 
the  three  who  ought  to  marry  her  to  draw  straws  for 
the  one  who  was  to  be  the  happy  man,  but  they  all 
backed  out  an'  left  her  high  an'  dry  an'  as  pretty 
as  a  peach.  Fred  Turner  would  have  taken  hi9 
chance,  he  said,  like  an  honest  man,  an'  he  was 
terrible  down  in  the  mouth  when  I  saw  him,  for  be 
was  near  daft  over  the  gal." 
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"Well,  he  WM  right."  ftdmitUd  Matttew.  after 
rertection  "Why.  the  gal  tin.  no  free  an*  raiv  you 
might  alnuMt  fancy  her  a  man." 

H«  drew  back,  coughing,  for  Jim  came  in  with  a 
Io«g  gram  log  and  laid  it  on  the  imouldering  fire, 
which  glowed  crimson  under  the  heavy  smoke. 

"Here's  Sol."  said  the  young  nwm.  settling  the 
log  with  his  foot.  "I  told  him  you  were  on  your 
way  to  the  house,  pa.  but  he  said  he  had  onh  , 
minute,  so  he  came  out  here." 

"Oh,  IVe  jest  been  to  borrow  some  Jamaica  m't^r 
from    Mrs.    Weatherby,"    explained    Sol    P  fe-lL' 
carefully   closing   the   shutter   after   his   .-n-  .    e 
My  wife's  took  so  bad  that  I'm  beginnin    to  ie^r 
sheU  turn  out  as  po*  »  bargain  as  the  h.i.     is 
my  luck— I  always  knew  I  was  ill-fated-but.  L^d 
a-mercy.  how's  a  man  goin'  to  tell  the  state  of    . 
woman's  innards  from  the  way  she  looks  on  top 
All  the  huggin'  in  the  worid  won't  make  her  wink 
an  eyelash,  an*  then  there'll  crop  out  heart  disease 
or  dropsy  befo'  the  year  is  up.     When  I  think  of 
the  trouble  I  had  picktn'  that  thar  woman  it  makes 
me  downright  sick.    It  ain't  much  matter  about 
the  colour  or  the  shape.  I  said-a  freckled  face 
an  a  scrawny  waist  I  kin  stand-only  let  it  be  the 
quahty  that  wears.    If  you  beUeve  it.  suh,  I  choee 
the  very  ugliest  I  could  find,  thinkin*  that  the  Lord 
might  be  mo*  willin'  to  overtook  her— an'  now  this 
w  what's  come  of  it.    She's  my  fourth,  too,  an'  I'll 
begin  to  be  a  joke  when  I  go  out  lookin'  for  a  fifth. 
Naw.suh;  if  Mary  dies,  pure  shame  will  keep  me  a 
widower  to  my  death." 
"Thar  ain't  but  one  thing  sartain  about  marriage. 
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in  my  mind,"  commented  Matthew  Field,  "an*  that 
is  that  it  gits  most  of  its  colour  from  the  distance 
that  comes  between.  The  more  your  mouth  waters 
for  a  woman,  the  likelier  'tis  that  'tain't  the  woman 
for  you— that's  my  way  of  thinldn*.  The  woman  a 
man  don't  git  somehow  is  always  the  woman  he  ought 
to  have  had.  It's  a  curious,  mixed-up  btisiness, 
however  you  look  at  it." 

"That's  so,"  said  Tom  Spade;  "I  always  noticed 
it.  The  woman  who  is  your  wife  may  be  a  boundn' 
beauty,  an'  the  woman  who  ain't  may  be  as  ugly  as 
sin,  but  you'd  go  twice  as  far  to  kiss  her  all  the 
same.  Thar  is  always  a  sight  more  spice  about  tha 
woman  who  ain't." 

"Jest  look  at  Eliaa,  now,"  pursued  Matthew, 
wrapped  in  the  thought  of  his  own  domestic  infelici- 
ties. "What  I  could  never  understand  about 
Eliza  was  that  John  Sales  went  clean  to  the  dogs 
because  he  couldn't  git  her.  To  think  of  sech  a 
thing  happcnin',  jest  as  if  I  was  to  blame,  when  if  I'd 
only  known  it  I  could  hev  turned  about  an'  taken 
her  sister  Lizzie.  Thar  were  five  of  'em  in  all,  an'  I 
settled  on  Eliza,  as  it  was,  with  my  eyes  blindfold. 
Poor  John — poor  John  I  It  was  sech  a  terrible  waste 
of  wantin'." 

"Well,  it's  a  thing  to  stiddy  about."  said  old 
Jacob,  with  a  sigh.  "They  teU  me  now  that  that 
po'  young  gal  of  Bill  Fletcher's  has  found  it  a  thorny 
bed,  to  be  sho*.  Her  letters  are  all  bright  an'  pleas- 
ant enough,  they  say,  filled  with  fine  clothes  an'  the 
names  of  strange  places,  but  a  gentleman  who  met 
her  somewhar  over  thar  wrote  Fletcher  that  her 
husband  used  her  like  a  dumb  brute." 
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too  ••  Pty-the  m.rri.g.  promiwd  »  „ii, 

Chrirtopher  p««d  hi.  h«,d  .cros.  hi.  brow  «,d 
•tood  rt«mg  v«Mt!y  at  th.  nnouJderine  lo^  H. 
could  not  teU  wheth«-  th.  aew.  »dd«^  „^ioiiL' 

h«l  for  th.^nZl,r    ,         "•'«'»'y  'PPOiU  that  it 

X;  ^     ^^"^  <i»tractions  almct  .mheard  of 

passionate  cxpenence  he  had  known?    Amone  h! 
pnnufve  neighbours  Maria  had  flitted  JT  toe 
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like  a  bewildering  vision;  then  the  great  distant 
world  had  caught  her  up  into  its  brightness,  and  the 
desolate  waste  country  was  become  the  guardian  of 
the  impression  she  had  left. 

"If  thar's  a  man  who  has  had  bad  luck  with  his 
children,  it's  Bill  Fletcher,"  old  Jacob  was  saying 
thoughtfully.  "He's  been  a  hard  man  an'  a  mean 
one,  too,  an'  when  he  couldn't  beg  or  borrow  it's  my 
opinion  that  he  never  hesitated  to  put  forth  his  hand 
an'  steal.  Thar's  a  powerful  lot  of  judgment  in  dumb 
happenin's,  an'  when  you  see  a  family  waste  out  an' 
run  to  seed  like  that  it  usually  means  that  the  good 
Lord  is  havin'  His  way  about  matters.  It  takes 
a  mighty  sharp  eye  to  tell  the  difference  between 
judgment  an'  misfortune,  an'  I've  seen  enough  in 
this  world  to  know  that,  no  matter  how  skilfully 
you  twist  up  good  an'  evil,  God  Almighty  may  be 
a  long  time  in  the  unravelling,  but  He'll  straighten 
'em  out  at  last.  Now  as  to  Bill  Fletcher,  his  sins  got 
in  the  bone  an'  they're  workin'  out  in  the  blood.  Look 
at  his  son  Bill — didn't  he  come  out  of  the  army  to 
drink  himself  to  death?  Then  his  granddaughter 
Maria  has  gone  an'  mismarried  a  somebody,  an' 
this  boy  that  he'd  set  his  heart  on  is  goin'  to  the 
devil  so  precious  fast  that  he  ain't  got  time  to  look 
behind  him." 

"Oh,  he's  young  yet,"  suggested  Tom  Spade, 
solemnly  wagging  his  head,  "an'  Fletcher  says,  you 
know,  that  he's  all  right  so  long  as  he  keeps  clear  of 
Mr.  Christopher.  It's  Mr.  Christopher,  he  swears, 
that's  been  the  ruin  of  him." 

Christopher  met  this  with  a  sneer. 

"Why  does  he  let  him  dog  my  footsteps,  then?" 
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he  inquired  with  a  laugh.     "I  never  go  to  the  Hall, 
and  yet  he's  always  after  me." 
"Bless  you.  suh.  it  ain't  any  question  of  lettin'- 

^^Z  '  ^^'.^i*'"  ^  '•^"'•d  to  sell  him  whisky 
at  my  .to  .  what  did  he  do  but  begin  smuggiin'  it  out 

rhi^""K  .  ^^^T'"  '°^'  **  ^*  "•  W^''  ^^ 
•iry-hi^,  but  m  less  than  a  month  it  was  all  goin' 

"An-  the  funny  part  is."    said  Jim  Weatherby. 

that  you  cant  dasUke  Will  Fletcher,  however  much 

o^he^evif"  '  '  ^^^^-^^^^'^d.  jolly  fellow,  in  spite 

"Or  in  spite  of  Mr.  Christopher."  added  Tom. 
With  a  guffaw. 

^^rowning  heavily.  Christopher  turned  toward  the 

"Oh.  you  ask  Will  Fletcher  who  is  his  best  friend." 
he  said,     and  let  me  hear  his  answer  " 

fyJt^l  ^°  *u  "*P*  "°^  *°  J*^^*''  ^^  ^«»t  out  of 
the  tobacco  barn  and  along  the  little  path  to  the 

wh^  T-  w  u^'^^y  "^^^'^'^  *^*  «»*«.  however. 
7hZ  iZ  Z""^'^"^^  '«"  ^t«r  him  with  the  horse- 
shoes, and  offered  eageriy  to  come  over  in  the  morning 
and  see  that  the  gray  mare  was  properly  shod. 

he  explained,  with  a  blush. 

"Well  if  you  don't  mind.  I  wish  you  would  come." 
Christopher  replied,  "but  to  save  mv  life  I  can't 
"^^r^  l"^.  ^  «°  «^»dy  with  othe,  people's  jobs." 
a„J  !?•  J^^  *?f  horseshoes,  he  opened  the  gate 
^n  "t^l^'^P'^^y  toward  home.  His  mind  las 
still  absorbed  by  old  Jacob's  news,  and  upon  reaching 
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the  house  he  was  about  to  pass  up  to  his  room,  when 
C]mthia  called  him  from  the  little  platform  beyond 
the  back  door,  and  going  out.  he  found  her  standing 
pale  and  tearful  on  the  Idtchen  threshold.  Lookinf 
beyond  her,  he  saw  that  Lila  and  Tucker  wera  in 
the  room,  and  from  the  intense  and  resolute  expreaaion 
in  the  younger  sister's  face  he  judged  that  she  was 
the  central  figure  in  what  appealed  to  be  a  disturbing 
scene. 

"Christopher,  you  can't  imagine  what  has  hap- 
pened." Cynthia  began  in  her  beautiful,  tragic  voice. 
"  LiU  went  to  church  yesterday— with  whom,  do  you 
suppose  ? " 

Christopher  thought  for  a  moment. 

"Not  with  Bill  Fletcher?"  he  gave  out  at  latt. 

"Come,  come,  now,  it's  a  long  ways  better  than 
that,  you'll  admit,  Cynthia,"  broke  in  Tucker, 
with  a  peaceful  intention.  "I  can't  help  reminding 
you,  my  dear,  to  be  thankful  that  it  wasn't  so 
unlikely  a  person  as  Bill  Fletcher." 

With  a  decisive  gesture  such  as  he  had  never 
believed  her  capable  of,  Lila  came  up  to  Christopher 
and  stood  facing  him  with  beaming  eyes.  He  had 
never  before  seen  her  so  lovely,  and  he  realised  at 
the  instant  that  it  was  this  she  had  always  needed 
to  complete  her  beauty.  From  something  merely 
white  and  warm  and  delicate  she  had  become  sud- 
denly as  radiant  as  a  flame. 

"I  went  with  Jim  Weatherby,  Christopher,"  she 
said  slowly,  "and  I'm  not  ashamed  of  it." 

The  admission  wrung  a  short  groan  from  Cynthia, 
who  stood  twisting  her  gingham  apron  tightly  about 
her  fingers. 
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MS 

"wln^tlrj!'**°  '""  ^"  grandfather?"  she  cri.^ 

by  the  failure  of  hf/fn'  P"'  '"  ^"*^''*''  undaunted 
"Not  that  hav  ZZiT"^'"' ''  1-ace-n.alcing. 
for  that  matter  h!  ^^^^'"5  *«««"»*  the  old  chap, 
body   and  uLi'tn         /"  ^°"*^*'  well-behaved  old 

d.yVt"d"at  °  Z   "?hn^"^  "P  ^°  *^^ 
him.  I  reckon"       ^       ^     *""  ^^^^^  ''^y  f'-o*" 
Cyiithia  turned  upon  him  angrily. 
Uncle   Tucker    von    ««n    /• 
exclaimed    the  tl«     .  ''"''*'   "'^   "'*^'"   «he 

doe.  seem  to  me  tLf  "^  '°  '^^  '*^^*«-  "'t 
some  con^iderat7o„  foVr*/'- ''"^''  '"'^^^  «how 
we've  i^T  ^^'^  ^^«  f^"»'Jy  name.      If»  all 

Tu:t'  imicX  'Thtr:;^"  '^  ^^^  •"  ^^^^-^^ 

make  a  business';f  slcTnt^yZZlH   T'   '' 

whetVerVe  ^rZ^^^^^^^^  -  or 
outburst  of  indignationf  •'anTmona'n'^hLt  '1 
don  t  care  what  mine  was   either      I  .T 
marry  him-I  am-I  am !     Don-,  t     tf      ^°'"^  *° 
that.    Cyuthia      Hn  *  ^^^^  *^  *"«  «»«« 

„^,P'..  ^y^*^*»-     Do  you  want  to  spoil  my  whole 

^a?p°ofthe'':::  r  i?^He''"^^  ^''  ^  ^-P^^n^ 

broken  remnant^Wlh^X'ride""^^^^^  ''^ 

Weatherby  f  she  gasocd     "nh         .u     ?  "*"^  * 
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But  LiU  had  won  her  freedom  too  dearly  to 
surrender  it  to  an  appeal. 

"I  want  to  be  selfish."  she  said  stubbornly.  "I 
have  never  been  seltish  in  my  life,  and  I  want  to  see 
what  it  feels  like.  Oh,  you  are  cruel,  all  of  you, 
and  you  will  break  my  heart." 

Christopher's  face  paled  and  grew  stem. 

"We  must  all  think  of  mother's  wishes,  LiU," 
he  said  gravely. 

For  the  first  time  the  girl  lost  her  high  fortitude, 
and  a  babyish  quiver  shook  her  lips.  Her  glance 
wavered  and  fell,  and  with  a  pathetic  gesture  she 
turned  from  Christopher  to  Cynthia  and  from 
Cynthia  to  Tucker. 

"Oh,  you  can't  understand,  Christopher!"  she 
cried ;  "  you  have  never  been  in  love,  nor  has  Cynthia. 
None  of  you  can  t.nderstand  but  Uncle  Tucker!" 

She  ran  to  him  ^<^  bbing,  and  he,  steadying  himself 
on  a  single  crutch,    olded  his  arm  about  her. 

"I  understand,  <  aid,  thank  God,"  he  said  softly. 


CHAPTER   II 
Bbtwbun  Christopher  and  Will 

I^d  Wil7FW.»r   ^•";^^^^^^'*^"  whistle  outside, 
and  Will  Fletcher  looked  in  at  the  oi>en  door. 

Tom  qn^;!  ^    "':  '^^'  *  ^""^  °^  '^"'^  *^°"^«  down  to 

Tom  Spade  s,"  he  urged. 

wM"^^t',-  .""V  *"  "'""ding  ''om  the  loft 
w.th  .n  armful  o    .straw.  pau«,d   midway  of  th. 

"I  can't  this  evening,"  he  answered;  "the  light  is 
^most  gone   and  I've  a  good  deal  to  get  th^gh 

"«     tv  tt-     '■"  ""r'"  •«""  'o-orror^ 

W::?h.rby\r    "''•  "'■''  ''""■'  ^°"  '"-  "P  " 

Will  came  in  and  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  a  bie 

wooden  box  which  contained  the  hameL     In  the 

H«  chestnut  ha.r  grew  in  high  peaks  from  his  temples 

^*s,  wh,ch  held  an  expression  of  intelligent  am'mation 
a.    he  whole,  ,t  was  not  an  unpleasing  face,  despite 

Dy  the  famt  begmnmg  of  a  brown  mustache. 
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"Oh,  Molly  Peterkin  stopped  me  in  the  road," 
he  replied  readily.  "I'd  caught  her  eye  once  or 
twice  before,  but  this  was  the  first  chance  we'd  had 
to  speak.    I  tell  you  she's  a  peach.  Christopher." 

Christopher  came  down  from  the  ladder  and  spread 
the  straw  evenly  in  the  horsM*  stalls. 

"So  they  say."  he  responded:  "but  I  haven't 
much  of  an  eye  for  women,  you  know.  Now.  when 
it  comes  to  judging  a  leaf  of  tobacco.  I'm  a  match 
for  any  man." 

"Well,  one  can't  be  everything,"  remarked  Will 
consolingly.  He  snatched  at  a  piece  of  straw  that 
had  fallen  on  the  lowest  rung  of  the  ladder  and  began 
idly  chewing  it.  "As  for  me.  I  know  a  blamed 
sight  more  about  women  than  I  do  about  tobacco." 
he  added,  with  a  swagger. 

Christopher  glanced  up,  and  at|sight  of  the  boyish 
figure  burst  into  a  hearty  laugh. 

"Oh,  you're  a  jolly  old  sport,  I  know,  and  to  think 
that  Tom  Spade  has  been  acctising  me  of  leading 
you  astray !  Why.  you  are  already  twice  the  man 
that  I  am." 

"Pshaw!  That's  just  grandpa's  chatter!  The 
old  man  rails  at  me  day  and  night  about  you  until 
it's  a  mortal  wonder  he  doesn't  drive  me  to  the  dogs 
outright.  I'd  like  to  see  another  fellow  that  would 
put  up  with  it  for  a  week.  Captain  Morrison  told 
him,  you  know,  that  I  hadn't  done  a  peg  of  study 
for  a  year,  and  it  brought  on  a  scene  that  almost 
shook  the  roof.  Now  he  swears  I'm  to  go  to  the 
university  next  fall  or  hang." 

"Well,  I'd  go,  by  all  means." 

"What   tmder   heaven    could    I    do   there?     All 
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'hot*  confounded  luwium  tlor,;.^  ^  . 

my  he«l  haven't  teftTTfT  ""™°"  P""*!  into 

t<HUy  th.n  y^'  io  ^     ^"  '  '"°''  »»"•  "«« 
•mbition-th.t  of  Vh.        .f    '"'"  *"•  <"•»  ""i" 

••-^-,.y.  to.d  yii't  wlllnrwrhl'Aht^';: 
ne  Mud  roufhlv      "Mftf  .^^^l  •"'/ming, 

«p^  tSr^C  thS'TJT!:-  "^ """"  ■>«'«"« 

•Ulfully.  ^  """^  "^    ™"i'"»d    up  u 

^•■JD^you  .v«  «.  „ch  lip.  in  your  life,"  fc, 

.h^tr^.j!:::u«tf:s;;k:""'~'' ''°"~'» 

••  OK   „      V        ?       ^  ™  «t»ckmg  m  my  memory  " 

h.^trf'tr 'h.w  wT ""'  •-  •"»" 

••  c^       *.,*'•    "*  •  a^^owt  the  worn  I  ever  met  •• 
_^^s™.  thmlc  th.  .h.„„  u  on  th.  o.h«."".";'o« 

"That'i    a  lie— the   told    me  so     Vt^  *r. 
that,  you  see.     Why,  Maria "         ^"^  *«  hke 
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Chrittopher  looked  up  quickly. 

"  I've  nothing  to  do  with  your  liiter,"  he  obMrved. 

"I  know  that;  but  it'i  true,  all  the  same.  Maria 
couldn't  tell  her  own  mind  any  letter.  Why,  one 
day  the  was  declaring  that  iilie  waa  over  head  and 
ears  in  love  with  Jack,  and  the  next  the  wa«  wringing 
her  hands  and  begging  him  to  go  away." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  down  at  the  ttortr* 
asked  Christopher  abruptly. 

"Oh,  nothing  in  particular — just  lounge,  I  suppose; 
there's  never  anything  to  do.  By  the  way,  can't 
we  have  a  hunt  to-morrow?" 

"I'll  see  about  it.  Look  here,  is  your  grandfather 
any  worse  than  usual  ?  He  stormed  at  me  like  mad 
yesterday  because  I  wouldn't  turn  my  team  of  oxen 
out  of  the  road." 

"It's  like  blasting  rock  to  get  a  decent  word  out 
of  him.  The  only  time  he's  been  good-humoured 
for  four  years  was  the  week  we  were  away  together. 
He  offered  me  five  thousand  dollars  down  if  I'd 
never  speak  to  you  again." 

"  You  don't  say  so ! "  exclaimed  Christopher.  He 
bent  his  head  and  stood  looking  thoughtfully  at  the 
matted  straw  under  foot.  "Well,  you  had  a  chance 
to  turn  a  pretty  penny,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  gentle 
raillery. 

"Oh,  hang  it  I  What  do  you  mean?"  demanded 
Will.  "Of  course,  I  wasn't  going  back  on  you  like 
that  just  to  please  grandpa.  I'd  have  been  a  con- 
fotmded  sneak  if  I  had  I" 

"You're  a  jolly  good  chap  a<u;  to  mistake!  But 
the  old  man  would  have  been  pleased,  I  reckon?" 

Will  grinned. 
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nnZ7  ^  *"•  *'*"''^ '    '  "^'**  «'^'  Wm  round  my 

It  will  be  all  the  Mme  in  the  end.  though     Tlw. 
whole  thing  will  come  to  you  «,me  day  •  ^ 

made  duckii  and  drakea  of  it."  /nunamnaa 

••Your  grandfather',  agtng.too,  i«nt  he?" 

oe    arable    uThr*"  "^'H'  "'''  *  ^"^^  -'^^-^ 
«ln.    «    1  .  "«*'*"•"    «nd    <^ool    brutality.     "He', 
gone  off  at  ea.t  twenty  years  since  that  tfme  I  hid 
pneumonia  m  your  bam     That  wr«^i,-^  w       . 
Saidie  «y.    Jd  aU  be^au J  i:!  TnTw  t'  Tlv^^o' 

ha  e"'m:  wav'°\"'T  '''  '^'°^  ^°'^  h.m  to  teVm 
tim.      f^  T  r     1"  '•*"P*'  K«^«  ''°~.  too.  *11  the 

r  deidt'3^:;:d-^-^^--  '-^^^  -•  -^-^^  ^« 

"Oh.  hell  live  long  enough  yet.  never  fear-those 

hke  that-it  would  kill  me  in  a  day  "  ^ 

A  flush  mounted  to  Will's  forehead.     "I  knew 

ail  the  time.     He's  got  no  business  meddling  with  me 
•o  much,  and  I  won't  stand  it  "  * 

indiSTreX  ''  '*'  *  ''''"  ""^''•^  ^'™'°P»- 

stJl^f  •  i™  ^u*  •  **°«'  *"^  ^'"  '"^»'«  him  under- 
•tand  It  yet     Oh,  you  think  I'm  an  awful  milksoD 
of  course,  but  I'll  show  vn,.  «*i,  muKsop, 

f^  11.    .     .  yo"  otherwise  some  dav 

'/mtpW-*  "  ^°"  """"  -"™  <'°-  '"^  •--' 
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"I  shan't,  either,  for  that  matter;  but  I've  got  to 
humour  him  a  little,  you  see,  because  he  holds  the 
purse-strings." 

"He'd  never  go  so  far  as  to  kick  you  out,  would 
he? " 

"Well,  hardly.  I'm  all  he  has.  you  know.  He 
doesn't  like  Maria  because  of  her  fine  airs,  much  as  he 
thmks  of  education.  I've  got  to  be  a  gentleman, 
he  says;  but  as  for  him,  he  wouldn't  give  up  one  of 
his  vulgar  habits  to  save  anybody's  soul  His 
trouble  with  Maria  all  came  of  her  reproving  him 
for  drinking  out  of  his  saucer.  Now,  I  don't  mind 
that  kind  of  thing  so  much,  but  Maria  used  to  say 
she'd  rather  have  him  steal,  any  day.  than  gulp  his 
coffee.     Why  are  you  laughing  so?" 

"Oh.  nothing.  Are  ,ou  going  to  Tom's  now? 
I  ve  got  to  work." 

Will  slid  down  from  the  big  box  and  sauntered 
toward  the  door,  pausing  on  the  little  wooden  step 
to  light  a  cigarette. 

"Drop  in  if  you  get  a  chance."  he  threw  back 
over  his  shoulder,  with  a  puff  of  smoke. 

In  a  few  moments  Christopher  finished  his  work 

and.  coming  outside,  closed  the  stable  door.     Then  he 

walked  a  few  paces  along  the  little  path,  stopping 

from  time    to   time  to  gaze  across  the   darkening 

landscape.     A  light  mist  was  wreathed  about  the 

tops  of  the  old  lilac-bushes,  where  it  glimmered  so 

indistinctly  that  it  seemed  as  if  one  might  dispel  it 

by  a  breath;  and  farther  away  the   soft   evening 

colours  had  settled  over  the  great    fields,    beyond 

which  a  clear  yellow  line  was  just  visible  above  the 

distant  woods.    The  wind  was  sharp  with  an  edge  of 
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"ttl.  nTh.^?'  ""«"»"««   d-^te.     Prom   th. 

«Z  ^l»"^^  ""  "'"  *•«»•  •""«'  odours! 
iwuignt  la  the  open  couatiy. 

J^^.^  "^  "'*"  ""«■'  »'»  "»"  physical  contact 
with  the  a.r  would  have  filled  him  wi\h  a  q"e??at'f 

FMuaUy  his  senatjvenesa  to  external  thines-to 

l««tr^  •'  *'".""°"'  "  *°  »*'-  beauti  "Tan 
autumn  suniue.    A  clear  morning  had  ceased  to 

l^The'"z«ror*  °'"'  ,'"'°^""*  Ay.  and  h    had 
lost  the  zest  of  muscular  exertion  wMch  had  done 

»  much  to  sweeten  his  labour  in  the  fields.    It  w« 

^  t^tt^"'"'."^?  '^P'"*  ■>°  '-»  th  n  h 
«^™  /,?    T'  ""*  ^'  enjoyment  of  i.ature  had 

f^y  Witht '"-f '".•  "^  "^  »««"«-'  for  hU 
SL„t^»S  ^  '"**" '''  ""  »™«  *''«  '  curious 
constramt  had  become  apparent,  and  it  was  i>o  lonirer 
possable  for  him  to  meet  his  mother  witt  the Tv 
deference  she  stiU  exacted.  There  were  tim^  ev™ 
when  he  g«w  almost  suspicious  of  Cynthia's  pXce' 

m  a  sul  en  reserve.    To  himself  he  could  rive  n» 

.TT*'™  °'  ^  '*"*«  °f  "^d;  he  taew^merJ^^ 
that  he  retreated  day  by  day  farther  into  the  shadow 

stm  craved  T"'  '""  *"'"•  ""'*  "  "'  "««>■" 
e^L  frol  .,,  t°  fJ^P^'hy-  an  e^'Pression  of  it 
even  from  those  he  loved  was.  above  all  the  tht^l 
he  most  bitterly  resented.  ^^ 

A  light  flashed  in  the  kitchen,  and  he  went  on 
slowly  toward  the  house.    As  he  reachedtle  Wk 
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porch  he  saw  that  LUa  was  sitting  at  the  kitchen 
window  looking  wearily  out  into  the  dusk.  The 
firelight  scintillated  in  her  eyes,  and  as  she  turned 
quickly  at  a  sound  within  the  room  he  noticed  with  a 
pang  that  the  sparkles  were  caused  by  teardrops 
on  her  lashes.  His  heart  quickened  at  the  sight  of 
her  drooping  figure,  and  an  impulse  seized  him  to 
go  in  and  comfort  her  at  any  cost.  Then  his  severe 
constraint  laid  an  icy  hold  upon  him.  and  he  hesi- 
tated  with  his  hand  upon  the  door. 

"If  I  go  in  and  speak  to  her,  what  is  there  for 
me  to  say?"  he  thought,  overcome  by  his  horror  of 
any   uncontrolled  emotion.    "We   will   merely   go 
over  the  old  complaints,  the  endless  explanations. 
She  will  probably  weep  Hke  a  child,  and  I  shall  feel  a 
brute  when  I  look  on  and  keep  silent.     In  the  first 
place,  if  I  speak  to  her.  what  is  there  for  me  to  say  > 
If  I  simply  beg  her  to  stop  crying,  or  if  I  rush  in  and 
urge  her  to  marry  Jim  Weatherby  to-morrow,  what 
good  can  come  of  either  course?    She  doesn't  wait 
for  my  consent  to  the  marriage,  for  she  is  as  old  as  I 
am.  and  knows  her  own  heart  much  better  than  I 
know  mine.     It  is  true  that  she  is  too  beautiful 
to  N/aste  away  like  this,  but  how  can  I  prevent  it 
or  what  is  there  for  me  to  do  ? "  ' 

Again  came  the  impulse  to  go  in  and  fold  her  in 
his  anns  but  before  he  had  taken  the  first  step 
he  yielded,  as  always,  to  his  strange  reserve,  and  he 
reahsed  that  if  he  entered  it  would  be  but  to  assume 
his  customary  unconcern,  from  the  shelter  of  which 
he  would  probably  make  a  few  commonplace  remarks 
on  trivial  subjects.  The  emotional  situation  would 
be  Ignored  by  them  all,  he  knew;  they  would  treat 
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it  absolutely  as  if  it  had  no  existence,  as  if  its  voice 
was  not  speaking  to  them  in  the  silence,  and  they 
would  break  their  bread  and  drink  their  coffee  in 
apparent  unconsciousness  that  supper  was  not  the 
single  thing  that  engrossed  their  thoughts.  And 
all  the  time  they  would  be  face  to  face  with  the 
knowledge  that  they  had  demanded  that  Lila  should 
sacrifice  her  life. 

Presently  Cynthia  came  out  and  called  him,  and 
he  went  m  carelessly  and  sat  down  at  the  table 
Lila,  left  the  window  and  slipped  into  her  place,  and 
when  Tucker  joined  them  she  cut  up  his  food  as 
usual  and  prepared  his  coffee. 

"Uncle  Tucker's  cup  has  no  han-He.  Cynthia," 
she  said  with  concern.  "Let  me  take  this  one  and 
give  him  another." 

"Well,  I  never!"  exclaimed  Cynthia,  bending  over 

^V'^r'"^  *^^  ^''^^  ^'^'^  ^"'  near-sighted  squint. 

We  11  soon  have  to  begin  using  Aunt  Susannah's 
set.  If  this  keeps  up.  Uncle  Boaz,  you've  broken 
another  cup  to-day." 

Her  tone  was  sharp  with  irritation,  and  the  fine 
wrinkles  caused  by  ceaseless  small  worries  appeared 
instantly  between  her  eyebrows.  Christopher, 
watching  her.  remembered  that  she  had  worn  the 
same  expression  during  the  scene  with  Lila,  and  it 
annoyed  him  unspeakably  that  she  should  be  able 
to  descend  so  readily,  and  with  equal  energy,  upon 
so  insignificant  a  grievance  as  a  bit  of  broken  china 

Uncle  Boaz  hobbled  round  the  table  and  peered 
contemptuously  at  the  cup  which  Lila  held. 

"Dar   warn*   no   use   bruckin'   dat   ar  one,"   he 
observed,  *'  'caze  'twuz  bruck  a'ready." 
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pursued  C^7hU  LUa'nt;  T.  5!'  rT'''" 
.udd«.,y  that  there  "ITt^l^'^'^Z'^Um 

"   lucker  noticed  how  horribly  petty  it  all  *«« 

"Not    now."    he    said    impatiently,     with     that 

nervous   avoidance   of  the   oerson    hJ   i     ^    ,. 
••T'li  K    V     1    .      **    "*    "-"c   person   he   loved   best 
I II  be  back  in  time  to  carry  her  tn  u.a  T  .  r, 

gottota.eaha.^h„uroffa„dTo„lr:„Tl'spld?" 

-/ol;  eT'tX  *--b?t*2?  ^'fo'e  -/of  " 

*''    **P"gn»,    m   that   old    chair      T    ^««'4.    v  i- 

done  .t  for  more  than  twenty  years." 

Takmg  down  his  hat  from  a  big  nail  i„  the  wall 
Chnstop  W  stood  for  a  moment  abstacted;  tj^^ 

"Well,  I'll  be  back  shortly."  he  said  at  i.c*        j 

went  out  hurriedly  into  the'iiarkness  "*'  '"' 

At  the  instant  he  could  not  tell  why  he  h«r1  c« 

store    but,   as  usual,   when  the  impulse   came  to 

s  I'^tiy^^uT ::  r  ^'°r  ^ '  ^  ^*  ^-^^^ 

whom  he  St  no ',•„  r      ^  ""^^  *^'  °""  ^""^^"  I'eing 
nom  he  felt  no  mdination  to  avoid,  and  the  least 
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oppressive  moments  that  he  knew  «,,„  .t 
o"«  they  spent  together.     While  Lluv  con,'""*" 
was  mentally  and  morally  upon  "  ot  r^lal'Th'::; 
h>»  own.  the  association  was  not  without  IT, 

^;:x  r  ^  -"  "•-  •'--"-t^h^tt::: 

heir  Cso  fir  '^T\'"'""°"'>'   '"   "'"'her', 

consour°th'::  :isii.rcri- trt  t  r 

o-  hts  hatred^  H    ;:  !,'^'"'°""''««  «'her  his  liking 
*   n»s  Hatred.     He  had  suffered  him  for  k« 

eU'-theTo^  ""• '""''  "^^  come'-rialralmosn: 
enjoy  the  tolerance  that  he  displayed.    The  hero 

wo«h,p-the   natural  imitation  of  youth-wal  '  t 
least  not  unpleasant,  and  there  had  been  days  d^rin' 
a  bnef  absence  of  the  boy  when  Christopher  had 
o  h,s  surprise,  become  aware  of  a  positive  vacancV 

Ittemnrr'^'",    '°  '""^  ''  ^""  "■""e  no  eWdent 
attempt  to  nse   above    hin.-so   long,   indeed     as 

P^     br/tZTh'""  -""P'  '°  '"'tcher's'leveUt  wa 
possible  that  the  companionship  would  continue  as 
harmoniously  as  it  had  begun  "^^tmue  as 

an^l"",  "°"  *"  '°""''  '^°'"  Spade  and  his  wife- 

who  cSJedoffT'"'""' ""'"''"•  •"  P"^'»  -'^. 
rnouT  m  rP"'^,"°"  "f  »  ^h^ew  with  noisy 
Honours.       When    he    asked    for    Will    th..   .,„ 

keeper  turned  from  the  cash-draweTwhic'h  hf::: 
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tinptying  and  nodded  toward  the  half-open  door  of 
the  adjoining  room. 

"Sfveral  of  the  young  fellows  are  in  thar  now  " 
he  remarked  offhand,  "an'  I've  jest  had  to  go  in  an' 
git  between  Fred  Turner  an'  Will  Fletcher.     They 
came  to  out-an'-out  blows,  an'  I  had  to  shake  'em 
both  by  the  scuff  of  thar  necks  befo'  they'd  hish 
snarhn       Bless  yo'  life,  all  about  a  woman,  too. 
every  last  word  of  it.     Well.   well,  meanin'  no  dis- 
respect  to  you.  Susan,  it's  a  queer  thing  that  a  man 
cant  be  born,  married,  or  buried  without  a  woman 
gittm    herself  mixed   up   in   the   business.     If  she 
am  t  wrappm'  you  in  swaddlin'  bands,  you  may  be 
sho    shes  measurin'  off  yo'  windin'-sheet.      Mark 
my  words.  Mr.  Christopher.  I  don't  believe  thar's 
ever  been  a  fight  fought  on  tliis  earth-be  it  a  battle 
or  a  plam  fisticuff-that  it  wam't  started  in  the 
bram  of  somebody's  mother,  wife,  or  sweetheart- 
an    It  s  most  likely  to  have  been  the  sweetheart. 
It  is  strange,  when  you  come  to  study  'bout  it   how 
sech  peaceable-lookin'   creaturs  as  women  kin 'have 
sech  hearty  appetites  for  trouble." 

"Well,  trouble  may  be  bom  of  a  woman,  but  it 
generally,  manages  to  take  the  shape  of  a  man" 
observed     Mrs.    Spade    from    behind    the    counter 
where  she  was  filling  a  big  glass  jar  with  a  fresh 
supply  of  stnped  peppermint  candy.     "And  as  far 
as  that  goes,  ever  sence  the  Garden  of  Eden,  men 
have  taken  a  good  deal  mo'  pleasure  in  layin'  the 
blame  on  thar  wives  than  they  do  in  layin'  blows 
on  the    devil.      It's  a  fortunate  woman  that  don't 
wake  up  the  day  after  the  weddin'  an'  find  she's 
married  an  Adam  instid  of  a  man.     However,  they 
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job  mth  preciou.  little  trouble  "  "^ 

to'i^ure'  2"''  """r" "  ''°"'  ^'"''"•"  Tom  hwtened 
to  auure  her.  aware  from  experience  that  he  enterlS 

U'*"?"""  ""'^  '°  •«  •""•'d-    "You've  k'„^ 

me.  «„•  no  mistaW:-'^  ^™  "  ""'•"'»«  •"«  '» 

Mrs.''spIdM";etr°".rdr^'  '"["■"  "'•"  *" 
inside  an'  /we^^outsde  Tor  Z'Th  ''':  "'""' 
year,  without  taowin'  it     uTd  tTord  ""l,  uZl 

^/.    ttaT'd'hi"  ''."  ";"'"""  "  it  doefto  ^a 

Tortd-an'  tht'd  tt'^th  "  •*""  r"  '"  '"^  ""' 
sheep  arter  mJ^-'""  >"'  "^  '°»°-"'    «"• 

ur«d  '''?!'r' K^^"'  '.  *<•»''  ■»«»  »o  rile  you." 
ZTJ  •  r'""«  '"  "PO"  ♦'■e  flow  of  worts 
wrth  an  appealing  effort  to  divert  its  course     "I 

Z  W!?'.  ""'^■''  '  ^o""  ^»''  «'•  Chropher! 

Ton!*""'    '"''    ''*" "    ''*'P'«»'y    expostulated 

"My  name's  Susan,  Tom  Spade,  an'  I'll  have  you 
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h!i^  .1      T'  "  •"      "  ""ar's  on.  thing  I 

m«n^       •  T"  "■"  •  ■'""'  *"  'he  mouth  ^  . 
m.rn«^  n«n  that  ought  to  know  b.tt,r.     I'd  »y^ 

J^T  ."  ~'-  "  >""  "■'"''  '•>"  the  Idnn 
l>«»on  to  git  My  •.t»(«:tion  out  of  improper  <pe<che< 
you  were  n.v.r  mo'  mi«.k«,  in  yo' Hfi^/nTkin 
p.nt  oj..  to  you  right  now  that  /.i„-t  n.«r  h.^ 

w.tt"h.  uj  Ar**"^  "P'  ""  "■""  •'«"'«  of 
water  the  less.    Oh,  you  can't  turn  my  head  with 

TZ^.  7  '  ""  ^'°  ™-  •»'  '  <"»•'  »«nt  'amili.; 
tho  d^whTh  """.•  1™  ■*  ""<'•    ™«  ««»" 

sJT™  ."".  V'"""'— 'haf.  my  opinio  "  * 
t»  ♦tu'^^''  *°  '*'■"'  *"•«"•■  «"<>  Tom  WM  quick 
I^rd^   'rr""'"*'    °'    '"•    intermission.     "S 

■ng  rX  '"™'^' ''"""«  '°""<»  »"«  "Ojoin- 

oo^tt  ".h""^"'  <^''""°P'>"  PO'hed  past  him  and. 

bet^iJn'w'??  *'*?"„*"  ""'  *''«  'he  trouble  wa. 
between   W.U   and   Fred   Turner,   and   that    Will 
because  of  his  slighter  weight,  hii  got  ve^  much 
the  worn  of  the  encounter.    The  toy  st^"ow 
t«mblmg  with  anger  and  bleeding  af  thrm<^°h' 
beside  „  overturned  table,  while  Fred-a  i^t 

vou^r  «  TJ°^  •  P"''y-«»««d  liar,  that's  what 
you  are  I     fimshed  Turner  with  a  vengeance. 
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Chriitopher  walked  leisurely  across  the  room 
And  you  re  another."  he  observed  in  a  ny.et 

LmtT.  K- '''''"''  °^  **"  '°"^'y  '*'»'"•  '^hich  always 
c«m»  to  him  m  moments  of  white  heat.  "You  arc 
•x*t  ly  th«t~a  sneaking,  puny-livcred  liar"  His 
l^'h.'^If  •<>  courteous  that  it  came  as  a  «un>r.se 
when  he  .truck  out  from  the  shoulder  and  fcKcd 

^  "  •"•'^  "  ^^  '"'*?'''  »'"v«  »*n"*'ked  over  a 
wooden  tenpm.  "You  roally  must  learn  Letter 
miuiners.     he  remarked  .cx.Ily.    lookinK  down  upo„ 

Then  he  wiped  his  brow  on  his  blue  shirt-sleeve 
and  called  for  a  glass  of  beer. 
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CHAPTER   III 

M".  BtA«.  8ma«.  H.«  M.ND  ok  S.V..AL  llATTiM 

•I  thought  perhapi  Christopher  miffht  want  t^ 

•t  tk.  lii.i  "K"^".  acquirea  with  much  indiutrv 
•t  the  httle  country  Khool.  ud  Cynthi..  dcwtTS 
ngul  dahvour,  could  not  but  noUc.  tt.t"C  ^ 

Z^L  ^       I    "°*  «wn«nb«r  that  tht  lud  ,™r 
ine  immediate  result  of  h«ir  ««.».:.  *• 

s:^r'it-'-Lr4r'''^^--"»" 

"Well.  I'll  go  out  to  the  stable,"  added  Tim  .f»., 
.  «om«,t  in  Which  h.  h«.  p.ti.nt.V  sllllftid  ;ot; 
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squinting  observation.     "Christopher  will  be  some- 
where about,   I  suppose?" 

"Oh,  I  suppose  so."  replied  Cynthia  indifferently, 
emptying  the  coffee-grounds  into  the  kitchen  sink 
The  asperity  of  her  tone  was  caused  by  the  entrance 
of  L.la,  who  came  in  with  a  basin  of  corn-meal  dough 
tucked  under  her  bared  arm.  which  showed  as  round 
and  delicate  as  a  child's  beneath  her  loosely  rolled- 
up  sleeve. 

"Cynthia.  I  can't  find  the  hen-house  key,"  she 
began;  and  then,  catching  sight  of  Jim.  she  flushed 
a  clear  pink,  while  the  little  brown  mole  ran  a  race 
with  the  dimple  in  her  cheek. 

"The  key  is  on  that  nail  beside  the  dried  hops  " 
returned  Cynthia  sternly.  "I  found  it  in  the  loik 
last  night  and  brought  it  in.  If  a  mercy  that  the 
chickens  weren't  all  stolen. " 

Without  replying,  Lila  took  down  the  key,  strung 
It  on  her  little  finger,  and,  going  to  the  door,  passed 
with  Jim  out  into  the  autumn  sunshine.  Her  soft 
laugh  pulsed  back  presently,  and  Cynthia,  hearing 
it  set  her  thin  lips  tightly  as  she  carefully  rinsed 
the  coffee-pot  with  soda. 

Christopher,  who  had  just  come  up  to  the  well- 
bnnk,  where  Tucker  sat  feeding  the  lounds  from  a 
plate  of  scraps,  gave  an  abrupt  nod  in  the  direction 
of  the  lovers  strolling  slowly  down  the  hen-house 
path. 

*'It  mU  end  that  way  some  day.  I  reckon,"  he 
said  with  a  sigh,  "and  you  know  I'm  almost  of  a 
mind  with  Cynthia  about  it.  It  does  seem  a  down- 
nght  pity^  Not  that  Jim  isn't  a  good  chap  and 
all  that,  but  he's  an  honest,  hard-working  farmer 
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just   look 
to  set   the 

Smiling  bro^lly,  Tucker  tossed  a  scrap  of  com- 

^^dltte^o,     P""""'  ^^^  '"«  door  there  was 
•  wild  Butter  of  mngs,  and  the  big  fowls  flew  in  a 

Sr'ht^l'"  't'  r  ^""  "-'--d-blackrlTee: 
thi  ^'  .     .'*  '*"  «=»«e«d  the  soft  dough  on 

"Well,  I  don't  know  that  much  good  ever  comes 
of  settmg  anything  afire."  answered  Tucker  ^th 
h»  amiable  chuckle;  "the  danger  i,  that  you're  apt 
to  cause  a  good  deal  of  trouble  somewhere  and  T. 

"rthe""/'*'^  T'"  ^'  ^'^  yourserf"„;"utt  ig 
?hl.     /  ""!■     ^°"    "'«<"'''    ""ny    about    Lila 
S^who  doe     ':  t  "'""  '"  -°»»-and  they're 
t^«  rivrhTr.  T*"  "'^^  ""  happiness  made 
and  she  11  soon  manage  to  fit  it  perfectly  to  herself 

hi^t^^'r^'K"  'a^d^  '^V*-."^^-  ^  "^f  t 
^^  ^®®*  "  r— and  she's  goini?  to  be  hannv 

.amentati<L.     ll  ;^'Zt  ^ beTjlS  Z 
must  go  elsewhere."  jerenuah.  you 

"Oh.  I  dare  say  she'll  grow  content,  but  it  does 
seem  such  a  terrible  waste.     She's  the  image  of  fh^t 


Ml 


^^1 

m 


Ml 


966 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


:    iJi   I 


Samt-Memm  portrait  of  Aunt  Susannah,  and  if  she'd 
only  been  bom  a  couple  of  generations  ago  she  would 
probably  have  been  the  belle  of  two  continents, 
auch  women  must  be  scarce  anywhere. " 

"She's  pretty  enough,  certainly,  and  I  think  Jim 
knows  It.     There's  but  one  thing  I've  ever  seen  that 
could  compare  with  her  for  colour,  and  that's  a 
damask  rose  that  blooms  in  May  on  an  old  bush  in 
the  front  yard.     When  all  is  said,  however,  that 
young  Weatherby  is  no  clodhopper,  you  know,  and  I  'm 
not  sure  that  he  isn't  worthier  of  her  than  any  high- 
soundmg  somebody  across  the  water  would   have 
been.     He  can  love  twice  as  hard.  I'll  wager,  and 
that  s  the  chief  thing,  after  all;  it's  worth  more  than 
big  titles  or  fine  clothes-or  even  than  dead  grand- 
fathers, with  due  respect  to  Cynthia.     I  tell  you 
Li  a  may  never  stir  from  the  midst  of  these  tobacco 
fields;  she  may  be  buried  alive  all  her  days  between 
these  muddy  roads  that  lead  heaven  knows  where, 
and  yet  she  may  live  a  lot  bigger  and  fuller  life  than 
she  might  have  done  with  all  London  at  her  feet, 
as  they  say  it  was  at  your  Greataunt   Susannah's, 
ihe  person  who  has  to  have  outside  props  to  keep 
him  straight  must  have  been  m-^de  mighty  crooked 
at  the  start,  and  Lila's  not  like  that. " 

Christopher  stooped  and  pulled  Spy's  ears. 

T  ul  f  S°^  »  ^ay  to  look  at  it  as  any  other. 
1  reckon,  he  remarked ;  "  and  now  I've  got  to  hurry 
the  shoemg  of  the  mare. " 

He  crossed  over  and  joined  Lila  and  Jim  before 
the  hen-house  door,  where  he  put  the  big  fowls  to 
noisy  flight. 

"Well,  you're  a  trusty  neighbour."  he  cried  good- 
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humoredly.  striking  Jim  a  friendly  blow  that  sent 
him  reeling  out  into  the  path. 

Lila  passed  her  hand  in  a  sweeping  movement 
round  the  inside  of  the  basin  and  fiTrted  the 
last  drops  of  dough  from  her  finger-tips. 

wee.       she  observed,  "so  you'd  better  be  careful- 

"Why.  if  I  had  that  muscle  I  could  nm  a  farm 
with  one  hand."  said  Jim.  "Give  a  plou^a  ,SX 
push,  Christopher,  and  I  believe  it  would  ruT  a' 
long  as  there  was  level  ground  ••  °  "■"  «• 

cun  tel'i*'  i"""*"^  "  *■"  '^*"'"  '^'•o"  with  a 
cup-towel  slung  across  her  ann.  watched  the  three 

chattmg  merrily  i„  the  sunshine,  and  the  look  ™ 

ngid  resentment  settled  like  a  mask  upon  her  face 

She  was  nm  garing  out  upon  them^„  Do^-. 

Sr  thlt'.^,  "*""'  "•'  ">"  'nform«i  W  ta  : 
"  iSri^h      Olemiss  wanted  her  moughty  quick. " 
AH  nght,  Docia.     Is  anything  the  matter?" 

des  g^t^Sget?;""   ■"■""■    '"«  "•  ""»»-•    She's 
to.'^"'  Twr  yLVanIr-    *«  V-  ^^ 

EvvT'*'.'','^  ^'™*''"'  '■'*''  "^^  ^"'^  «11  over. 

I  hvea\tt  ,.'""  "?  "   P"""  '"«  »  """"e-- 
time"  "•      """'•  *''"'"P  *"  ^'  *"•««<« 

^I^Be  careful.  th«,.    Tell  mother  I'm  coming  at 

o/i'  'v?*  ""!  ™P-*«"«I  on  the  rack.  and.  taking 
off  her  blue  checked  apron,  went  along  thelSe 
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,!  (°'i"'.  ^°     °  ""^'^  P*'*  °^  *^«  ^'O""  and  into  the 
Old  lady  s  parlour,  where  the  morning  sunshine  fell 
across  the  faces  of  generations  of  dead  Blalces.     The 
room    was    still    furnished   with   the   old   rosewood 
furniture,  and  the  old  damask  curtiiins  hung  before 
the  smgle  window,  which  gave  on  the  overgrown 
front  yard  and  the  twisted  aspen.     Though  the  rest 
of  the  house  suggested  only  the  direst  poverty   the 
immediate    surroundings    of    Mrs.    Blake    revealed 
everywhere  the  lavish  ease  so  characteristic  of  the 
old  order  which  had  passed  away.     The  carving  on 
the  desk,   on  the  book-cases.  on  the  slender  sofa 
was  all  wrought  by  tedious  handwork;  the  delicate 
damask  coverings  to  the  chairs  were  still  lustrous 
after   almost   half   a   century;   and   the   few   vases 
scattered  here  and  there  and  filled  with  autumn 
flowers  were,  for  the  most  part,  rare  pieces  of  old 
royal  Worcester.     While  it  was  yet  Indian  summer. 

fin  ?  ""^^ "°  "^^"^  °^  ^^^'  ^^  ^^^  ^»g  fi^PJace  was 
filled  with  goldenrod.  which  shed  a  yellow  dust 
down  on  the  rude  brick  hearth. 

The  old  lady,  inspired  by  her  indomitable  energy 
was  already  dressed  for  the  day  in  her  black  brocade 
and  sat  bolt  upright  among  the  pillows  in  her  great 
oak  chair.  ** 

•'Some  one  passed  the  window  whistling.  Cynthia. 
Who  was  it  ?  The  whistle  had  a  pleasant,  cheery 
sound. "  ^ 

"It   must   have  been  Jim  Weatherby,  I  think- 
old  Jacob's  son." 
"Is  he  over  here?" 
"To  see  Christopher — yes." 
"Well,  be  sure  to  remind  the  servants  to  give  him 
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to  have  f  1  ,t*  Z^'X,  T'  r"'  '  '*'»"<'  «"• 
Hi.  father  „«dM  i  ^"  "^'"  ••»  '•■ni'y 

l.boure«  ••  °  ^  °"'  "'  ""^  ">»"  «speet.bl. 

ch,iZ7ha«i:tr'  '"^'r '""  •"<»" "«.  «.y 

think  thatTlittfe  u  k  w-';'  ""^ ''°"'"- "-^  I <'«n't 

possibly  t«  irch  ran^ririst""" -"^  ^~" 

person?"  "raeai.     is  he  an  improper 

yo:3rrir:;-o';r^'"^--" 

domineering  woman  °^  ifke  t  t"'!?  '"  "^  *>••'  « 
_  Shall  I  call  Jim  now,  mother?" 

feet  beforrc<r«  t"™;^*'  "J*'  "■■■"  ''P«  "» 
clean?"  '"•    ^«^  >»  «IT^       to  be 

"Oh,  perfectly." 

smell  of  cattle,  you  Cr"  an^^siSH^vT^T 
^-  .xt^mely  sensitive  in  the  y^^C'  j"^  ^ 
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eyesight.     Perhaps  it  would  be  as  well  to  hand  me  the 
bottle  of  camphor.    I  can  pretend  I  have  a  headache. " 
"There's  no  need,  really;  he  isn't  a  labourer  at 
all.  you  know,  and  he  looks  quite  a  gentleman.     He 
IS.  I  believe,  considered  a  very  handsome  young  man.  " 
Mrs.  Blake  waved  toward  the  door  and  the  piece  of 
purple  glass  flashed  in  the  sunlight.     "In  that  case. 
I  might  offer  him  some  sensible  advice, "  she  said. 
"The  Weatherbys,  I    remember,  always  showed  a 
very  proper  respect  for  gentle  people.     I  distinctly 
recall  how  well  Jacob  behaved  when  on  one  occasion 
Micajah  Blair— a  dreadful,  dissolute  character,  though 
of  a  very  old  family  and  an  intimate  friend  of  your 
father's— took    decidedly    too    much    egg-nog  one 
Chnstmas  when  he  was  visiting  us,  and  insisted 
upon  biting  Jacob's  cheek  because  it  looked  so  like 
a  winesap.     Jacob  had  come  to  see  your  father  on 
business,  and  I  will  say  that  he  displayed  a  great  deal 
of  good  sense  and  dignity;  he  said  afterward  that  he 
didn't  mind  the  bite  on  his  cheek  at  all.  but  that  it 
pained   him  terribly  to  see   a   Virginia  gentleman 
who  couldn't  balance  a  bowl  of  egg-nog.    Well,  well 
Micajah  was  certainly  a  rake,  I  fear;  and  for  that 
matter,  so  was  his  father  before  him. " 

"Father  had  queer  friends."  observed  Cynthia 
sadly.  "I  remember  his  telling  me  when  I  was 
a  little  girl  that  he  preferred  that  family  to  any  in 
the  county." 

"Oh,  the  family  v/ss  all  right,  my  dear.  I  never 
heard  a  breath  against  the  women.  Now  you  may 
fetch  Jacob.     Is  that  his  name  ? " 

"No;  Jim." 

"Dear  me;  that's  very  odd.     He  certainly  should 


MRS.  BLAKE  SPEAKS  HER  MIND      .,. 
h*v»  been  c»Ued  after  hi.  father     i 

overturned    barrel    in    th.  i*"""  *«»'"''  »» 

Cynthia's  .uddTaoL™  *    T"""*    """'"«•    At 

their  lip,         *■»««"»«,  the  words  dying  slowly  on 
Lu'l'^'lflntr "  '"•  """"•  ^^'•"•-'"  -ed 

.t'i::*lVn:ai°rl  st'!,  ?"•  """^  <"««■' 
With  a  gasp-  ^^  delivered  her  message 

asked  quickly:  ^°*^** '   ^^^«'    ^^i^e   Wa 

"Does  she  know?" 
"  Know  what  ?  "  demanded  Cynthia  turning     •    i 

to  her  stall   ««/        •       '      ®"  ^®  '®^  *^e  mare  back 

» a  rub":?;rte'rrthf  zt''-  "--«>  -'^  "»"» 

I  eol"  "'"''•"  '''  °''«-«>  'J»«t'y-     "Shall 

"Oh,  we  don't  ask  that  of  you  "  said  I ii.   i      v 
■ng.     "Come;  HI  take  you."  ^'  '""«''- 
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She  flipped  her  hand  under  hia  arm  and  they  went 
gaUy  toward  the  houM,  leaving  Cynthia  to  pick  up 
the  horseshoe  nails  lying  loose  upon  the  ground. 

Hearing  the  young  man's  step  on  the  threshold. 
Mrs.  Blake  turned  her  head  with  a  smile  of  pleasant 
condescension  and  stretched  out  her  delicate  yellowed 
hand. 

"This  is  Jim  Weatherby.  mother."  said  Lila  in  her 
softest  voice.  "Cynthia  says  you  want  to  talk  to 
him." 

"I  know,  my  child;  I  know,"  returned  Mrs.  Blake, 
with  an  animated  gesture.  "Come  in,  Jim,  and 
don't  trouble  to  stand.  Find  him  a  chair,  Lila. 
I  knew  your  father  long  before  you  were  bom," 
she  added,  turning  to  the  young  man,  "and  I  knew 
only  good  of  him.  I  suppose  he  has  often  told  you 
of  the  years  he  worked  for  us  ? " 

Jim  held  her  hand  for  an  instant  in  his  own.  and 
then,  bending  over,  raised  it  to  his  lips. 

"  My  father  never  tires  of  telling  us  about  the  old 
times,  and  about  Mr.  Blake  and  yourself,"  he  answered 
in  his  precise  English,  and  with  the  simple  dignity 
which  he  never  lost.  Lila.  watching  him.  prayed 
silently  that  a  miracle  might  open  the  old  lady's 
eyes  and  allow  her  to  see  the  kind,  manly  look  upon 
his  face. 

Mrs.  Blake  nodded  pleasantly,  with  evident  desire 
to  put  him  wholly  at  his  ease. 

"Well,  his  son  is  becoming  quite  courtly,"  she 
responded,  smiling,  "and  I  know  Jacob  is  proud 
of  you— or  he  ought  to  be.  which  amounts  to  the 
same  thing.  There's  nothing  I  like  better  than  to 
sec  a  good,  hard-working  family  prosper  in  life  and 
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nine  its  lUtion.     Not  th«t  I  m...  . 

your  hc«l,  of  counK  ,o,  it  i.  .  T   ?  '""  '''""'  '""> 

•  p.r«,n  di«.tiifi~'  1:  h  "  *  "*'"'"»  "«•"  ">  •« 

I.M  about  yw,  mother,  and  I  „I"  T^*'  '  •'"•J" 
her  refuiiog  to  w.»r  «.1I     /  «">»'nb«r  v«iy  well 

'he  WM  rurried  T,h         °'  '"^  "'<'  ""T  »li«> 

""  «  wife,    i  hoM  h^K  '"""'  •"  """W  •*• 

"Oh.  quite.    C^«^ 'r'^'lu'"' "••  ••  '^^■ 

her  joujt,  have  bee^  ttfbC  h:?  "  ■"""■•  "»^"^ 

•parlcling  blue  eye.  h.M  ™.""«'«t'<'n,  and  his 
With.  gSod-humo"  '""  """'  "P""i<»  of 

in'h^r't^'rigi.uf'^./''^  Pfk'd  "  «■«  object 

-ti,i  ttdorr^'tfor"^,^*'-^- 

Shall  I  take  J.wlyr""'"-    ^-'■'  ^^  ^^i? 

wh'irrp^^-^-^^^j;  -  »te^ted  in  ^, 
old  are  you,  Jim?"  ""^  **«""*•    How 

of'iI.7^''s:o":-?::/t'r-2;/''-  -  *- 

P«nk  Granger  and  mov^l"  ml  ''^    ®''*  ""^"» 
"Ah.  that  bring,  ^et.^       ""  *"*>'•" 

most  earnestly  J^L  *Z«''  '5f  ™  <»»«on  you 
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don't  many  •  womui  bMtuM  tht  hM  a  pratty  hm 
•ad  yott  clMriih  an  impracticabla  santimant  for  har 
If  you  taka  my  advica.  you  wiU  found  your  marriaia 
upon  mutual  ratpact  and  indurtry.  Salact  a  wilt 
who  la  not  afraid  of  work,  and  who  axpecti  no  fol- 
darol  of  romanca.  Lova-making.  I've  always  main- 
tainad,  should  ba  the  panime  of  the  leisure  class 
axclusively." 

"rm  not  afraid  of  work  myself.'  replied  Jim. 
laughing  as  he  looked  boldly  into  the  old  lady's 
sightless  eyes,  "but  I'd  never  stand  it  for  my  wifa- 
nota— alickof  iti" 

"Tut,  tut  f    Your  mother  does  it." 

Jim  nodded.  "  But  I'm  not  my  father."  he  mildly 
■uggested.  ' 

"Well,  you're  a  fine,  headstrong  young  fool,  and 
I  Uka  you  aU  the  better  for  it."  declared  Mrs.  Blake 
"You  may  go  now,  because  I  feel  as  if  I  needed  a 
doae;  but  be  sure  to  come  in  and  see  me  the  next 
time  you're  over  here.  Lila,  put  the  cat  on  my 
knees  and  straighten  my  pillows." 


Lila  lifted  the  cat  from  the  rug  and  placed  it 
the  old  lady's  lap;  then,  as  she 


m 


white  pillows,  she  bent 


arranged  the  soft 
over  suddenly  and  kissed  the 


piece  of  purple  glass  on  the  fragile  hand 


CHAPTER  IV 
iM  Which  CHmtTorHiu  Hmitatm 

pincSi^Thi!^  r^"'**'* "'"''  *°  ^^'^^  o'  Will 

nwt  b«ath      '''*'        •''Perienced.  almct  with  hi. 
n««  breath,  a  reaction  in  hit  feelini?  for  thl  J^ 
and  meeting  him  two  day.  later  a    tL  h  .    u^' 

tobacco  bam    he  fell  .*  1      '  '  **°"'"  **'  **»• 

tempt.  .«.  Zi^ry        "'  *^^  *»*°  "  ^°"«  «'  ~«- 

wiih' a  ^eer  '  '""  •""'  ^°"  "^^  ^' ' "  ^^  o»>--ed. 
Will  fliuhed. 
"Oh,  you  needn't  talk  likit  *k.«  ••  u 

"  Whv  «.  ^  unaertaJce.  to  give  me  a  ickinff  " 

hmgtag  rows  of  tobacco   onA  ,t..  ■       **™'y 

to  lock  tne  do«     ■•^™?«  '"  ~""«  ""'"d* 

.  fight.,  i,  y^  «  2l"'Zr  •  "'"'•""'»  " 

your  own  Zc.    ^w  n«t  '.3*^7  T  """  """' 
WA«  ♦«  ♦  '  "*''*   time   I   should  advisii 

ro«totnryour.piritonSolPeterkin."  ^ 

frankT;     -r^i/Sr^*^'    v""^''    '^^'^^'^    Will 
a°^y.       I  told  Fred  that  he  was  a  big  blackguard 
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to  UM  th«  girl  lo.  and  then  h«  calltd  m«  a  'whiu- 
livtred  liar.'" 

"I  htard  him,"  remarlted  Christopher  quittly. 

"Well.  I  don't  care  what  he  •«/»— he  ii  a  black- 
ftt*rd.  I'm  glad  you  knocked  him  down,  too;  H 
wai  no  more  than  he  deMrved." 

"I  didn't  do  it  on  Molly  Peterkin't  account,  you 
know.  Tobacco  takes  up  quite  enough  o(  my  time 
without  my  entering  the  lists  as  a  champion  of  Ught 
women.  But  if  you  aren't  man  enough  to  fight  your 
own  battles,  I  suppose  III  have  to  keep  my  muscle 
in  proper  shape." 

Will  smarted  from  the  words,  and  the  comers  of 
his  mouth  took  a  dogged  droop. 

"I  don't  see  how  you  expect  me  to  be  a  match 
for  Pred  Turner."  he  returned  angrily. 

"Why,  I  don't  expect  it."  replied  Christopher 
coolly,  as  he  turned  the  key  in  the  padlock,  drew  it 
out,  and  slipped  it  into  his  pocket.  "  I  expect  you 
merely  to  keep  away  from  him.  that's  all." 

Will  stared  at  him  in  perplexity.  "  What  a  devil 
of  a  humour  you  are  in  I"  he  exclaimed. 

"  Am  I  ? "  Christopher  broke  into  a  laugh.  "You 
are  accustomed  to  the  sunny  temper  of  your  grand- 
father. How  is  he  to-day?  In  his  usual  cheerful 
vein?" 

"Oh,  he's  awful."  answered  the  boy,  relieved  at 
the  cha*,  ^  of  subject.  "If  you  could  only  have 
heard  him  yesterday?  Somebody  told  him  about 
the  fight  at  the  store,  and,  as  luck  would  have  it, 
he  found  out  that  Molly  Peterkin  was  at  the  bottom 
of  it  all.  When  he  called  me  into  his  room  and 
locked  the  door  I  knew  something  was  up;  and  sure 
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•nough,  m  had  hlwxl 


thr...      j"-  ""'"''•'  lot  two  mortil 

hound.,  „-d  .0  "ri ':.  r." ";'  """•  •»""'•• 

»^1».  you  kno,^  "■      ^""^  »  ""   "V   h. 

■"wt  h.  .imply  Cmv,""?""*  "*•'  I'"""  Turnr-. 

•«0  bl«.,  h.  Jd.    H?J^  'i:^'"^,™  W«k 
««~«  rtor.  of  p«t  n.n«, I"     ^    "''■  "*  I'"  • 

b.  in  i«i.^^"^  "^  '•  "^  P"P«'  Who  o„,h.  .o 

ought  to  be  in  nd  •    r!.  .  ^     "'^  P*"P"  "ho 

to  «ttl.    ,i.h  four  ^LXh^'T^"""  "•''• 
think  of  it."  «~>df»ther,  when  I  come  to 

""  «.OUgh.      I  Wl   y^I  cl*'"  r**  '"  ■*"""«• 

-on,  yen«d.y  JilTpi^/h  Jfl'd""/  "'  ''  " 
a  new  leaf— that   Va  J"^™°  "»"»  *  d  turn  o  er 

to-n.om>w  .nd%  .tay  trutin""^  ^   "»"^'<» 
«ototh.univ.r,ity„eTf;3l,-^  °  '"''  °""'  ""«'  ' 
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Christopher  turned  quickly. 

"To-morrow?"  he  repeated.  "Why.  that's  the 
day  I  had  planned  we'd  go  hunting.  Make  Morrison's 
Friday." 

The  boy  wavered. 

"Can't  we  go  another  day.?"  he  asked.  "He's  so 
awfully  set  on  to-morrow.  I'd  have  to  be  mighty 
sharp  to  fool  him  again." 

"Oh,  well,  but  it's  the  only  day  I've  fr«e. 
There's  a  lot  of  fall  ploughing  to  do;  then  the  apples 
are  ready  to  be  gathered;  and  I  must  take  some 
com  to  the  mill  before  the  week's  up.  I've  wasted 
too  much  time  with  you  as  it  is.  It's  the  only 
wealth  I  have,  you  see." 

"Then  I'll  go— I'll  go."  declared  Will,  jumping  to  a 
decision.  "There'll  be  a  terrific  fuss  if  he  finds  it 
out,  but  perhaps  he  won't.  I'll  bring  my  gun  over 
to  the  bam  to-night,  and  get  Zebbadee  to  meet  us 
with  the  hounds  at  the  bend  in  the  road.  Well.  I 
must  get  back  now.  I  don't  want  him  to  suspect 
I've  seen  you  to-day." 

He  started  off  at  a  rapid  pace,  and  Christopher, 
turning  in  the  other  direction,  went  to  bring  the 
horses  from  the  distant  pasture.  It  was  a  mellow 
aftemoon,  and  a  golden  haze  wrapped  the  broad 
meadow,  filled  with  autumn  wild  flowers,  and  the 
little  bricked-up  graveyard  on  the  low,  green  hill. 
As  he  swung  himself  over  the  bars  at  the  end  of  the 
path  he  saw  Lila  and  Jim  Weatherby  garnering 
goldenrod  in  the  center  of  the  field.  When  they 
caught  sight  of  him,  Jim  laid  his  handful  of  blossoms 
in  a  big  basket  on  the  ground  ad  came  to  jom  him 
on  his  way  to  the  pasture. 
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With''' ««dir.'^..^':!"h'  "7"""  ••■  "•  -"■""«« 

wdTca^  re  S^'  --«"«  -  »-«  Head.  „, 

desiL'  otrj'thrfl.'^';"""^''"-  -t"  a  sudden 
but  I  hardly^int  i-r^rt"^  ^«ponability.  ■•  Oh, 
laughing.  ""'■'•P'oPO'-po'son,"  he  added. 

Jim  met  his  eyes  squarely. 

"I'm  a  plain  man,"  he  said  slowlv   ".nj  .i.      ,. 
I'm  not  ashamed  of  it  I  kTo"    T  ^  *''°"8'' 

famUy  have  always  Ln  ^Z  l.T"*'/''"  "^ 
a«.  I  had  no  bustaess^  e^^  ^f'-  ^  *"»8' 
your  sister,  but  all  the  s^e  i^!  'ZT  r"'  '"*" 
and  done."  ^  *"at  I've  gone 

Christopher  nodded  and  walked  on. 

-Ii;;i;^hr;:-'----one, 

prevent  a  thing  like  th«t  >   i      -,1  <=an  a  man 

shut  my  eyes  to  Ss^whi^f ^  •"'"  "^  *° 

whriir^;i::-rd^^^-^a^':fdiS£: 
^hat  I  harJiy^tiriirLr  ^rr^iT^f 

be  her  servant  until  I  die  "  '  '" 

It    took    courage    to    speak    such    words,    and 
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Christopher,  knowing  it.  stopped  midway  of  the  little 
path  and  regarded  Jim  with  the  rare  smile  which 
gave  a  boyish  brightness  to  his  face 
"  ''^y  ^°'««.  yo"  are  a  trump  I"   he  said  heartily. 
And  as  far  as  that  goes,  you're  good  enough  for 

i^'Xnly-J^'^^^  '^'  ^'  ^'*  *^**'  y°«  ^' 
"I  know."  finished  Jim  quietly  and  without 
?rr?;/'^*''  '"y  grandfather^  Your  sU^r 
.^u^'  T  ""*•  ""^  ^  '^*=^°"  »*'«  ^1  natural,  but 
somehow  I  can't  make  myself  ashamed  of  the  old 
man- nor  is  Lila,  for  that  matter.  He  was  ai. 
honest,  upright  body  as  ever  you  saw.  and  he  never 
d^d  a  mean  ttimg  in  his  Ufe,  though  he  lived  to  be 
almost  ninety."  «  w  oc 

H.l'7°'^i'*'  ^^^K  '^'^  Christopher,  flushing  sud- 
denly; and  as  far  as  I'm  concerned.  I'd  let  Lila 
many  you  to-morrow;  but  as  for  mother,  she  would 
simply  never  consent.  The  idea  would  be  impossible 
to  her.  and  we  could  never  explain  things;  you  murt 
see  that  youraelf."  ^ 

"I  see."  replied  Jim  readily;  "but  the  main  point 
IS  that  you  yourself  would  have  no  objectionTo 
our  mamage.  provided  it  were  possible." 
Not  a  bit;  not  a  bit." 

JtJ'^^  ^J  f"  ^^"^'  ^"^  J^^  «^°°k  it  warmly 
before  he  picked  up  his  basket  and  went  to  rejoin 

Turning  in  the  path.  Christopher  saw  the  girl 
who  was  sitting  alone  on  the  lowered  bars,  rise  l«d 
wave  a  spray  of  goldenrod  above  her  head  Then. 
^  lovers  met.  she  laid  her  hand  upon  Jim's 
arm  and  lifted  her  glowing  face  as  if  to  read  his 
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I""  the  emh  turn  "  4^^!^  "''"'  °"«  ««">«1  'o 

P-r  ^th  ,  sudd»  met ct  r^idT^:!''' t°- 
•uaj  when  he  went  o.,  .„  ."'Xj  aod  it  appeared  to 

fa«"   over  the^rightn«f"  o,  J."'  "  ^'""'°"    "^0 
Disturbed  by  the  u^res   whlh  f„  >       ""*■"""   "*'<'»• 
tag  vision  Ji  ideal  W^''^  '^ZT^  »"™"«- 
"grUy,  in  an  effort  to  divert  h^.^^^^  "'"•"'' 
were  possible  that  he  was  w^w^J*'?^''*^'  "  " 
since  he  no  longer  foundM!    ,i^  ^  "  ""^  PU'POK, 
of  Fletcher.     T^    'ZL^  ^T  '"  "^^  "«'«' 
then  affected  this  one  .^.u      •       '""tions  had 
he  had  told  himserw^^rr^^l!  '-«"«  -"ich 
nervous  thrill,  so  like  th,  ,    '„    ,    . '  *"''  "^e  old 
longer  troubled  him  whtn  h'^V    "°'"*  '°™'  "o 
enemy  face  to  fa«     T„  h  ^'  "'"f""'*  »°  -"eet  his 

absolutely  in  uLZn.'^XXtT.T  '"^*"^' 
most  his  debt  to  wuf  t,  '   "  ^  ^®^  years  at 

ceiled;  the Z„  a^f  t  h?"'''  P™bably^be  can- 
together  by  b^ "ts  Uk.  °L"'^''/'»°  >«  '«'" 
the  leaah-and  yet   wLn  .11  """"^  ''"""^^  *" 

the  final  outcU^J^J  "f  ^'/f  ^'»'  "hat  would 
the  question  te  kSt  thl  ?   '"*'°" '    A'  he  p, 
by   evasion.   «d   hij  S^^ri?'."^"  '^  ''  =^  ^ 
him  even  whilehe  dL^T*^    'P"''>'   "'''ebled 
As  the  mon  hs  w^?""*^  ^.T"'  of  himself, 
or  failure  perv^T^iT'i  t   ""^*'™" '^  »»<^«s, 
and  he  pla^  Ms  ^JT       *,  *  P'''"^'^*!  lethargy, 
'»metim«'^^iTr^.J?,'^"T'^  "  '«*  that^^ 
after  all,  ^X  ^^Tl^:'^'^'  '^  J*   '"*• 
-  -  Wil,  P-etchef  d^,;n„f  XThtspr^' 
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came  he  ceased  consdouriy.  rather  from  wearinesa 
which  he  felt  to  be  harmful  to  the  boy.     Por^ 

of'^etc'her'     "T^''  '^"^"^^^  *°  ^^'^  ^^«  ^ 

to  stitch  fLT^^^^^  "^^  "°'^'  ^^"»  h«  had  but 
to  stretch  forth  his  arm  for  the  final  blow,  he  ad- 
nutted  impatiently  that  what  he  lacked  wb^  the 
impulsive  energy  the  deed  required. 

t^J^'m.  u''  "T"  ^"^"«  »»»  oxen  to  the  store,  ie 
met  Fletcher  in  the  road  behind  the  pair  of^kys 

and  at  the  end  of  a  few  minutes  they  wmc  quarrelling 
as  to  who  should  be  the  one  to  turn  aside.  * 

Git  out  of  the  road,  will  your"  cried  Fletcher 

until  the  horses  reared.      "Drive  your  brutes  into 
the  bushes  and  let  me  pass  I" 

m7iir.  '^v   ^'"^  ^°*°^  *°  ^^^''^^  ^  «ch  out  of 

aTbi^a  flV    ^^'  ^°"'  ^*"  ^^^*^^^^'  y°"  -^«  ^«nost 
as  big  a  fool  as  you  are  a  rascal."  replied  Christopher 

ma  cool  voice,   as  he  brought  his  team  to  a  halt 

ralfdrt''"""  ^*  *'^  ^^^^  o^  ^t  with  his  long 
rawhide  whip  in  his  hand.  * 

As  he  stood  there  he  had  the  appearance  of  takine 
his  time  as  hghtly  as  did  the  Olympian  deiti«^| 
.t  was  clear  that  he  would  wait  patiently  TtdT^ 

Zm"^^  '"*""  '"^  yield  onoott 
tittle  of  his  right  upon  the  muddy  road     While 

tL^  P'»=i<"y  over  Fletcher's   he^^mto  the 

te^:'f^*""t  "!  """"^^  "'^  "«  ""w  hat  and 
Degan  fanning  his  heated  face 

There  foUowed  a  noisy  upbraiding  from  Fletcher, 


i-^a^ 
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drove  on  .t  a  JuT^Z'^^"  '««:  then  he 
•Wver.  ,„d  fleeted  S^th'foZ*"^  ""  """«»  '"  « 
drive  before  the  Hall  '  '"'°  ">«  P'veUed 

The  bright  flower-beds  o„rf  .1. 

««  «>1  in  .unshine^ld  St  Said       "•^  """^ 
JWen  watering-pot    n  her  h.  !      *'  "'"'  »  «"1«. 

t-bof  crocuJLid:,he«er'  *"  '^"""""'^  « 

"  j-^chtrthfrwr '^ft"'" "» ---ed. 

o«»e  up  to  where  she  "Z  "^  "^''»«  "d 

mustache,  a,  he  did  ththetrZ*'''  '""  °'  "" 
h.m  as  I  drove  up  the  road  »nJr  u  .  ^^-  "'  "« 
to  keep  hi,  ox-cart  rta^trn.  ^^.""  '"P-dence 
through  the  brie"  It  wj'™^/*?'  *"«•  I  tore 
"«  happened,  and  ru ',4   ^  ^^^^^^  ^™«  ""s  th«g 

I'm  sure  he  must  be  a  ve,^  ij      '^  "  >'•'•" 
marked  Miss  SaMJ.  „•    t-        ^  ""de  person,"  re- 

•nd  Putting'if  to  'hVr^tf  tf;  ^f*""^  •"-- 
it  on  the  trim  grass     C,,  ''**P  '""  throwing 

able  to  see  whS^tisf,^     ^  P^"'  '"''=  ««'  been 
ill-mannered.     It  , ate  ?^"  '*°P,''^*  °"*  "'  being 

bepoUte,andifs„ot„ea,wl'^  '?/  ""  '»  "^^  to 
afterward."  '^^ '"'  «°°^  '"^  the  digestion 

Fletcher  listened  to  her  wifh 
you  ever  get  anvthin.  >!  .  ^"*'-     "^'U.  if 

Blake.  ^d''IikeTheI^'l  ^^  'T  ^"""opi"" 
laugh.  near  of  rt,    he  said,  with  a  coarse 
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A.J^u^'  T*  '"*'  "•"y  '»"»^  ^^^^»  **>  »»•  the  other 
day  when  passed  him."  replied  Mi«i  Saidie.  fach,! 
Fletcher  with  her  hand  resting  on  the  belt  of Tef 
•pron.  "I  wa.  in  the  phaeton,  and  he  got  down  off 
h»  wagon  and  picked  up  my  whip.  I  decide  it 
almost  took  my  breath  away,  but  when  I  thtSied 
h»n  he  ra«ed  hi.  hat  and  spoke  very  pleasTly  ^ 
Flet.h;/°"  *"    your  everlasting  excuses!"  sneered 

porch  to  look  down  upon  her.  "I  tell  you  I've  had 
as  many  of  'em  as  I'm  going  to  stand.  Thisl  my 
house.  a«d  what  I  .ay  in  it  has  got  to  be  the  S 
7rZ    A  u  y^*"  *^"^  «"y  ^OTt  Of  that  blamed  water 

*„fKf.^J^f \?'*'!.^  ^^'  watering-pot  on  the  step 
and  hfted  to  him  the  look  of  amiable  wonder  which 
he  found  more  irritating  than  a  sharp  retort. 

I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  Susan  Spade  has  been 
waiting  to  speak  to  you."  she  remarked,  as  if  their 
previous  conversation  had  been  of  the  friendliest 

•'Oh.  drat  her!    What  does  she  want?" 

said      T^?^^"'*  *""  """"^^  ^^  ^°'  y^  «^°n«.  «he 

been  w^H      ^^   *  *^°^   ^^^^"^^^^   *«°'   ^^   «I^e'« 
been  waiting  m  your  setting-room  ever  sence.    She's 

such  a  sharp-tongued  woman  I  wonder  low  Tom 
manages  to  put  up  with  her." 

"Well,  if  he  does.  I  won't,"  growled  Fletcher,  as 
he  went  in  to  meet  his  visitor. 
^!^1,'  ?P**^®' ^^aring  a  severe  manner  and  a  freshly 
starched  purple  calico,  was  sitting  straight  and  stiff 
on  the  edge   of  the   cretonne-covered  lounge,  and 
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^"j-ndtg":?  '^  'Z^  %«■-«»'■"  with  .  „•.,■,„„ 

•"'h  •  long.  «,.,„7"™„  ^Mcr  '  ""''  •»»•■'• 
™n  entirely  to  ratticir  mh  'PPeared  to  have 
-wy.  ««*!  fSn^  ^^  ™7  ff  .kirt.  that 
'?<•  w«  like  that  of  .  m^-^*?  ""  ^'''  «" 
..v..  «d  not  Without  .  ™"^:2^'i'!""'-  ™P«- 
^    If»  my  duty  that'.  h,^-i.?        "*  «>meline«s. 

«ry  well  yo-„„  th«  it^J^i  '^<"'  ■"»  «« 
">«  goe.,  for  if  it  had 'b^  ?  "'•"""•  "  '"  «» 
5<>>~-«ot  if  I  yea„^  ^J  »fv«r  .hould  have 

I  never  «w  a  ph^re  jTm/.T'  f '  '  ""  »<« 
"•ray.  an-  Tve  gotThe  .™  f  ''  ""•'  <«*''t  lead 
h«nl«..l,olcin-  "S. "thrgl'^PiT  ">  "■•  »>o.t 
"wugh  he  won't  belie™  if^i    ^  '  *«"  Tom- 

«.Uin  yo„.„    fo„oX"yo'lTy  Z^^''    '"    ^^ 

to  find  out  the  thing  you  hate  mL.  J*  *""  " 
do  It  with  idl  yo'  nril?  T^  ""f  ^  *>  <^'  then 
through  life.  ,^;  it^^vJ^'*  "^  ^  taken  me 

f.  b^ht  „.  hire  rdi"".;j°jr  ^'"^'-  "■• 

•  was  tyin   on  my  bonnet     "vl.  .   °°''  "'«'> 

word  mo'  about  ,V  w«  „„  I**,  '*"**'''  "V  one 
l^-'  way,  an'  I  tar^mtoe  ^^  ^  •"<*  "» 
•h"  »  pra'r.  an'  I  telT  vT -^  ''\*™*''"^  "^th 
•nybody',  stomach  Jdl^'^,^'"'"  •"«  I-o^d  turns 
>t  means  mo«  likely  that  it's T.*  "'*"*  "' "»«"«». 
got  to  swallow  down."  ""  """>'  ""ing  they've 

i»to°Ws^fmchr'*"»^"'  ""PPing  «"ddealy 
once,  ma'am,  and  let  meT  T  '°  "«  Point  at 
done  law."   '"'"«'»«  hear  what  the  rascal  has 
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I  mcomin*.  luh;  Tm  comin."  Mn.  Spade  hastentd 
to  assure  him.    "Yes,  Tom  an*  I  hev  talked  it  all 
down  to  the  very  bone,  but  1  wouldn't  trust  a  man's 
judgment  on  morals  any  mo*  than  I  would  on  matchin* 
calico.     Right  an*  wrong  don't  look  the  same  to 
'em  by  lamplight  as  they  do  by  day,  an'  if  thar 
conscience  ain't  set  plum'  in  the  pupils  of  thar  eyes 
I   don't  know  whar   'tis,  that's  sho'.    But,  thank 
heaven.  I  ain't  one  of  those  that's  always  findin'  an 
excuse  for   people— not  even  if   the  backslider  be 
my  own  husband.    Thar's  got  to  be  some  few  folks 
on  the  side  of  decency,  an'  I'm  one  of  'em.    Virtue's 
a  slippery  thing— that's  how  I  look  at  it— an'  if  you 
don't  git  a  good  grip  on  it  an'  watch  it  with  a  mighty 
stem  eye  't's  precious  apt  to  wriggle  through  yo* 
fingers.     I'm  an  honert  woman,  Mr.   Fletcher,  an' 
I  wouldn't  blush  to  own  it  in  the  presence  of  the 

King  of  England " 

"Great  Scott!"  exclaimed  Fletcher,  with  a  brutal 
laugh;  "do  you  mean  to  tell  me  the  precious  young 
fool  has  fallen  in  love  with  you?" 

"  Me,  suh  ?  If  he  had,  a  broomstick  an'  a  spar' 
rib  or  so  would  have  been  all  you'd  ever  found  of 
him  agin.  I've  never  yit  laid  eyes  on  the  man  I 
couldn't  settle  with  a  single  sweep,  an'  when  a  lone 
woman  comes  to  wantin*  a  protector,  I've  never  seen 
the  husband  that  could  hold  a  candle  to  a  good  stout 
broom.  That's  what  I  said  to  Jinnie  when  she  got 
herself  engaged  to  Fred  Boxley.  '  Married  or  single, ' 
I  said,  'gal.  wife,  or  widow,  a  bro»  n  is  yo'  best 
friend.'" 

Fletcher  twisted  impatiently  in  his  chair. 

"Oh,  for  heaven's  sake,  stop  your  drivelling,"  he 
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him  courtin-  MoUy  P«,rWn  till  I  ,1  t^'I*^ 

come,  to  a  wL.^  *""'«<>•  that  w.y,  but  when  it 
her  cloth.1  X Tm    *  *°   *°  "'"  "'••••bone.  i„ 

"ChrirtopherXe  w«  h  J"  """^  ""»'^  '»• 

MoUy  pTt^WniX'S  tt  fZt'"''  "^'""'  '*'« 
into  the  fire     Oh  Z^.  ^J      '''™8-P«"  "ght  «PM» 

M™.  Sped"-    I^'Cvttrth.'°°^'""'"~»^« 
ond  111  «v.».    , '^"  y°"  »••«  Mws  you  brought. 

How'^/Z    ^ThCbT'   ""^  ?"'-• 
know?"  '  °*™  «°"«  on.  do  you 

P^^J^l''^- i?*'  f  "«■■'=  """"g" I've  b.«. 

«en  -em^to'Cs     ."".'«'  »™  "-k.  I've 
Sol's.  Ihfa  w  ^T    ■'  ."  ""^  '"■•  *"«  '"0«  to 

*^      my  loot  down  on  yestiddy.    I'd 


i 


ii 


.-Ml 
Hi 


■?! 


tM 


THB  DBLIVBRANCB 


ni 


m-^- 


M 


itop  it  if  I  didn't  luvt  Bothiii'  Agin  that  gal  but  tht 

colour  of  h«f  hmir.    I  don'  know  how  'tU.  tuh.  but 

I've  always  had  tha  fadin'  that  thar'i  lomathin* 

indacent  about  yallar  hair,  an'  if  I'd  ba«i  bom  with 

it  I'd  hava  ituck  my  head  into  a  bowl  of  pitch  bafo* 

I'd  hava  gone  flauntin'  thoM  com-taMali  in  tha  ayaa 

of  evary  man  I  mat.    Thar'i  nothin'  in  tha  looks  of 

me  that's  goin'  to  make  a  man  regret  he's  got  a  wife 

if  I  can  help  it;  an'  mark  my  word,  Mr.  Fletcher,  if 

they  had  dyed  MoUy  PeterWn's  hair  black  she  might 

have  been  a  self-respsctin'  woman  an'  a  haUr  of 

men  this  very  day.    A  light  character  an'  a  light 

head  go  precious  well  together,  an'  when  you  set 

one  a  good  sober  colour  the  other's  pretty  apt  to 

follow."  r       /     f 

Watcher  rose  from  his  chair  and  stood  gripping 
the  Uble  hard. 

"Have  you  any  reason  to  think— does  it  look 
Ukely— that  young  Blake  has  had  a  hand  in  this?" 
he  asked. 

"Who?  Mr.  Christopher?  Why,  I  don't  believe 
he  could  tell  a  petticoat  from  a  pair  of  breeches  to 
save  his  soul.  He  ain't  got  no  fancy  for  corn-tassels 
and  blue  ribbons,  I  kin  tell  you  that.  It's  good 
honest  women  that  are  the  mothers  of  families  that 
he  Ukes  to,  an'  even  then  it  ain't  no  mo'  than  '  How 
are  you,  Mrs.  Spade?    A  fine  momin*  f  " 

"Well,  thar's  one  thing  you  may  be  sartain  of," 
returned  Fletcher,  breaking  in  upon  her,  "and  that 
ia  that  this  whole  business  is  as  good  as  settled.  I 
leave  here  with  the  boy  to-morrow  morning  at 
sunrise,  and  he  doesn't  set  foot  agin  in  this  county 
until   he's  gone   straight    through    the    university. 
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"pntr  .  long,  wwlmg  I.tur  from  Will. 
"Oh,  fv«  had  to  _^t  ,    ....  ,, 

"»m  tvtr  liact.  I  cm,  t.U  LT.  V?  "^^  "•■"• 

'»«»»»I  with  the  ooU.  <rf  t^2^'      i^  ■"'  ""^  •««' 
W  grandpa  h«l„>"    ,.  It      «»'»«n<l«d  «d«„.. 

«~y.    Sine  h.  W.  !•«  Ud  ?  '"'*°'  ""  *'••» 
•bout  m.,  «rf  I  Sd  '  k'lj'"*  *'"»  to  t«ke  •  look 

'»  with  0«,k  I  dont  M,r„.      T^  *"  •"«  't 
taow-I'v.  fonndThat^.         TK*  **"•  "»•  >"»• 
"By  th«  w    I  t^r  ~"  '  •'*'■*  •"th.r. 

P««>da  und^S^ Jd  :^  Tw jr'  "■""  """^ 
haitUy.    Tril  hmr  t  ».        .    ,    **  '  *^"»«  away  so 

her  tL  a'^tXuX^^^*-,'»-^-<i^- 
matches  her  ev^.  ^  n.  ...?!"..  ."^  "^"^^^^ 


••  pretty  m  ever 


•ye«.     Be  sure  to  let  me  ? 
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By  the  next  mail  the  turquoise  brooch  arrived, 

and  Christopher,  putting  it  in  his  pocket,  went  over 

to  Sol  Peterkin's  to  bear  the  message  to  the  girt. 

As  it  happened,  she  was  swinging  on  the  little  sagging 

gate  when  he  came  up  the  lane,  and  at  sight  of  him 

her  eyebrows  shot  up  under  her  flaxen  curls,  which 

hung  low  upon  her  forehead.     She  was  a  pretty. 

soulless  little  animal,  coloured  like  peach-blossoms 

and  with  a  great  deal  of  that  soft  insipidity  which 

is  usually  found  in  a  boy's  ideal  of  maiden  innocence. 

Why,  I  couldn't  believe  my  eyes  when  I  first 

saw  you,"  she  said,  arranging  her  curls  over  her  left 

shoulder  with  a  conscious  simper. 

The  old  Blake  gallantry  rose  to  meet  her  challenging 
eyes,  and  he  regarded  her  smilingly  a  moment  before 
he  answered. 

"Well,  I  could  hardly  believe  mine,  you  know," 
he  responded  carelessly.     "I  thought  for  an  instant 
that  a  big  butterfly  had  alighted  on  the  gate. " 
She  pouted  prettily. 

"Won't  you  come  in?"  she  asked  after  a  moment, 
with  an  embarrassed  air,  as  she  remembered  that  he 
was  one  of  the  "real  Blakes"  for  whom  her  father 
used  to  work. 

A  light  retort  was  on  his  lips,  but  while  he  looked 
at  her  a  Uttle  weary  frown  darkened  her  shallow 
eyes,  and  with  the  peculiar  sympathy  for  all  those 
oppressed  by  man  or  nature  which  was  but  one  ex- 
pression of  his  many-sided  temperament  he  quickly 
changed  the  tone  of  his  reply.  At  the  instant  it 
seemed  to  him  that  Molly  Peterkin  and  himself  stood 
together  defrauded  of  their  rightful  heritage  of  life; 
and  as  his  thought  broac'f  led  he  felt  suddenly  the 


THR  HAPPINESS  OF  TUCKER         „j 

•^e  'compassion  was  in  i,.»  /    •"*"""«•     A  look  very 
"»  Pit        When  hrmmt^         ''^''  P"""«  » 

crop,  «,d  the  Uttle  w^*bo  "    °'  ■'"?°"'  *'"•  '»''««' 
brooch  was  still  in  his  ptekee        '"'"*'"'• '«'l»°i« 

Moliy  PeterVin  al2,°- he  to^i^'ht^  '°"''/  '"^« 
hand,  "for  as  far  as  T  r»„  *"«■  ""fonred 

to  get  on  wS  t^.L,  ShT"r.*~''°'^''™'* 
from  the  way  Wre  e^f^-*  '~'-  ^°"  '»<"'■  "•<> 
-chasify^Ce";.t-^.lr4--^;4-^very 

:^e  ?'anrdT;™:nd'^  ---'Ct 'h^'fC 
•      It  w«  a'^^^f  ;S?^,  f?™  '  P'"'a^  iu«  now  " 

time  since  her  feX  iut^  i'"' "f  '"  *"'  ''' 

to  Veep  her  bed  durinra  bi«r;      ^'  7"  '"'  ""• 

When  the  raw  winds  Sd  a^ftL  Uttrf"^'' 

house,  entering  the  cracks  at  T.  ^  ^''""* 

loosened    sashes    of   th^^l^'  ^^^^f'^  f' 

drawn  and  pinched  with  a  sickly  f^  uS""^'  ,8«w 

even  Lila's  rars  Mr>/».  j  , .  """■''•tten  look,  and 

dehcate  p  W^  ^^^  '"  «.-W>'  ■*»  that  of  a 

the  w«Trrb,ra^,7^  ^^"^  P»"»  'hat  ^  to' 
often  after  b«aW«r  Ti™  w  .?T  •  *"'•  °"»t 
--g  gai,y  henea^'hi^'pow^^l^f  -TTd 
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sometimes,  in  defiance  of  Cynthia,  he  woul«^  take 
LUa  for  a  sleigh-ride,  from  which  she  wotild  return 
blossoming  like  a  rose. 

Mrs.  Blake,  from  her  tester  be<!,  complained 
bitterly  of  the  cold,  and  drew  from  the  increasing 
severity  of  the  winters,  which  she  declared  became 
more  unbearable  each  year,  warrant  for  her  belief 
m  the  gradual  "decline  of  the  world  as  a  dwellinff- 
place. "  • 

"You  may  say  what  you  please.  Tucker,"  she 
remarked  one  morning  when  she  had  awakened 
with  an  appetite  to  find  that  her  eggs  had  frozen  in 
the  kitchen,  "but  you  can  hardly  be  so  barefaced  as 
to  compUment  this  weather.  I'm  sure  I  never  felt 
anything  like  it  when  I  was  young." 

"Well,  at  least  I  have  a  roof  over  my  head  now, 
and  I  didn't  when  I  marched  to  Romney  with  old 
Stonewall."  remarked  Tucker  from  the  hearth,  where 
he  was  roasting  an  apple  before  the  big  logs.     "  Many's 
the  morning  I  waked  then  with  the  snow  frozen  stiflf 
all  over  me,  and  I  had  to  crack  through  it  before 
I  could  get  up." 
The  old  lady  made  a  peevish  gesttue. 
"It  may  sound  ungrateful,"  she  returned,  "but 
I'm  sometimes  tempted  to  wish  that  you  had  never 
marched  to  Romney,  or  that  General  Jackson  had 
been  considerate  enough  to  choose  a  milder  spell. 
I  reaUy  believe  when  you  come  to  die  you  will  console 
yourself  with  the  recollection  of  something  wone 
that  happened  in  the  war." 

Tucker  laughed  softly  to  himself  as  he  watched 

the  apple  revolving  in  the  red  heat  on  its  bit  of  string. 

"Well.  I'm  not  sure  that  I  shan't,  Lucy,"  he  said; 
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that  you'll  a.«r  LvHo  ,:^  =r^<«  »  """^ 
nun  doesn-t  duck  hi,  hL^.l  ,  '"*  ''«™-  * 
learned  that,  let  be  what^n  ^  "^"'"  *'»"  •»•» 
the  thing  he',  goTe  ThrougTU'^:"^  t  "  "•<•  « 
on  top.     It  rive,  hi™  .  *    T"  "^  ye*  eome  out 

alLto  Wthltheh^n/fr/HT'  '"'"«•  "*" 
that  life  could  pvew,"tf '■':''"''«*  ""ock 
I  reckon,  and  VU  hobWe  1^1  h?  *"=  """K^' 
this  apple  i,  roa«.ng  to  the^lT"   '""  '*■"  "•"" 

Raising  himself  with  diffir.,itJ   i. 
crutches  and  went  to  scat  „  h  f  *"  ^  "P°°  his 
kitchen  window  *"'  ''"""hs  from  the 

just  be^g™  u  ■^!'': "  ""^  '"•  "P  -« 

dead  grass.  Jd  the"  dsoS^^th  v*  1*^  ""  **■• 
in  the  crook  of  his  e^,f  I  *"'  """^  "^ting 

upon  the~mh     Cexnr,      ^t^  ^'"K"'*  ■»■"'" 
face  was  «.^ant  ^th""'^'"  °'  "'  '"««•  """^ly 

quickened  hTst'^l^'dS^dT'^'^'^''""'^^ 
upon  the  shoulder  '^'^    ""  ««ectionately 

laug^r^^  '"'■  ''°'"  '^*''^"  >■•  "Oui^. 

thinTbetterX^BUl^et'^r^^r,;:^"*  «»»- 
I  can  teU  you.     Whv   r)l  C.     ^  •  ""^^  happened, 

hour  or  mL,  lonKr  th^p  ""■!!  ""^  ''*"  - 
6    K  lor  tne  spring  to  come,  when 
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suddenly  I  looked  down  and  there  was  the  first 
dandelion— a  regular  miracle—blooming  in  the  mould 
about  that  old  rose-bush. " 

"Well,  I'll  be  hanged!"  exclaimed  Christopher, 
aghast.  "Mark  my  words,  you'll  be  in  an  asylum 
yet. " 

The  other  chuckled  softly. 

"When  you  put  me  there  you'll  shut  up  the  only 
wise  man  in  the  county,"  he  returned.     "If  your 
sanity  doesn't  make  you  happy,  I  can  teU  you  it's 
worth  a  great  deal  less  than  my  craziness.     Look 
at  that  dandelion,  now— it  has  filled  two  hours  chock 
full  of  thought  and  colour  for  me  when  I  might  have 
been  puling  indoors  and  nagging  at  God  Almighty 
about  trifles.     The  time  has  been  when  I'd  have 
walked  right  over  that  little  flower  and  not  seen  it, 
and  now  it  grows  yellower  each  minute  that  I  look 
at  it,  and  each  minute  I  see  it  better  than  I  did  the 
one  before.     There's  nothing  in  life,  when  you  come 
to  think  of  it— not  Columbus  setting  out  to  sea  nor 
Napoleon    starting  on    a    march— more   wonderful 
than  that  brave  little  blossom  putting  up  the  first 
of  all  through  the  earth. " 

"I  can't  see  anything  in  a  dandelion  but  a 
nuisance, "  observed  Christopher,  sitting  down  on  the 
bench  and  baring  his  head  to  the  sunshine;  "but  you 
do  manage  to  get  interest  out  of  life,  that's  certain. " 
"Interest I  Good  Lord!"  exclaimed  Tucker.  "If 
a  man  can't  find  something  to  interest  him  in  a  worid 
like  this,  he  must  be  a  dull  fellow  or  else  have  a 
serious  trouble  of  the  liver.  So  long  as  I  have  my 
eyes,  and  there's  a  different  sky  over  my  head  each 
day,  and  earth,  and  trees,  and  flowers  all  around 
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m.  I  don't  reckon  Ml  b.gi„  to  whistle  to  bor«iom 

empty  for  an  instant. "  *  ®  "**''*' 

Christopher's  face  softened    a«  i*   oi,.. 
.n  .llu«o„  to  his  moth.rTbHndnl.""'"'"  ""  " 
You  re  „ght."h.  said;  "she  is  happy." 

have  eyes  to  see  "  ^  "°* 

■•  mT::!;  i^'  its;  ^^t:i.n; -«- 

want  action,  and  they  ought  to  ha«  1,  ^     '^""*' 
n»ke,  the  quiet  of  n,fddleC^^"',n:::^' 

^to  Philosophy  at  tV;;*::.-*  Thy^^^e'- ^ 
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at  weU  stick  a  brier  pipe  in  the  mouth  of  a  boy  who 
u  crying  for  hit  first  gun  and  tell  him  to  go  sit  in  the 
chimney-comer  and  be  happy.     When  I  was  twenty- 
five  I  travelled  aU  the  way  to  New  York  for  the 
latest  Parisian  waistcoat,  but  I  can't  remember  that 
I  ever  stroUed  round  the  comer  to  see  a  peach-tree 
in  full  bloom.     I'm  a  lot  happier  now,  heaven  knows, 
in  my  homespun  coat,  than  I  was  then  in  that  waist- 
coat  of  satin  brocade,  so  I  sometimes  catch  myself 
wishmg  that  I  could  see  again  the  people  I  knew  then 
--the  men  I  quarrelled  with  and  the  women  I  kissed 
I'd  kke  to  apologise  for  the  young  fool  of  thirty 
years  ago. " 

Christopher  stirred  restlessly,  and,  clasping  his 
hands  behind  his  head,  stared  at  a  small  white  cloud 
drifting  slowly  above  the  great  pine. 

"WeU,  it's  the  fool  part  I  envy  you,  all  the  same, " 
he  remarked. 

"  You're  welcome  to  it,  my  boy. "  answered  Tucker  • 
then  he  paused  abmptly  and  bent  his  ear     "Ah' 
there's  the  bluebird !     Do  you  hear  him  whistling 
in  the  meadow  ?    God  bless  him ;  he's  a  hearty  feUow 
and  has  spring  in  his  throat." 
••I  passed  one  coming  up,"  said  Christopher. 
The  same,  I  reckon.     He'll  be  paying  me  a  visit 
soon   and  I've  got  my  crujibs  ready."    He  smiled 
brightly  and  then  sat  with  his  chin  on  his  crutch 
lookmg  steadily  across  the  road.     "You   haven't 
had  your  chance,  my  boy,"  he  resumed  presently: 
and  a  man  ought  to  have  several  chances  to  look 
round  him  in  this  worid.  for  otherwise  the  things  he 
misses  will  always  3eem  to  him  the  only  things  worth 
having.    I'm  not  much  of  a  feUow  to  preach,  you'll 
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**'''"•  hundred  and  *»•!,♦« 

•PMlc  I  wouldn't  chanw  .J  ?  ""*  '"'  "ord  I 
tf  it  c^  to  going  om  ■'  f/'".?'^  '°"«  «'«•  «.d 
»•»  tort',  hand,  !nd  sui^t  hr.,'"  '™"  "  «"  » 
""»»  I  look  back  upon  1 1"'","'"""'-    ^-d  y.t. 

»<«  in  it  I  „ev„  gof"         ""  **"  '""P  I  "anted 
Chnitopher  turned  quicklv  wi,u 
Oh,  you  think  I  havT.  L      u  *  '""'"™ 
P~^=  chap."  pu^ue^  T^'^k!?". '^"  *  ""tented. 
*•«  never  more  mistaken.,-         •  ""'"K'  "''«  you 

» ""y  We  I o.meTgMrneaTbC-" "»""•  '^'"" 
-"ce  when  I  found  that  I  2,,.?^  '~'  "y  brain, 
be  M  artist,  and  the  wlir^"^  '  ^  *°  ^"^^  »"d 
««  the  woman  I  wa^eTL  ™  "''"'  '  '<»'"»'t 
cut  out  for  a  farmer.  y"':i  f"  my  wife,     i  »„„, 
from  the  time  I  w„  ^1^;  w  .  "^  ""'y  ">««« 
«»dy  painting.    l"  1  "^  ^''  ">  «°  "broad  and 
«y.  but  when  the  timT.,  '^    '"*  °"  '*•  «  People 
"«« to  tay  at  homers:"™  2  dt"  *'"'  ^"^  ' 
?"«•.    For  a  sin,  ,e  nigh?  I^a^'j!?     ""  "»  "« 
nwn  ever  was.     ft  m..J»  .1         "  '^''*°  "^'Y  as  a 
yo»  know,  and  a  oa^^* '^tr^""  <>'  "y  ea„er 
to.me  then  than  itXTol^lt  *  """="  ""^'^  ^bing 

mlZ"  '""'  *""•■•  «'<'  Christopher,  lowering 

"There's  a  lot  we  don'f  i^ 
People  we  Kve  in  a  littlT  », Jr"""  .®''*'°  *^*  the 

heard,  either.  I  d"e  sly  that^^^  ^"^  °^^- 

once  that  when  tne  woman  .f  '°  ""^^^^  ^^  ^ove 

-rshutmy,e.:rira''i«r •X-.etter 
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did  not  spMk  U  a  human  being  for  lix  monthi.  I 
WM  a  rare  devil,  ture  enough,  though  you'd  never 
believe  it  to  tee  me  now.  It  took  two  blows  like 
that,  a  four  yean'  war.  and  the  surgeon'*  operating 
table  to  teach  me  how  to  be  happy. " 

"It    was    Miss    Matoaca    Boiling.    I    suppose?" 
suggested  Christopher,  with  a  mild  curiosity. 
The  old  soldier  broke  into  his  soft,  full  laugh. 
"Matoaca!    Bless  your  soul.  no.     But  to  think 
that  Lucy  should  have  kept  a  secret  for  more  than 
thirty   years!    Never  talk   to   me   again   about   a 
woman's  letting  anything  out.     If  she's  got  a  secret 
that  It  mortifies  her  to  tell  it  will  be  buried  in  the 
grave  with  her.  and  most  likely  it  will  never  see  the 
light  at  Judgment  Day.     Lucy  was  always  ashamed 
of  my  being  jilted,  you  know. " 
"It's  a  new  story  then,  is  it?" 
"Oh.  it's  as  old  as  the  hills  by  now.    What's  the 
funny  part,  though,  is  that  Lucy  has  always  tried 
to  persuade  herself  it  was  really  Matoaca  I  cared 
for.     You  know,  I  sometimes  think  that  a  woman 
can  convince  herself  that  black  is  white  if  she  only 
keeps  trying  hard  enough— and  it's  marvellous  that 
she  never  sees  the  difference  between  wanting  to 
believe  a  thing  and  believing  it  in  earnest.    Now, 
if  Matoaca  had  been  the  last  woman  on  this  earth, 
and  I  the  last  man,  I  could  never  have  fallen  in  love 
with  her,  though  I  may  as  well  confess  that  I  had 
my  share  of  fancies  when  I  was  young.    It's  no  use 
attempting  to  explain  a  man's  feelings,  of  course. 
Matoaca  was  almost  as  great  a  belle  as  Lucy,  and 
she  was  the  handsomest  creature  you  ever  laid  eyes 
on— one  of  those   big,  managing  women  who  are 
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don  t  believe  .he  could  ,tay  two  seconds  in  TnL' 
•nna    without    improving   the   set     of   hi.   cZZ 

tt  othirwomT'  It  rar.he"*"^  '^  '"•'^  -^^ 

"VhTi  .™    7"  "■•  '""'""'"g  kind.  who.  you 
«.ppo«  .h.  w„  right;  but.  P«.ty  or  pL„  "h. 

.t;:';trstrg.r..r?^.r„'::3  -- r  "''• 

01  a  litcle  wild  bird  that  somebody  had  cauahf  .^a 
shut  up  in  a  cacw»   ot,A  ;♦       j  V^^  caught  and 

f-ii«»  T  ^  *^°-     ^«  ^as   a  fortunate 

tThi'r  l^""":?''""'"^''^"'  '  ^kon;  he  ^^„„d 

sfj'Lrouj-Thrr^rrirl-'^ 

to  him,  but  to  me  she's  »«.♦  *u  ^         °**^ 

saw  he^   »U  T  In  V  J^  *****  same  as  when  I  first 
saw  her,  and  I  still  beUeve  that  if  she  could  come 
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here  and  tit  on  this  old  bench  I  should  b«  perfectly 
hippy.  It's  A  lucky  mim.  I  tell  you.  who  can  keep 
the  seme  desire  for  more  than  thirty  years. " 

He  shook  his  head  slowly,  smiling  as  he  listened 
to  the  bluebird  singing  in  the  road.  "And  now  I'll 
be  fetching  my  crumbs,"  he  added,  struggling  to 
his  crutches. 

When    he    had    helped    Tucker    to    the    hous«). 
Christopher  came  back  and  sat  down  again  on  the 
bench,  closing  his  eyes  to  the  sunshine,  the  spring 
sky,  and  the  dandelion  blooming  in  the  mould.     He 
was  very  tired,  and  1 .»  muscles  ached  from  the  strain 
of  heavy  labour,  yet  as  he  lingered  there  in  the  warm 
wind  it  seepiftd  to  him  that  action  was  the  one  thing 
he  desired.    The  restless  season  worked  in  his  blood, 
and  he  felt  the  stir  of  old  impulses  that  had  revived 
rach  year  with  the  quickening  sap  since  the  first 
pilgrimage  man  made  on  earth.     He  wanted  to  be 
up  and  away  while  he  was  still  young,  and  his  heart 
beat  high,  and  at  the  moment  he  would  have  found 
positive  delight  in  any  convulsion  of  the  natural 
order,  in  any  excuse  for  a  headlong  and  impetuous 
plunge  into  life. 

He  heard  the  door  open  again,  and  Tucker  shuiRed 
out  into  the  path  and  began  scattering  his  crumbs 
upon  the  gravel.  When  Christopher  passed  a 
moment  later,  on  his  way  to  the  house,  the  old 
soldier  was  merrily  whistling  an  invitation  to  a 
glimpse  of  blue  in  a  tree-top  by  the  road. 

The  spring  dragged  slowly,  and  with  June  cane 
the  transplanting  of  the  young  tobacco.  This  was 
the  busiest  season  of  the  year  with  Christopher, 
and  so  engrossed  was  he  in  his  work  that  for  a  weak 
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•t  th.  md  of  th*  month  he  did  not  to  dow.  f„,  .i. 
•otrnty  «.w,  .,  Tom  Sp.d..  ."or.     wll    '"" 

.pprclch.  """"-per  «  th.  young  mW. 

you  th«  I  can't  .upport  ""  '      °'"'^'  '  '""' 

fol  tlL  i„      i,   '•"  ""  *""'••  '■">  downright  wrrv 
WiU  Pi«cT^r'       °'""'  """"  "•  ""•"••  •••o  if 

.Sv^ity    it  «rr  ^"  '"*"■  '  **'"  »'«  «'  'h. 
uiMvcrswy,    It   seems,    an*   to-dav    Fletcher   »«♦ 

telegram   saying  that   the   bov   h  J  ^1        ^  *    * 
cheflfin*   {«   I.-  .  ^y   "*^   ^«n   caught 

m"  .  n~.  ♦    .•"■"'""ons.     The  old  n,an  f.ft 

U^vet^"  than  a  ^  ga-X^t^wo^^ 
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to  htm  that  Iky  and  fttid  whirled  rapidly  b«fort  hit 
•yw.  and  a  ttranga  nolM  atarttd  in  hit  can  which 
h«  round  pfMMitly  to  ba  the  throbbing  of  hia 
artariaa. 

"Oh.  ha't  baan  givan  a  hard  puih  down  tha  wrong 
road."  answered  Tom,  "an*  it's  mora  than  lilcely  ha'U 
navar  pull  up  tiU  he  gita  clean  to  the  bottom." 


CHAPTER  VI 
Thi    Waoii   or    Pour 
Two  dayi  later  Pletcher'.  bi(  new  anitn  cr»liiH 

«Utai  fu.  W.U  tum.d  on  the  f.milUr  lMdK.p. 

i^?^f/  "^f"""*  «  hi.  h«rt;  hi.  eye.  h«ld  . 
look  of  doggri  r^tmtnt.  .nd  th.  h«,d  to  which  ta 
gra^td  the  end  of  the  linen  dutt-robe  w«  cl«S  to 
nL^i?*'  ""'I"'"™  «rip.  When  he  met  Chrirto- 
l!^X'"l  ''•.«'"«=«'  •»«Tily  .w.y  without  «,.3 
«.dth«.  finding  hto«df  f«.  to  f.«  with  hu3 
h^.  «owl  he  j.rk«l  imp.ti«,tly  to  the  op>o«M 
««^  It  w«  deer  th.t  th.  tu„..  of  wiSX^ 

"oCrT«       '  "  "'"^  ""»"'"'•»  "«»  «» 
Lifting  hi.  he«l.  Chrittopher  Mood  idly  w.tchtoi 

of  flowwing  chertnut.;  then,  retumtog  to  .  h.lf. 
he«trt  fMMon  to  hi.  work,  he  found  him«lf  And, '. 
«1~^  «  "'etcher'.  wr.th  .nd  Will'.  inZ^ 

i^^JT!  "•"''  "  «""  "  P""«  ™»o»'  might 
leaa  one  to  tuppose. 

when  he  hetrd  a  Kght.  familiar  whistle  outside  the 
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stable  where  he  was  at  work,  and  a  moment  after- 
warl  Will  appeared  in  the  shadow  of  the  doorway. 
"So  it  wasn't  a  cut,  after  all?"  said  Christopher 
with  a  laugh,  as  he  held  out  his  hand. 

"I'll  be  hanged  if  I  know  what  it  was,"  was  Will's 
response,  turning  away  after  a  Ump  grasp  and  seating 
himself  upon  the  big  box  in  the  comer.  "To  tell 
the  truth,  grandpa  has  put  me  into  such  a  fluster 
that  I  hardly  know  my  head  from  my  heels.  There's 
one  thing  certain,  though;  if  he  doesn't  take  his  eye 
off  me  for  a  breathing  space  he'll  send  me  to  the 
dogs  before  he  knows  it. 

His  face  had  lost  its  boyish  freshness  of  complexion 
and  his  weak  mouth  had  settled  into  lines  of  suUen 
discontent.  Even  his  dress  displayed  the  carelessness 
which  is  one  of  the  outward  marks  of  a  disordered 
mind,  and  his  bright  blue  tie  was  loosely  knotted 
in  unequal  lengths. 

"  What's  the  trouble  now  ? "  demanded  Christopher, 
coming  from  the  stall  and  hanging  his  lantern  from 
a  nail  beside  the  ladder,  where  the  light  fell  full  on 
WUl'sface.  "  Out  with  it  and  have  done.  I  thought 
yesterday  that  you  had  been  driving  a  hard  bai^ain 
with  the  old  man  on  my  account." 

"Oh,  it's  not  you  this  time,  thank  heaven'* 
returned  Will.  "It's  all  about  that  confounded 
scrape  I  got  into  at  the  university.  I  told  him 
it  would  mean  trouble  if  he  sent  me  there,  but  he 
would  do  it  whether  or  no.  He  dragged  me  away 
from  here,  you  remember,  and  had  me  digging  at 
my  books  with  a  scatter-brained  tutor  for  a  good 
six  months;  then  when  I  knew  just  about  enough  to 
start    at  the  tmiversity  he  hauled  xne  there  with 
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hb  0^  hands  and  kept  watch  over  me  for  several 

w«eki.    I'm  quick  at  mort  things  like  that  sTI^ 
he  went  awav  I  thn,*»u*  t.jT  **  ^  *"**" 

trust  luck^o  L^r^        **  ^^''^  *  "**^«  ^«°  *°d 

-;^^^P,,thathla.edru.puTar^^^^^^ 
Yawning  more  in  disgust  than  in  drowsiness   h. 

a  ™^r  His""/"*  ""^  °'  ""  -  ~ht'd 
«,r^      •  ■  'PP""  "»"'«■  W"  touched  with 

«st  the  bl'amt'^pj'^'"  '^Z^  T"^  *° 
^dhi^houide^andhg^r/^iht-res^t 

l»"^rlrl^  '"'"^  '  "*"■'■'  "o  '*  »<«  "ous.," 
"X  olTi     ""f "  "  "P*"^  ">™"«h  his  nostriU 

J.       «  pip*,  unless  It  happens  to  be  a  chew     Oh 
I  m  SKlc  to  death  of  the  whole  budn<i,  "  hT  K     ." 
out  suddenly     "Wl,^  i       1     °™™*™-    ™  burst 

fthtv^a^  ♦     w    •  ^*°^  *°  ^"^ak  loose  and  eo 

yoXw.  h«  h"::^  ,  ^^*'^  "^^'  Wyndham's  dead? 
"A^^'i  .^Z*"*  ^^"  j^  *^*«^  ^e  went  away  •' 

con.^^'      '^\*  "^ '    '^^^*i"^*^d  Christopher.     "Ihe'll 
come  home,  then,  will  she  ?  " 

sc«^  of  L  ^^^^^"^  *«™ed  out  to  be  a  regular 

^iut  r"*'  "'^  '^"''^  '^^  abominably  and  i 
that,  but  he  no  sooner  died  than  she  turned  about 
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and  picked  up  one  of  hU  sisten  to  nune  and  coddle. 
Oh,  It  s  all  foolishness,  but  I've  half  a  mind  to  run 
away,  aU  the  same.  A  Ufe  like  this  will  drive  me 
craty  in  six  months,  and  I'U  be  hanged  if  it  is  my 
fajdt.  after  aU.  He  knew  I  never  had  a  head  fci 
books,  but  he  drove  me  at  them  as  if  I  were  no  better 
than  a  black  slave.  Things  have  all  been  against  me 
from  the  start,  and  yet  I  used  to  think  that  I  was 
bom  to  be  lucky " 

"What  does  he  mean  to  do  with  you  now?" 
mquired  Christopher. 

"Put  me  to  the  plough,  he  says;  but  I  can't  stand 
it--I  haven't  the  strength.     Why,  this  morning  he 
made  me  hang  around  that  tobacco  field  in  the 
blazmg  sun  for  two  mortal  hours,  minding  those 
shiftless  darkies.    If  I  complain,  or  even  go  off  to 
sit  down  in  a  bit  of  shade,  he  rushes  up  and  blusters 
about  kicking  me  out  of  doors  unless  I  earn  my 
bread.     Oh,  his  temper  is  simply  awful,  and  he  gets 
worse  every  day.     He's  growing  stingy,  too,  and 
makes  us  live  Uke  beggars.    All  the  vegetables  go 
to  market  now,  and  most  of  the  butter,  and  this 
mommg  he  blew  Aunt  Saidie's  head  off  because  she 
had    spnng   chickens    on   the    breakfast    table     I 
don't  dare  ask  him  for  a  penny,  and  yet  he's  rich- 
one  of  the  richest  men  in  the  State,  they  say." 

"WeU,   it   sounds  joUy,"   observed   Christopher, 
smiling.  '^ 

"Oh,  you  can't  imagine  the  state  of  things,  and 
you'd  never  beUeve  it  if  I  told  you.    It's  worse 
than  any  fuss  you  ever  heard  of  or  ever  saw.     I  used 
to  be  able  to  twist  him  round  my  finger,  you  know 
and  now  he  hates  me  worse  than  he  does  a  snake.' 
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S^XrX"":^ '°T  "T "»'  -- " 

"d  watch  tb,TJ^Z^,  ?k"'*'  *"•  ">  «»  »"' 
out  I  w«.t  .  thtog  M  £^"*  i"""""-  "  •»  finds 
k«P  me  from  K  Ll^  .T'*?  """  "'*''  '» 

nothing  to  do  .xc.pt  lIclpo^ttfhT'  "^  "^'^ 
M  possible.  I'm  nitijr .  f  "^  ""y  "  """h 
-*id  th.  only  tim^l'  *°VA'»'  Saidie  knows  it 

jun,p«i  on  m^hr;he^7.;'"*T^^''"  "■»"  "• 

truck  out  hard,  I  teU  ^  "  "    ^"^  '  r>t  n«d  and 

-:^^rh.t„xr- -^c^t.  he 

btter  I  like  it     B^?..  ^  ""■  y""  '™°''.  the 

y~rs  he  shmUd  wi^t  to  t„         *^'  """  "'  »'»« 

"Well.  heTnTdo  U-Xrcr  '"  ?^*'^^" 
a  cold  day  when  h.  J!  "•"•    't  wUl  be 

famUy  ch^SeT   LT  ""  "^^"ding  in  the 

f«ight-t«ia.  w"  "ilft'  ""■  '*'^''  °"*  »  " 
»  now.  and  it  nUght^t  l^t  2l  ZT  ^'f  '' 
my  hangine  round  HV.^-  .^ .        '^"'■-    As  to 

.t  a  P.cro,~;^rr^^fT,r'  '^T' 
I  bargain  for.  that's  all  "  ^^'^^"'  **  «  °»ore  than 

I  woiriitS::  r'  sSht^v-  '• .?  ^  -»• 

when  aU  is  said."         *'**S^*-^d  myself.  I  think. 

"Oh,  you  needn't  ioke      Vn«  », 
toit  and  it  doesn't  coi^e  ,o  l^-^"'  '"^«''*  "" 
Doesn't  it?" 

"Not  so  hard  as  it  does  to  me,  at  any  rate.    There's 
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got  to  be  lome  dash  about  life,  I  tell  you,  to  nutlfce 
it  suit  my  tatte.  I  wasn't  bom  to  settle  down  and 
count  my  money  and  my  tobacco  from  morning 
till  night.  It's  spice  I  want  in  things,  and— hang 
it  I  I  don't  believe  there's  a  pretty  woman  in  the 
county." 

Pot  a  moment  Christopher  stared  silently  down 
at  the  matted  straw.  His  face  had  grown  dark, 
and  the  reckless  lines  about  his  mouth  became 
suddenly  prominent. 

"Why,  Where's  Molly  Peterkin?"  he  asked 
abruptly,  with  a  laugh  that  seemed  to  slip  from  him 
against  his  will. 

The  other  broke  into  a  long  whistle  and  tossed 
the  end  of  his  cigarette  through  the  doorway. 
^^  "You  needn't  think  I've  forgotten  her,"  he  repUed; 
"she's  the  one  bright  spot  I  see  in  this  barren  hole. 
By  the  way,  why  do  you  think  her  a  fool  ? " 
"Because  she  is  one." 

"And  you're  a  brute.  What  does  a  man  want 
with  brains  in  a  woman,  anyway.  Maria  had  them 
and  they  didn't  keep  her  from  coming  to  shipwreck." 
Christopher  reached  for  the  lantern. 
"Well,  I've  got  to  go  now,"  he  broke  in,  "and 
you'd  better  bs  trotting  home  or  you'll  have  the 
old  man  and  the  hounds  out  after  you." 

With  the  lantern  swinging  from  his  hand,  he  went 
to  the  door  and  waited  for  Will;  then  passing  out, 
he  turned  the  key  in  the  lock,  and  with  a  short 
"Good-night  I "  started  briskly  toward  the  house. 

Will  followed  htm  to  the  kitchen  steps,  and  then 
lceq)ing  to  the  path  that  trailed  across  the  yard,  he 
passed  through  the  whitewashed  gate  and  went  on 


f^ 


THE  WAGES  OP  FOLLY 


nut.,  and  with  the  liJhTJ?^"  ^     *  •"'""•  »'  """Mt- 

Wm.  walked  A  towf^'JLr  °'-'"^'^''" 
with  hi5  grandfather  "»?«<»»«  interview 

•>^^rJr"^lt;^^^"^'»«  '»'  ^ou,-  ,he 
t""  long  the  n»d  ••        ""  ^°"  "^  «°"«  '<»  •  Httle 

"^-=H:,pfergSUTre;r  ™'' '- 

I  won't  stand  it  any  longer  "hi  i 
a  spurt  of  resolution  wh,Vh  »  ,^°»^«»«d.  with 

feeble  speech.  ^''*'  ""^^  exhausted  in  the 

Miss  Saidie  put  uo  her  »,o«^      ^ 
"«:;<;«.    ith  «  affe*Si^:it^^,  •"'  ""'«''*««'  «' 
.      °°^y  'or  a  little  while,  dear  "  .h. 

of  a  n»rdinj^.^;--^'.utthe„..°h:^- 
to  work  as  he  want,  \  to  do  I  'T  ""  '»<' «° 
trouble  at  the  "niver^ity-he  hj'jf  Z!^'  <"  ">« 
your  carrying  off  the  h<io«rs  ••        *«  "«  ""art  on 

•»«^«mn'StIt:Lfi^"'r''"'"~™'^-     ■■' 
"Well,  that  Canute  hel~.       ^.*«^  «,  fault." 

Httle  woman  dedsivl,^   '■  A^ wec^n >* """"  "■* 
things  as  easy  as  we  can  »nTf^!  ^  '^''  "  to  make 

-w»himfor^-----^^and^f. 
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with  him  M  a  baby.    The  queerest  thing  about  it. 
too,  is  that  he  seems  to  get  closer  and  closer  every 
day.    Just  now  thar  was  a  big  fuss  because  I  hadn't 
sent  all  the  fresh  butter  to  market,  and  I  thought  he'd 
have  a  fit  when  he  found  I  was  saving  some  asparagus 
for  dmner  to-morrow." 
"Where  is  he  now?"  asked  WiU  in  a  whisper. 
Complaining  over  some  bills  in  his  setting-room  • 
!^  *  u*  !*^,"f  y  *°'*^  "»•  »  while  ago.  when  I  went  in.' 
that  he  had  been  a  fool  to  give  Maria  so  much  money 
for  Wynoham  to  throw  away.    Poor  Maria!    I'm  sure 
she  has  had  a  hard  enough  time  without  being  abused 
for  something  she  couldn't  help.     But  it  really  is 
a  passion  yrith  him.  thar's  no  use  denying  it      He 
spends  his  whole  time  adding  up  the  cost  of  what 
we  cat." 

Then,  as  the  supper-bell  rang  in  the  hall,  she 
finished  hurriedly,  and  assuming  a  cheerful  manner 
took  her  place  behind  the  silver  service. 

Fletcher  entered  with  a  heavy  step,  his  eyes  lower- 
ing  beneath  his  bushy  eyebrows.  The  weight  of  his 
years  appeared  to  have  fallen  upon  him  in  a  night 
and  he  was  no  longer  the  hale,  ruddy  man  of  middle 
age.  with  his  breezy  speeches  and  his  occasional 
touches  of  coarse  humour.  The  untidiness  of  his 
clothes  was  still  marked-his  coat,  his  cravat,  his 
finger  nails.  aU  showed  the  old  lack  of  neatness. 

Won't  you  say  grace.  Brother  Bill?"  asked 
Miss  Saidie,  as  he  paused  abstractedly  beside  his 
chair. 

Bending  his  head,  he  mumbled  a  few  hurried 
words,  and  then  cast  a  suspicious  glance  over  the 
icmg  table. 
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tJVfi  ^°"  'V  "■•  '"'""  »ith  onion,  in  it  " 

enough  for  „  U  eoLj^jTw'  *""*  *''«'  ««><> 
TOl  tn>7?     "^^"^  ^°"  «°^"  ^«  demanded. 

"  I  went  out  for  a  breath  of  air  •'  fc-  «« 
muffled  voice.     "lt'ah^\^L^'   ,^«  ^s^e«d  in  a 

••V-Vegotto'g.^t^fl'";^,^.. 

dt,r j"/°or " ''™'''  '^^'  ■•'^" 

Mu  laiers  and  no  fancy  men  about  m«  " 
^d»n  With  hi,  ^nJTbl^^  eyL"'''"^^  "» 


ill 

f  ill 
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CHAPTER  Vn 
Th»  Tom  op  a  Com 

he  Mid;  thev  w««  ^  .  *"  "^  "»  '««•'. 

able  every  day.     Be«id«.  th!.  ^^^«^  °°«»  ">tol«r- 
•muggled  a  bottle  of  whiskv  fmmTh??  '"•^ 

«cc«d«i  in  drugging  him«lf  to  .?«  "  ^;'Ll^ 

It.  nothing  on  earth  but  this  evtrlj^^w'u    ■ 
that  has  done  it     u:  T  everlasting  bickering 

be  jxpect^rput'jp"  ZZ'"^  *""  •""  "'«'  - 

-  hi.^?.i:t^.;;r  bred^^-^^^-dsn- 

»»».  contracted   nervoudy  m  he  til^  ^.'^  ""■ 
the  wiUnes,  in  hi,  speech   h^ever  t^"       '  "" 

^hi„.r;r.^:-r^.»-'^.«.<. 

well,  take  my  advice  tmti  aL^u  *       "*"*^- 
*-  <*"."  —rU ^SinthTin*  naT."^ 
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"What  in  the  deuce  does  it  matter?"  returned 
Will  deiperately.  "  It  was  the  only  quiet  night  I've 
har«  for  three  weeks :  I  slept  like  a  !f>g  straight  through 
until  the  breakfast-bell.  Then  I  waa  late,  of  course, 
and  he  threatened  to  take  an  hour's  time  from  my 
day's  wages.  By  the  way.  he  pays  me  now.  you 
know,  just  as  he  does  the  other  labourers. " 

For  a  time  he  kept  up  his  rambling  complaint, 
but.  breaking  off  abruptly  at  last,  made  some  trivial 
excuse,  and  started  homeward  across  the  fields 
Christopher,  looking  after  him.  was  hardly  surprised 
when  he  saw  him  branch  off  into  the  shaded  lane 
that  led  to  Sol  Peterkin's. 

There  followed  a  month  when  the  two  met  only 
«t  long  intervals,  and  then  with  a  curious  constraint 
of  manner.  Sometimes  Christopher,  stopping  on  his 
way  to  the  pasture,  would  exchange  a  few  words 
over  the  rail  fence  with  Will,  who  lounged  on  the 
edge  of  his  grandfather's  tobacco  crop;  but  the  old 
intimacy  had  ceased  suddenly  to  exist,  and  it  was 
evident  that  a  newer  interest  had  distracted  the  boy's 
ardent   fancy. 

It  was  not  until  August  that  the  meaning  of 
the  change  was  made  clear  to  Christopher,  when, 
coming  one  day  to  a  short  turn  in  a  little  wood- 
land road  upon  his  land,  he  saw  Will  and  Molly 
Peterkin  sitting  side  by  side  on  a  fallen  log.  The 
girt  had  been  crying,  and  at  the  sight  of  Christopher 
she  gave  a  frightened  sob  and  pulled  her  blue  gingham 
sunbonnet  down  over  her  forehead;  but  Will,  inspired 
at  the  instant  by  some  ideal  of  chivalry,  drew 
her  hand  through  his  arm  and  came  out  boldly 
into  the  road. 
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wLl^  ^^  *'**"*■•"  »>•  -^  i«  •  br.v  voice  that 
was  not  without  pathoc.  "but  vm.  a^u  u  ? 

«.n  .0  etching  aH';':^.^/;:^,,?^'  '■- 

.  By  night  the  question  had  come  to  neroUx  hJ« 
m  earnest,  and  it  was  ahnost  with  reHef  th^t  hlK.  ^ 
a  familiar  rattle  on  hawin^eZ^l   «"ef  that  he  heard 

Well,  it's  time  you  tumeH  «<n  ••  u- 

G«t  your  lantern,"  returned  Wfll  ".-^ 

tonfs  ^''^  *  ~"*««  "<««  in  unsteady 

At  the  end  of  a  minute  Christopher  reapoear^H 
beanng  the  lantern,  which  he  declared  WMo^fii 
unnecessary  because  of  the  rising  mo<»  ^     * 
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^   "Oh.  but  I  must  talk  Indoort,"  rttpondtd  Will; 
"th«  night  makei  me  cr««py— tt  alwayt  did." 

"So  there  it  something  to  say.  and  it's  no  non- 
■«ni«  f  Art  the  skiM  about  to  fall,  or  has  your 
grandfather  goc  a  grip  on  his  temper?" 

•  Pshaw !  It's  not  that.  Wait  till  wt  gtt  inaidt. " 
And  when  they  had  entered  the  bam.  he  turned  and 
carefully  closed  the  door,  after  flashing  the  light 
over  the  trampled  straw  in  the  dusky  comers.  In 
the  ihed  outside  a  new-born  calf  bleated  plaintively, 
and  at  the  sound  he  started  and  broke  into  aa 
apologetic  laugh.  "You  thought  I  was  joking 
to-day. "  he  said  suddenly. 
Christopher  nodded. 

"So  I  presumed."  he  answered,  wondering  if 
dnnk  or  love  or  both  together  had  produced  so 
extreme  an  agitation. 

"Well.  I  wasn't."  declared  WUl.  and,  pladag  the 
lantern  on  the  floor,  he  raised  his  head  to  meet  the 
other's  look.  "I  was  as  dead  in  earnest  aa  I  am 
this  minute— and  if  it's  the  last  word  I  ever  speak. 
I  mean  to  marry  Molly  Peterkin. " 

His  excitable  nerves  were  plainly  on  the  rack  of 
some  strong  emotion,  and  as  he  met  the  blank 
amazement  in  Christopher's  face  he  turned  away 
with  a  gesture  of  angry  reproach. 

"Then  you're  a  fool."  said  Christopher,  wHh  a 
shrug  of  his  shoulders. 

WiU  quivered  as  if  the  words  struck  him  like  a 

whip. 

"  Because  she's  Sol  PeterWn's  daughter  t "  h»  bunt 
out. 

Christopher  smiled. 


THl  TOSS  or  A  COIN  j,, 

'*^«~*ly  upon  wT  ;tm^  M    •  ^^'^^  ^'"■*" 
mouth.  •  *'"**'^  *»*«  *l«^»y  in  the 

A«  they  f«u  brwithlfMly  aoMt   ri.ri^«^i. 
«>Mcioui  that  for  t\J7Z  .;       .  Chrirtopher  wu 

Mp «.:  th.f.  ^y7^  !"■• ' ««"'«'  <»  y«»  to 

"Good  Q^iTui^^L^^^^  •"  •'»^" 
"Aarfh^      "7° '^'"*0P'>"  beneath  Ut  breath 

•w  iny  Bund.    Thu  hfe  is  more  than  I  can 
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Whether  It  «id«  one  way  or  another.    Jurt  lo  I  have 
MoUy  I  don  t  care  much  what  happens  " 

n„*3"*  ^  wJ'*"'*  "**^-»*'«  -in^Ply  out  of  the 

«.«?      "^  "^'^  /?*^  *^'  °^  ^~'  but  we're 
gang  on  to  Washmgton  to-morrow-all  our  plans 

il^T^"^  *^*''  ''^y  ^  ^^«  *o  ««•  you.  I 

want  to  borrow  your  honea  to  take  us  to  the  croes- 
roadf  at  midnight." 

hif^^ui^  ^"^  *^  thoulder.  Christopher  shook 
him  roughly  m  a  powerful  grasp. 

hJIT*^  "*?•"  ''*  •^'*  impatiently;  "you  are  either 
drunk  or  adeep,  and  you're  going  headlong  to  the 

,?r^*         rf.  1°  *^  *"°«  y~'"  ^  "hamed  of  it 

watched  him  totter  and  regain  his  balance.  "But if 
you  re  bent  on  being  an  ass.  then,  for  heaven's  sake 
go  and  be  one, "  he  added  irritably. 

A  shiver  passed  through   Will,  and  he  stuttered 
an  instant  before  he  could  form  his  words. 

She  told  me  you'd  say  that,"  he  replied.    "She 
told  me  you'd  always  hated  her." 

"Hate  her?  Nonsense!  She  isn't  worth  it.  I'd 
as  soon  hate  a  white  kitten.  As  far  as  that  goes 
I  ve  nothing  against  the  girl,  and  I  don't  doubt  she'd 
be  a  much  better  wife  than  most  men  deserve.  I'm 
not  prating  about  virtue,  mind  you;  I'm  onlyunrine 
common  sense.  You're  too  young  and  too  big  a 
fool  to  marry  anybody." 

"Well  you  disapprove  of  her,  at  any  rate-you'ie 
against  her.  and  that's  whj;  I  haven't  talked  about 
her  before.    She's  the  most  beautiful  creature  aUve, 
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"U  will  mean  that,  most  likely  " 
••th-?.£l'  T.^  *°  °^**  ^*  'o'thi./'  hesaid- 
„.^  '^^'^^^^nk.  Christopher  regarded  him  curiously 
notmg  that  the  whisky  lent  animation  to  hisTJi 
and  an  unnatural  lustre  to  his  eyes  The  sJnh^ 
on  his  forehead  appeared  to  dee^  aU  If  onT^Z 
there  was  a  bright  red  flush  acrThi.  chJ^^'  ""^ 

at  llT '^Vt^''^\'^^  *^^^"''"  ^^  Christopher 
at  last,  out  I  can't  help  telling  you  that  unlew 
you  re  ravmg  mad  you'd  better  drVthe  whole^L" 
as  soon  as  possible. "  "*•*' 

"Not    now—not    now."     protested    WUl    cailv 

Z^L^  *  u'  '^'"  °f  *  <Wnk  is  stiU  in  my  a^ 
for  there  s  no  heart  so  strong  as  the  one  whisky  ^ts 
mtoa^an.  When  I  feel  my  courage  ool^  C 
my  fingers  I  can  reinforce  it  in  less  ti^e  than  if  UkT 
to  sneak  away. "  ^"" 

Growing    boisterous,    he    assumed    a    ridiculous 

le^s^v'f^m  1,  °TJ1^  '^'''  Christopher  desisted  help- 
lessly  from  his  efforts  at  persuasion. 

You  will  lend  me  the  horses  ? "  asked  Will  ke«n,«., 
closely  to  his  point.  '  ^P'°« 

"Arc  you  steady  enough?" 
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•*  Of  course— of  coane, "  he  stretched  out  his  hands 
*nd  moved  a  pace  or  two  away;  "and  besides.  MoUy 
dnves  hke  old  Nick."  ' 

"  WeU  ril  see  "said  Christopher,  and  going  to  the 
window,  he  flung  back  the  rude  shutter  and  looked 
out  into  the  August  night.  The  warm  air  touched 
his  face  hke  a  fragrant  breath,  and  from  the  darkness 
a  big  white  moth  flew  over  his  shoulder  to  where 
the  lantern  burned  dimly  on  the  floor 

^ylT^.  **""""  "^  ^^  '^-  ^'  "- 

At  the  words  Christopher  turned  and  walked 
slowly  back  across  the  bam. 

"Yes.  I'll  lend  them  to  you, "  he  answered,  without 
meeting  the  other's  eyes. 

xu-JT'"^  m  ^°"^  ^°^  ^'^^P  •  ^  ^^^^y^  knew  it.  ••  cried 
Will  heartily,  "m  take  them  out  at  midnight, 
when  there  s  a  good  moon,  and  get  Jerry  Green  to 
drive  them  back  to-morrow.  Hurrah!  It's  the  best 
night  s  work  you  ever  did ! " 

He  went  out  hurriedly,  still  singing  his  coUege 
song,  and  Christopher,  without  moving  from  his 
place,  stood  watching  the  big  white  moth  that  circled 

tw^^ri^^^^^^f"-  At  the  instant  he  regretted 
that  Will  had  appealed  to  him-regretted  even  that 
he  had  promised  him  the  horses.  He  wished  it  had 
all  come  about  without  his  knowledge-that  Fletcher's 
punishment  and  WiU's  ruin  had  been  wrought  less 
directly  by  his  own  intervention.  NexThe  t6W 
himself  that  he  would  have  stopped  this  thing  had 
it  been  possible,  and  then  with  the  thought  hebacame 
deariy  aware  that  it  was  stiU  In  his  power  to  pmvent 
themamage.    He  had  but  to  walk  acn«  tlifi^ 


THB  TOSS  OP  A  COIN  „, 

?^b.W^  ^t  !S^!'^  ■">"»  "gain.  Wm  would 
tack  ti  ».r^  f  "  "~''"''  ""^  M»"y  would  go 
tImJ     S!^!*'  '"'**•'  "">  ">  flirting  with  Frfd 

PtaTch^^^l^r?^'""'!'^  "  »  ""S'o  •'«"'••    Bill 

heritated  again  for  a  breathTh.       -^r     .     '  "'  "^ 

4p^Ltrrfo^HTotl''''--"««''«^ 
Heads  for  me,  tails  for  Fletcher. " 

himtd'^enT'  ^ir  *"'**"*  *°  *^«  ^^oo^n  above 
hrii^.^*rf°PP*^°°*'"^*^^^y*°t»^«  floor.  When 
^Lfted  the  lantern  and  bent  over  it  he  saw  thlt 
the  head  lay  uppermost.  " 


KU\ 


..t^it'Ml^ 


•^^aT"- 


CHAPTER  VIII 
In  Which  Christophk*  Twumfmi 

"Not  weU.     Her  dreams  trouble  her     <Jh.  ^ 
weaker  every  dav  anH  ♦!,-  f^    u  ®°*  «~^ 

4^  "»»">'»«  that  d,,  „e«l,,  jiu  „„,.. 

ia  the  day."  ^         Mother  needs  me 

int^et'wv  'f't'  ''  ^'  *^^  ^««  ^d  ran  it 
m  a  few  haaty  strokes  over  the  rough-dry  gm^] 
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which  8h«  had  spread  on  the  board.     "Go  to  bed 
and  leave  these  things  alone,"  he  insisted. 

"Oh,  Christopher,  you'll  spoil  it!"  cried  Cynthia, 
clutching  his  arm. 

He  returned  the  iron  to  the  stand  and  met  her 
reproachful  look  with  a  gesture  of  annoyance.  "  Well, 
I'm  going  to  sleep,  if  you  aren't, "  he  said,  and  treading 
as  lightly  at  possible  in  his  heavy  boots,  went  along 
the  little  platform  and  upstairs  to  his  garret  room. 

Once  inside,  he  undressed  hastily  and  flung  himself 
upon  the  bed,  but  his  thoughts  spun  Uke  a  top,  and 
wild  visions  of  Will,  of  Fletcher,  and  of  Molly  Peterkin 
whiried  confusedly  through  his  brain.     When  at 
last  he  lost  consciousness  for  a  time,  it  was  to  dream 
restlessly  of  the  cry  of  a  hare  that  the  hounds  had 
caught  and  mangled.    The  scream  of  the  creature 
came  to  him  from  a  thick  wood,  which  was  intersected 
by  innumerable  small  green  paths,  and  when  he  tried 
vainly  to  go  to  the  rescue  he  lost  himself  again  and 
again  in  the  wildemess  of  trails.     Back  and  forth 
he  turned  in  the  twilight,  crushing  down  the  under- 
brush and  striking  in  a  frenzy  at  the  forked  boughs 
the  trees  wrapped  about  him,  while  suddenly  the 
piteous  voice  became  that  of  a  woman  in  distress. 
Then,  with  a  great  effort,  he  fought  his  way  through 
the  wood,  to  see  the  mangled  hare  change  slowly 
mto  Maria  Fletcher,  who  opened  her  eyes  to  ask  him 
why  he  hunted  her  to  death. 

He  awoke  in  a  cold  sweat,  and,  sitting  up  in  bed, 
leaned  for  air  toward  the  open  window.  A  dull 
ache  gnawed  at  his  heart,  and  his  lips  were  parched 
as  if  from  fever.  Again  it  seemed  to  him  that  Maria 
entreated  him  across  the  distance. 
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to  "uwr  to  hi,  qu«tten.  thu  th.?*'  "^  '"""^ 
town.  ***■  *"^  drfven  on  to 

co^lLterwIirL'r^  Z;^'^:i  *^-  *^**  they 
"Well,  they're  a  me^  pal^'  /^,"^^^  *°^^  «»"• 
come  of  it--seein'  2^ J.       t     ^  ^"^  «°°*^  '^J* 
"Oh  thl^u^u  "  *  "°  ^*""  to  hope. •• 

Uh,  they  think  so  now,  at  any  rate  "  rhw-     u 
wplicd,  as  he  turned  awav  tnuL  ^?»"«*opher 

horses.  ^  *°  unharness  the  patient 

At  breakfast,  an  hour  or  twn  !«♦—  v    i 
his  mother  was  in  one  of  hVrT^  jh  .«'  "*^  *^*' 

awaking  early  and  prattllii^  1  JT°"7' *"^  *^»*' 
she  insisted  tLt  tL  ahouM^""*^/  **^  *»»«  P«»t. 

in  w  uack  .r^^::^  w^  t^jz  r?.tt 
s  r  ;^ra^-  trk^uX,-^  ^^^  ^ 

pillows.  Her  iralW  .„!  7^  '^*''*  """"i  hw 
»nd.u„trf  I„fS  JP"^*'"  !«"  youthful  „<! 
»e«   pow^W  to  *  ,  J  'f™"""  of  her  body 

tHX^'ji^"Lrh:?cSrr  r* 

an  outhouse  and  went  to  "^h-Tl  ^  ""^  '™» 
from  the  tob«co,whiehLn^„JSL^r«  '?^ 
Augu«  height.  By  noon  ^^.^^^^^^T 
crop  was  over,  and  he  WM  ««!-.«  ^  ""* 

'«ls  «.d  c«„e  p.ati,g  «to  the^p*^  ^""^ 
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•i«ht  of  the  nun'!  face  Chrinopher  Itung  hi»  hoe 
out  into  the  field,  where  it  bore  down  a  giant  plant 
•ad  bradng  his  body  againit  the  tree,  prepared 
Wnuelf  to  withstand  the  shock  of  the  first  blow 
but  the  other,  after  glaring  at  him  for  a  breathless' 
instant,  feU  back  and  rapped  out  a  single  thun- 
denng  oath. 

"You  heU-houndl    This  is  all   your  doing!" 

Throwing  oflf  the  words  with  a  gesture  of  his  arm, 

Christopher  stared  coolly  into  the  other's  distorted 

face;  then,   yielding   t<      ..a   moment's   vindictive 

impulse,  he  broke  into  a  sneering  laugh. 

"So  yott  have  heard  the  good  news?"  he  inquired 
lightly.  ^ 

Before  the  rage  in  the  old  man's  eyes— before  the 
convulsed  features  and  the  quivering  Umbs—he  felt 
*  "^•^  j°y  suddenly  take  possession  of  him. 

"It's  aU  your  doing,  every  last  bit  of  it,"  re- 
peated  Fletcher  hoarsely,  "and  HI  live  to  pay  you 
back  if  I  hang  for  it  in  the  end  I" 

"Go  ahead,  then,"  retorted  Christopher;  "you 
might  as  well  hang  for  a  sheep  as  for  a  lamb,  you 
know."  ^ 

"Oh.  you  think  I'm  fooling?"  said  the  other, 
wiping  a  fleck  of  foam  from  his  mouth,  "but  youll 
find  out  better  some  day,  unless  the  devil  gets  you 
mighty  quick.  You've  made  that  boy  a  scamp  and 
a  drunkard,  and  now  you've  gone  and  married  him 
*°  ■.  •— "  He  iwaUowed  the  words  and  stood 
gasping  above  his  k>osened  collar. 

Christopher  paled  slightly  beneath  his  sunburn- 
then,  as  he  recovered  his  assurance,  a  brutal  smile 
WM  sketched  about  his  mouth. 
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I  »v«  laid  eye.  on  him  "  '  ^°" 

your  game,  and  if  vou  wf»«  «««*u-      u  ^    ?^      "  °" 
^A„H  .^  "  ^^"^^  "*^*P  *»*»  ^•nr  minute." 

now.  and  I'm  done  with  your  gakl  ^ht^d     ^Pr 

Chr '  itt:-^^' " '-  piei:^r:2ey  w^'i; 

lT>l^\.    .*^**  ^^  •^»  ^°o^  on  niy  land  a^ain 
wnoii  feed  him  now  when  he  comes  to  starve." 
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Cfttchiiif  hif  br»«th.  Chriitoptwr  it«red  at  him  tm 
iattMit  in  silence;  then  he  spoke  in  a  voice  which 
had  grown  serioue. 

"The  mora  fool  you.  then."  he  said.  '•Tl.jchap'i 
your  graadaon.  and  he's  a  better  one  than  you  deserve. 
Whatever  he  ia.  I  tell  you  now.  he's  a  long  sight  too 
good  for  iuch  as  you— and  so  is  Molly  Peterkin,  for 
that  matter.  Heavens  above  I  What  are  you  that 
you  should  become  a  stickler  for  honesty  in  others? 
Do  you  think  I've  forgotten  that  you  drove  my 
father  to  his  grave,  and  that  the  very  land  you  live 
on  you  stole  from  me  ?  Pshaw  I  It  takes  mora  than 
twenty  yean  to  bury  a  thing  like  that,  you  fool  I" 

Fletcher  looked  helplessly  round  for  a  weapon,  and 
catching  sight  of  the  hoe,  raised  it  in  his  hands; 
but  Christopher,  seizing  it  roughly  from  him,  tossed 
it  behind  him  in  the  little  path. 

"I'll  have  none  of  that."  added  the  young  man 
grimly. 

"  You'ra  a  liar,  as  your  father  was  before  you."  burst 
out  Fletcher,  swallowing  hard ; "  and  as  for  that  scamp 
you've  gone  and  sent  to  hell,  you  can  let  him  starve 
or  not,  jest  as  you  please.  He  has  made  his  choice 
between  us,  and  he  can  stick  to  it  till  he  rots  in  the 
poorhouse.  Much  good  you'll  do  him  in  the  end. 
I  reckon." 

"Well,  just  now  it  seems  he  hasn't  chosen  either 
of  us,"  remarked  Christopher,  cooling  rapidly  as  the 
other's  anger  grew  red  hot.  "It  rather  looks  as  if 
he'd  chosen  Molly  Peterkin." 

"Damn  you!"  gasped  Fletcher,  putting  up  a 
nerveless  hand  to  tear  his  collar  apart,  while  a  purple 
flush  rose  slowly  from  his  throat  to  his  forehead. 
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in'thirirTV**!'  *^""y  *«  »"•  •«•*«  1"  thr-h  you 
^tnm  M  inch  of  your  Hfel"  ^ 

out  into  th«  field.     *    "^  ""  "'••  •»  ••"'•d  leauwly 

And  h  ,  „.,,:„-  wL^iri^^u-  lat 

the  thmg  he  wught?    Fletcher',  bue  row  ZSl^ 
unctly  to  hi.  eye.  the  comm,  bloMwl  f«,t»«.  ,rith 
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tb«  twolltn  v«ini  acroM  th«  noM.    TrivUI  rw^ltec- 
tioni  return«d  tw  annoy  hJm— the   way  tht  man 
■ttckad  in  hi*  brtath  wh«n  h«  was  anry.  •nd  the 
ceaMlMn  twitching  of  the  unall  inusclea  above  hit 
blooOfhot  eyef.      "  Pshaw  f    What  buiineM  ii  it  of 
mine?"  he  queationed  angrily.     "What  am  I  to  the 
man,  that  I  cannot  etcai>e  the  disgust  that  he  arouses  ? 
Is  it  possible  that  I  should  be  haunted  forever  by  a 
face  I  hate?    There  are  times  when  I  could  kill  lUm 
•imply  because  t.f  the  repulsion   that   I   feel.    As 
for  the  boy— let  him  marry  a  dosen  Molly  Prterkins 
—who  cares?    Not  I,  surely     When  he  turns  upon 
his  grandfather  and  they  fall  to  gnawing  at  each 
other's  bones,  the  better  I  shall  bo  pleased."    He 
•hook    his   head    impatiently,   but    the   oppression 
which  in  some  vague  way  he  associated  with  the 
white  heat  and  the  scent  of  wild  flowers  still  weighed 
heavily  upon  his  thoughts.     "  Is  it  possible  that  after 
all  that  haa  happened  I  am  not  yet  satisfied?"  he 
asked,  with  annoyance. 

Pot  awhile  he  Ungered  by  the  Uttle  brook  in  the 
pasture,  and  then  slipping  the  bridle  on  the  old  mare, 
returned  slowly  to  the  house.  At  the  bars  he  met 
Sol  Peterkin,  who  had  hurried  over  in  evident  con- 
sternation to  deliver  his  news. 

"Good    Lord,   Mr.    Christopher!    What   do   you 
think  that  gal  of  mine  has  gone  and  done  now?" 
Christopher  slid  the  topmost  bar  from  its   place 
and  lifted  his  head 

"Don't  tell  me  that  she's  divorced  already,"  he 
returned.    "Why,  the  last  I  heard  of  her  she  had 
run  of!  this  morning  to  many  Will  Pletcher." 
"That's  it,  nhi  that's  it."  said  Sol.    "I'm  meanin' 


?*^P''^?^.f:?^#^'="=^^^f 
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««t  «,!,  down  „•  b.rn  to  JvToX. i;    """ 

too.  U,'  S!5  Pulh^'.."""*  "««"  "•  "»  ".nd  .„• 
rit«dS??..'^.''K'  "■°««""'-   th.  humour  of  th. 

bont    f. .»  '  •  '  "     *■  '^^^^  »n  him  blood  an* 

•tat  mucli  ,-     i  .  V  .*" .  ■"  """•y-    "T*" 

«»e  e«U  than  you  kin  with  .U  th.  virtue  of  M^ 

sj^.o''r  "o'lts  r  wT*  "■•  •  "'"-'^^ 

~»       (mi,  yo   nead  on  when  you  ffo  to  KmI    ««• 

Uw  rL.-".'wh  r-  •^"  WhrnT'ii,-; 

nj2:L^'  "'''"  '"""^P**!  Chri«oph„;  "but 
now  th.t  It  •  over  we  mun  make  the  beit  of  it  Sh. 
drfn'tt^arn,  Bill  Pletcher.  after  .11  yTu  toow_i.. 

.U^l^l"""""  """  '  •''^•-dth.  bridle 

as  h.  .1       v.^  ^^  ''°'*'*  ^"^  the  house,  and 

rare'hr-^Th'i  Z^'  '-  '"^  ^  "^"« 

.:.°.?.ir,fKi:t:,.^rt;ik::  toTotCUi 

m«lm.n.     Com.   quickly!     Sh.   ha.  fS' 
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Before  .he  h«l  finiihed,  he  had  dwhed  put  her 

"I  found  her  Uce  thi.,"  «ad  LUa,  weeping     "w. 
h«,rf  loud  voice,  and  then  a  ««.k..  tS^^  ^ 

:5;r,s^e\^T^iLr  "-"-'"-«-•'«" 

turned  angrUy  upon  the  women 

he"^td°*'*""*  "^  '*''"• '    *■""  "  "»  <•«'»'  ?  " 

„i7?  ^  «°°''  '"  "■"•    Ho".  '«  me  take  her  • 
~d  Cj^tha,  uncl«pi„g  hi.  ann..     ••  There,  J^ 

^Jt:^n^jT^    In  a  «tt.e  While  .he  w«, 

heaw  with  th.  f!-™  ,  ™  •*»«•?'»•»  wa. 
AtZ.r.V-     /   T"  °'  '*"P'«»  •»<»  tea-roee.. 

twirted  aapen  beade  the  window  a  catbird  wa. 
«npng.  The«,  remained  with  him  tory^J^ 
ward,  and  with  them  the  memory  VtS^  ^ 
wo^  «ttmg  stiffy  erect  and  «ari7g  vacjiuy  fn^ 
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THE    AWAKENING 

CHAPTER   I 
Thb    Unforbsbbn 

fixm.  .  trip  to  F«rar".  mHi"  ^  u     ""  '""™*"« 
crossroads     A  ki„-    u      u  "*"-*">J«  or  so  from  the 

wayside   pJh    tuto  »f  r' /?■*   '^°"'   "»   ""'• 

towwd  to  from  th.  *         ''^  ?'"''   •"•"  •»'»i«l>* 
wood  inThi  n.  w.Z:,"7  Tl  '"•  ""P  <" 

putting  out  With  th.  w.™  .Ito.     llli'""^ 

«»urnK:tion  surn)undmg  iSn  hfmL  k  *°  l^* 
P«rt-.th4t  in  him  as  well  Tin  tL  Zu  ^""^  ^ 
Of  lif.  .nust  move  an^^:  ^o^  iT^S^J^t 
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flock  of  nraUows  pawed  tuddenly  like  a  streak  of 

followed  them  the  old  roving  instinct  pulled  at  hi. 
^'    To  be  up  and  away,  to  drink  life  to  its 
dregs  and  come  home  for   rest,  were   among   the 
«mpul.«  which  awoke  with  the  return  of^ring 
The  oxen  moved  behind  him  at  a  leisurely  pace 

^^"T'^n.  *'•"  ^"  *  «"'«  ^^^'  he  h^' 
LT„  r  *H  *  r^^"*'"  °P*"^"«  ^"  ^»»«  *«»«  into  the 
mZr/,r^!!l\'°  **^'  ■"'P"»«'  »»«  '^'^  *  woman 

fn,nt  of  him  along  the  grassy  path.  As  he  caught  s^ 
of  her  a  strong  gust  of  wind  swept  down  the  raid, 
wrapping  her  skirt  closely  about  her  and  whirling 

L^'^hM'*"  "'° '•' '*^*-  ^-amomen  tshf 
P«t«ed  and.  throwing  back  her  head,  drank  the  air 
hke  water ;  then,  holding  firmly  to  her  hat.  she  started 
on  agam  at  her  rapid  pace.  In  the  ease  with  whir^ 
she  moved  against  the  wind,  in  the  wlf.possession 
of  her  carnage,  and  most  of  aU  in  the  grace  with 
which  she  hfted  her  long  black  skirt,  made'^he  c^S 

ITo^l  .w*  i  ""  °^  *^*  °"^^«  ^°^^^'  he  realised 
at  once  that  she  was  a  stranger  to  the  neighbourhood 
No  woman  whom  he  had  known-not  even  LiS- 
had  this  same  light  yet  energetic  walk-a  walk  in 
wbch  every  Une  in  her  body  moved  in  accord  with 
the  buoyant  impulse  that  controlled  her  step.  As 
he  watched  her  he  recalled  instantly  the  flight  of  a 
swaUow  m  the  air.  for  her  passage  over  the'grovLd 
was  as  direct  and  beautiful  as  a  bird's 

«hJ?^°  K*  "*f"^  h«^  «he  turned  suddenly,  and.  as 
she  flung  back  her  short  veU,  he  saw  to  hi.  amazement 
that  he  faced  Maria  Fletcher. 
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at 

«Jl^  •°^^'"  ("T"*"  ■"••■  •"•  "iO,  With  . 

in  hit  own.  ™  P''"  '"  •"  ">««nt 

"  You  droppri  from  the  .ky."  h,  answered  ,te«dv 
ing  h»  voice  with  an  effort  "V«..  i.  "^-'"'"y- 
breath  awav.„rtr!..  "•''>»"  taken  my 

ir     *^""  "nd  I  cannot  speak  " 

Then  letting  her  hand  fall,  he  .tood  looking  at  he, 
IhLTU'towrtr  ""  '""•  ""  ^^  «^' 

fh  t.trrhti'^f :r  ^r  ^"^ '---^ 

TO  tnat  rarest  of  aU  physical  gifts,  the  power  of 
The  ii^^'T'  *"•  """  »•»'  "  «nvelo^ 

•yes  sue  stood  regarding  him  with  h.»r  «a^ 
-nil..    The  pale  oval  *of  h.r^I^,''Trarri„''th: 
•«»««•  waves   of  her   black   hai;.  '^loi"  .^ 
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•n  the  remoteness  that  surrounded  her  memory- 
•nd  yet.  though  he  knew  it  not.  the  apped  she  made 
to  him  now.  and  had  made  long  ago.  was  that  he 

Wca  himself,  with  the  power  to  experience  the  fulnee. 
ot  joy  or  grief.  ^^ 

"So  I  have  Uken  your  breath  away,"  ibe  nid* 

•ad  you  have  forgotten  Agag." 

"Agag?"  he  turned  with  a  question  and  foUowed 

»«•  glance  in  the  direction  of  the  dog.     "It  i.  the 

onxf  you  saved?"  •-«"»• 

"Only  he  is  not  a  brute-I  have  seen  many  men 

He^TfT"':?^''"'-  ^'^  He  recognis<i  you. 
He  has  followed  me  everywhere,  but  he  downt 
Wee  Europe,  and  if  you  could  have  seen  his  joy  when 
^  got  out  at  the  cross-roads  and  he  smelt  the  famiUar 
country !    It  was  almost  as  great  as  mine." 

..  T  u ^°""  ^    '^^^  y°^  "o  'onger  hate  it  ?" 

I  have  learned  to  love  it  in  the  last  six  years  " 

•he  answered    "as  I  have  learned  to  love  man'y 

tlungs  that  I  once  hated.     Oh.  this  wind  is  good 

when  It  blows  over  the  ploughed  fields,  and  yet 

^z:^o:'^  ^'^^'^ ''  "°"^^  ^^"^  -»y  ^-^  -<i 

•icy.  where  a  bird  passed. 

"Will  you  get  into  the  cart  now?"  he  asked  after 
a  moment,  vaguely  troubled  by  the  silence  and  by 
the  gentleness  of  her  upward  look,  "or  do  you  wish 
to  walk  to  the  top  of  the  hill?" 

She  turned  and  moved  quickly  on  again. 
It  IS  such  a  Uttle  way,  let  us  walk,"  she  r«Dii«l 
«nd  then  with  a  Uugh  she  offered  an  explanatioTof 
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.t  £r""h«,",'  d'^TJi''"'  "•""»-■»  "■"•''• 

•»  th.  croM-TOid..    C«  ^r      u  '">'  •"*  ■•"" 
t«»«  f«>™  coding  forX'^t;!!-""  "»'  '"•P- 

rrom    abroad.      1    livnd    .!,«_    < 
*«  in  one  place  then  Tf  .1  ^   '"   '«    y"". 

on   with   hi.   peJlf  T  .'  '*"■  ''«  '  ""yd 

».«i«l    n«    m^'b„,"o.n:^   """    """   ""y 
i^.  H.ve  ™.d.  a  n^r.  rnor"..^''- 

'"».  me?    I.  „y  „„V  i^~.  •"  "-P-nj  »mething 

"Not  that  I  have  heard  of   h,..  r 
of  them,  you  know  .,Z;„       .     '  "*"•'  •«  "r 

"Anrt  ;  ".   "O"'  «««?'  your  brother." 
•«na  he  u  married.     Thev  »om 
cnw-roads.     I  can't  „n^.   ...         ""  '°  «  'he 
let  m.  know."  '»de,»'*nd  why  they  did  not 

"U—    '«*'*•     wno  18  the  «rl,  J  wond«»r?" 

mXr:rjft.^'-^'"-'<'«<>'Xh.er. 

She  shook  her  head      -m^    t. 

"Ind^T  a"!!''  ^^"*  ^^^  *°^  y-Uo'^  hair." 
indeed?    And  are  they  happy?" 
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H*   Uuched.     "They  .n  in  lov»-a,  i—.    ^ 
month.  .JO."  '     "  '"  iov»-or  wn«,  six 

WilliSicnh    ^~'.  "«'■«"'»' !«  not  ^r.0 
"  wt^  *'»"»'"•«..  .nd  th.t  w„  uut  A«Zt  " 
Wh^,  «.d«  h..v„   do  th.y  liv.,  th«T^ 

tobacco  f,^U:4'..  "»•"  '""   "»X  .1»U   rj 

h.v:rcr;rro::".::,?:f'"--  ••°''-  > «»«''» - 

What  diff««,c,  would  that  hav.  nude  you 
•t  lu.  r«t  doMn't  »b«r  a  man  when  h.  u  in  tovL  " 
l~rt  iTh^d^"'  h«lp«l-«ne  neve,  tao^^'^At 
tlT tie.  o^l^"'  'T'  "  "y  P"*'  '".  •"«  •« 

~dden  bitten«^.     "L^ '    r^JTT'^-    •**" 

-^.^up^the™  than  xor::,ra;:y^v^rt^: 
••b«  „rijwtr "  ri'  •^'  -•--• 

th«.,  and  I  am  .oTngt' «„d  u"^  '"^  ""-»  >« 

You  will  never  find  it,"  he  in«,ted  "for  th«.  i. 

nothmg  of  them  in  you-nothing."  ^  " 

You  don't  like  them,  I  remember." 
Nor  do  you." 

^A^laujh  b^k.  f„m  her  and  humour  rippW  in 

*™?Che'lS'"""'~*'''-^"-«»P'-» 
Then  it  is  so,  you  confess  it  ?  " 
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•  Voud  b,tt.r^f^  ""^  th.  .ummit  of  th.  hill. 
««4U  "^*^KT  gei  m   now,   I   think  ••   u^  -    j 

'^.  i.  :r  iir  """^  <"  "•  •-'!  V:.."'t; 
.b.  wh«i.  .t.pM"nZi,rc.r  ""■"  """'^  •"-" 

•ettl.dI,,n,«lfl^ii!hI!„''M°<'i.''P  "••  rope.  .„d 
look  lilc.  on,  oT  t  ^      u""  ''"''"■•  ■•"■     ■•  Vou 

A  puxskd  wonder  was  in  i,..  * 
toward  him.  *'  '*^*  "  ■»»•  turned 

•'Who  are  you?    And  what  has  Blake  Hall  tn  A^ 
with  your  family?"  the  a«ked 

"Only  that  it  was  named  after  u.      w 
Ijve  there."  ***•     ''*^«  "««<i  to 

"Within  your  recollection?" 
^r^tt^'""  ^'  ^y**  °°  *^«  -lo^  oxen 
Ever  .,nce  I  was  ten  years  old.  '• 

you  a^  like  no  one  I  havHvtr Le":. " "  ^"^"^  '^^' 
inea  I  must  be  lik*  vnt,  ••  u 
••Like  me?    Oh    heavl?' -  '"""^  '""""y- 

three  of  me-bodv  hJl^.      •  >'™  "»"'<»    ""J-e 

I  think  o^rtu/y^"^  :"h^  r'  '  '*''"•■  •'»'■ 

you  are  the  biggest  man  iVe  ever 
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known-and  by  th«t  I  don't  mMii  in  htifht^or 
I  l»v«  .wn  men  with  «  gmttr  ntunbtr  of  phyrical 
^chw  Inchei.  «m,,how.  hav.  ygry  Uttl.  to  do 
with  th«  imprj«,on-^nd  lo  hM  muKla.  •tronff  «• 

•bout.  «nd  it  WM  the  Am  thing  I  notic^l  in  y<m~^' 

At  th«  crow-roiuli?"   h«  Mkad.  and  inMuUv 

regretted  hit  words.  «»wouy 

"No;   not   at    the    .roM-roadi "   ahm   ■n.».i    i 
jmmng.    ..Vou  have  a  r>odr.:nory'XrS; 

wa.  nding  along  the  road  with  the  cheHnuu  and 
you  were  tUnding  out  in  the  field." 

••I  did  not  lee  you  or  I  .hould  have  remembered." 
he  laid  quietly.  ' 

Silence  Wl  between  them,  and  he  was  conscious 
te  every  fib«  of  hi.  body  that  he  had  never  been^ 
clojje  to  her  before-had  never  felt  the  touch  of  her 
•rm  upon  hw  own.  nor  the  folds  of  her  skirt  brushing 
against  his  knees.  A  gust  of  wind  whipped  tli 
^d  of  her  veU  into  his  face,  and  when  slS^l3 
to  recapture  ,t  he  felt  her  warm  breath  on  his  cheet^ 

^  f^       !.  ^  "••™~*  P«^~*«*  Wm  from  head 
to  foot,  and  an  unrest  like  that  produced  by  the 

.pnng  wind  troubled  his  heart.    He  did  not^<>.k 
«t  her,  and  yet  he  saw  her  fuU  dark  eyes  and  the 

SdlheV'^'U'^* "°~  "^^y "-  h^ 

beheld  the  blue  sky  at  which  he  cased     We.  it 

pebble  that  she.  too.  shared  his  S^etul"he 
wondered,  or  was  the  sUence  that  she  to^t  u^^. 
turbed  as  her  tranquil  pose? 
^should  not  have  forgotten  it."   he  repeated 
I*«««ntly.  turning  to  meet  her  glaooe. 
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8ht  tt«rt«d  and  looked  «way  from  th«  landtc*|,c. 
*•  Yott  h«v«  tonf  mMnori«t  in  this  county.  I  know  " 
•h«  Mid.  "So  ftw  things  happen  that  it  becomi. 
•  rtligton  to  chmiah  the  Uttle  incidenU.  It  may  b« 
that  I.  too,  have  inhented  something  of  this,  for  I 
wnember  ^wy  clearly  the   few    months    I    spent 

"You  remembered  them  even  while  you  were 
away?" 

••Why  not?-  she  asked.     "It  is  not  the  moving 
about,  the  strange  places  one  sees,  nor  the  people 
one  meets,  that  really  count  in  life,  you  know  " 
•'What  is  it?"  he  questioned  abruptly. 
She  hesiuted  as  if  trying  to  put  her  thoughu 
more  clearly  into  worxls. 

^^  "I  think  it  is  the  things  one  learns."  she  said: 
the  places  in  which  we  Uke  root  and  grow,  and  the 
people  who  teach  us  what  is  really  worth  while— 
paUence,  and  charity,  and  the  beauty  there  is  in 
the  simplest  and  most  common  lives  when  they  are 
lived  close  to  Nature." 

"In  driving  the  plough  or  in  picking  the  suckers 
from  a  tobacco  plant,"  he  added  scornfully. 

"In  those  things,  yes;   and  in  any  life  that  i» 
good,  and  true,  and  natural." 

"Well,  I  have  lived  near  enough  to  Nature  to  hate 
her  with  aU  my  might,"  he  answered,  not  without 
bitterness.  "Why,  there  are  times  when  I'd  like 
to  kick  every  ploughed  field  I  see  out  into  eternity. 
Tobacco-growing  is  one  of  the  natural  things,  I 
suppose,  but  if  you  want  to  see  any  beauty  in  it  you 
must  watch  it  from  a  shady  road.  When  you  get 
in  the  midst  of  it  you'U  find  it  coarse  and  sticky, 
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and  given  over  generally  to  worms.  I  have  spent 
my  whole  life  working  on  it.  and  to  this  day  I  never 
look  at  a  plant  nor  smell  a  pipe  without  a  shiver 
of  d^^st.  The  things  I  want  are  over  there."  he 
finished,  pointing  with  his  whip-handle  to  the  clear 
honzon.  "I  want  the  excitement  that  makes  one's 
blood  run  like  wine." 

'•Battle,  murder,  and  all  that.  I  suppose?"  she 
said,  smiling. 

"War.  and  fame,  and  love,"  he  corrected 
Her  face  had  grown  grave,  and  in  the  thoughtful 
look  she  turned  upon  him  it  seemed  to  him  that  he 
saw  a  purpose  slowly  take  form.  So  earnest  was 
her  gaze  that  at  last  his  own  fell  before  it.  at  which 
she  murmured  a  confused  apology,  like  one  forcibly 
awakentJ  from  a  dream. 

"I  was  wondering  what  that  other  life  would  have 
made  of  you."  she  said;  "the  life  that  I  have  known 
and  weaned  of-a  life  of  petty  shams,  of  sham 
love,  of  sham  hate,  of  sham  religion.  It  is  all  Uttle 
you  know,  and  it  takes  a  little  soul  to  keep  alive 
in  It.  I  craved  it  once  myself,  and  it  took  six  years 
of  artifice  to  teach  me  that  I  loved  a  plain  truth 
better  than  a  pretty  lie." 

He  had  been  looking  at  the  strong  white  hand 
lying  in  her  lap,  and  now.  with  a  laugh,  he  held  out 
nis  own  bronzed  and  roughened  one. 

•'There  is  the  difference."  he  said;  "do  you  see  it?" 

A  wav«  of  sympathy  swept  over  her  expressive 

face,  and  with  one  of  her  impulsive  gestures,  which 

seemed  always  to  convey  some  spiritual  significance 

she  touched  his  outstretched  palm  with  her  fingers' 

How  full  of  meaning  it  is,"  she  replied,  "for  it 
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tells  of  quiet  days  in  the  fields,  and  of  a  courage 
that  has  not  faltered  before  the  thing  it  hates.  When 
I  look  at  it  it  makes  me  feel  very  humble— and  yet 
very  proud,  too,  that  some  day  I  may  be  your  friend." 

He  shook  his  head,  with  his  eyes  on  the  sun,  which 
was  slowly  setting. 

That  is  out  of  the  question , "  he  answered .  ' '  You 
cannot  be  my  friend  except  for  this  single  day.  If 
I  meet  you  to-morrow  I  shall  not  know  you." 

"Because  I  am  a  Fletcher?"  she  asked,  wondering. 

"Because  you  arc  a  Fletcher,  and  because  you 
would  find  me  worse  than  a  Fletcher." 

"Riddles,  riddles,"  she  protested,  laughing;  "and 
I  was  always  dull  al  guessing— but  I  may  as  well 
warn  you  now  that  I  have  come  home  determined 
to  make  a  friend  of  eveiy  mortal  in  the  county,  man 
and  beast." 

"You'll  do  it,"  he  answered  seriously.  "I'm 
the  only  thing  about  here  that  will  resist  you.  You'll 
be  everybody's  friend  but  r.nne." 

She  caught  and  held  his  gaze.  "Let  us  see,"  she 
responded  quietly. 

For  a  time  they  were  silent,  and  spreading  out  her 
skirt,  she  made  a  place  for  the  dog  upon  it.  The 
noise  of  the  heavy  wheels  on  the  rocky  bed  of  the 
road  grew  suddenly  louder  in  his  ears,  and  he  realised 
with  a  pang  that  every  jolt  of  the  cart  carried  him 
nearer  the  end.  With  the  thought  there  came  to 
him  a  wish  that  life  might  pause  at  the  instant— that 
the  earth  might  be  arrested  in  its  passage  and  leave 
him  forever  aware  of  the  warm  contact  that  thrilled 
through  him. 

They  had  already  passed  Weatherby's  lane,  and 


■y^!i' 


1 

■  jl 

|!1 


lii 


i 


mi 


] 


348 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


presently    the    chimneys    of    Blake    Hall    apocared 
above  the  distant  trees.     When  they  reachT^^ 

attem„t"H     ""r'    ^^"^^°P»^-    spoke    with   an 
attempted  carelessness. 

rest'lr^hl"  ^'"T,^'  *««"•  '«  yoo  to  walk  the 
rest  of  the   way,"   he  said.      "Trouble  mieht  be 

.TknortK'f.'b^T"  "  '""'  ^^andfat^efwe™ 
to  Know  that  I  brought  you  over  " 

.Z^^"'"  l^*".'  '  *'""''■"  =''"  ^'"^^  a-d  rising  as  the 
cart  stopped,  she  followed  him  down  into  the  road 

bri^htlv  and'  "";:'  ".'"°  °'  """""•  "»  «""«» 
bnghtly  and,  calhng  the  dog,  passed  rapidlv  into 

1 1,1     ?  '    """''^    ''""^'"O    '»"'«"    hto    and 

Aftir  frif  r**""  "•"  "="  '''''>"' '"  'he  Hall. 

m„t.l!i        K      ,.  ''"'"  -disappeared  he  still  stood 

rnot,onless    by  the  ice-pond,  staring  into  the  dusk 

that  had  swallowed  her  up  from  his  gaze.     So  long 

Ad  he  remam  there  that  at  last  the  oxen  tired  of 

waitmg  and  began  to  move  slowly  on  alone  the 

sunken    road.    Then    starting    abriptly    fi^  his 

med.tat.on,  he   picked   up  the   ,»p^   thatTrailed 

^I'l    "I  °\"''  «"""'' """  f»»  i"'"  "«  accustom^ 

h.m  that  his  whole  life  was  shattered  into  pieces  by 

than'T  1,  \">''  '"''**"'•  Something  stronger 
than  h.mself  had  shaken  the  foundations  of  L 
nata^,  and  he  was  not  the  man  tlut  he  had  beeL 
before.  He  was  hke  one  bora  blind,  who,  when 
whichT  T  v""'""^-  "  '«"°™«  fat  th;  light 
When  he  came  mto  the  house,  after  putting  up 
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.hl'^*''*  T'i  ^*''*  ^*"*"  *''"P  °"  ^h«  ^ay  home." 
•he  remarked. 

"It  is  the  glare  of  the  lamp."  he  answered  "I 
dtt?„  T  ^^'n*  0"t  of  the  darkness."  and  before 
«ttmg  down  to  his  supper,  he  opened  the  door  and 
hstened  for  the  sound  of  his  mother's  voice 

S^he  is  asleep,  then?"  he  said,  coming  back  again. 
Has  she  recognised  either  of  you  to-day?" 
No;  she  wanders  again.  The  present  is  nothing 
to  her  any  longer-it  is  all  blotted  out  with 
everything  that  Fletcher  told  her.  She  asks  Z 
father  constantly,  and  the  only  thing  that  in- 
terested   her   was   when   Jim   went  in   and  talked 

cept     that    she    has    entirely    forgotten     the    last 
twenty   years,  and    just    before   falling  asleep  she 

Bolivar's  "'^''"^  °''''  '°"''  "^'^  '*''""'   °^  ^'^"^P* 

''Then  I  may  see  her  for  a  minute?" 

"If  you  wish  it— yes." 

Passing  along  the  hall,  he  entered  the  little  chamber 

where  the  old  lady  lay  asleep  in  her  tester  Z 

Her  fine  white  hair  was  brushed  over  the  pillow 

and  her  drawn  and  yellowed  face   wore  a   placid 

and   childUke    look.     As   he   paused    beside    h^r   a 

faint  smile  flickered  about  her  mouth  and  her  delicate 

hand  trembled  slightly  upon  the  couterpane.     Her 

dreams  had  evidently  brought  her  happiness,  and 

as  he  stood  loolang  down  upon  her  the  wish  entered 

his  heart  that  he  might  change  his  young  life  for 

hlf  d.  r*";^/'  ^'  ^^^*  ^<^^-'in  her  place. 

h^!.   f '•!      ^°"'  ^'^  ^^  *^^*  *^«  ^^ture  could 
Dnng  of  either  joy  or  grief. 
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CHAPTER  II 
Maria    Returns    to    thb    Hall 
Through  the  grove  of  oaks  a  single  licyhted  winHo- 

tT^ughTda  rwt  tt  th'""'  r"""«  '^^'^y 

-k  .        '     "  *"*^  *"c  comfortable  warmth 

.hmrng  on  the  pane,  was  her  first  welcome  h™\ 
The  mght  had  grown  chilly,  and  she  gatheredT, 

ZflinT'^  '"tether  as  she  hastenM  alo"g  the 
gravelled  dnve  and  ran  im  fh-  u      j  ^ 

to  the  closed  d^r      There  w«!     ^°*^  ''°"'  '*'P* 
knock    flnH     fir         [  ^*^  °°  *"8wer  to  her 

knock,   and,  finding  that  the  big  silver  handle  of 

dmmg-room.  and,  turning,  she  stood  for'^anTstant 
hesitating  upon  the  threshold. 
A  lamp  burned  dimly  in  the  centre  nf  *h^     i^ 

vT  h  *  -ut'ch-^n"^-  ^"-^ "-  ---  - 

before,  and  yet  m  some  unaccountable  fashion  it 
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as  Its  one  redwrning  feature.     Nothing  wu  ch.n«rt 

~b«r«i  w."^b;t  j"!;,""T !!!:« •'"  "■•  "»- 

.bout  he,  .he  was  .wa«  of  I  .tT^    "ondeHngly 

one  .he  had  nZtdhL^L  ,         f*""  """  «» 
•f...     II   Jv      '"™  herself  to  withsUnd.     It  wu 

concluded  with  her  next  thought-the  sc  er.l  li,^ 

Sakesahvel  Is  that  you.  Maria?" 
Hastily  crossing  the  room,  Maria  caueht  the  l,..u 
woman  i„  her  arms  and  kissed  her  tJlT       '  """ 

deatr-^hr^r' ■'?"«'    ''^^  MgbU,^  you  to 
aeath,    she  said,  with  a  laugh 

"You  did  give  me  a  turn;  that's  so."  replied  Miss 

tw  M  1  ^.     ""  ""  '""8  «»«  anybody's  come  h^ 
a^^maiiy  airaid  to  answer  your  knock     T»,«« 

^n,    im   flesh   and   blood,   never  f^^r "    m    • 
assured  her     "M«,,t,  ^,    never  tear,      Mana 

urea  her.       Much  more  flesh  and  blood,  too.  than 
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I  WM  whpfi  I  went  fcwav—f.ii*  i-^ 

...  your  p„ whT.  .".IL.r,"*''  "'"'  •""' 

to  IK.  thi.     tJ^r.  ?,     '""'°"'-  ••«•'«  if  he  were 

but  ,p«ked  potatoes  ol  tu"tZ.     H^^^ZT 
h«  money  is  all  ha'.  ■»,,   t       i  "'*"  *'""''• 

"But  it  isn't  all  he  has.     Where's  Will?" 
ai^L^f^dr  •■"''"--'">»'''— He 

she'pd'^tS-'tith^diaitrtoTj  ft^t^  -^^-c: 

ever  caugnt  sight  of   um  at  the  Hall      v««n 
come  home  to  awful  worrv   thJ.        ^     .    ^  ""^ 
Maria."  ^'    ***'®  °°  ^o*'*^*  of  it. 

"Oh.  oh.  oh."  sighed  Maria,  and.  Umir^  h^r  hat 
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W.th  the  firehjht  thrown  full  on  th.  ivory  pilJo, 

unre.l  ,n  .U  mtenuty  of  bUcIc  ,nd  white-.„  ,l»«« 

»imi?"  *'""'  '■•'*  '"  "  '"  ""  «•""«•>  "H^ 
.mm.t,on  w.  .r.  u«d  to  a««i.t,  with  brilli.« 

.xZ„il'"„7''"  """•""'"  <"  '«"'P«"".ent,  ,h. 
llZT,r    t    •.P""™»t«    nature    conam.«J    in 

••s2!l        ""•  ""•"Khtfully  upon  th.  fl.mM. 

turjT       ^*  "[""'   ^'  ''''"''  '"  Will."  .h,  Mid. 
tummg    p„„ntly.     "Thi.    c.nt    go    on    «,oth.; 

to  1heH^''JT':'^  '"*"''  '•'•^"''  "0  '•"'"•O 
c«.i^t^  hlr  *""• "  '"'-'"■'  "'"^  '-"'^ 

"  For  heaven'.  lake,  be  careful."  she  whiiMnd 
w«n«gly,  jerking  her  head  nervously  ?rom  K 

door  heavily  behind  him.  then,  .uddenly  catfhiw 

and  stared  at  her  with  hanging  jaws 

^  ni  be  blessed  if  it  ain't  Maria  I "  he  broke  out  at 

Jfan.  went  toward  him  and  held  out  her  ch.dc  for 

S.;*!"'  '"fP"»«^  y""  «'most  as  much  as  I  did  Aunt 
Sa,d.e^     she  sa.d,  with  her  cheerful  laugh,  which 

into  ?h^  ''•  f  ^.  '?'  *""■''"■  '''«'<^''«'  drew  her 
mto  the  arcle  o  the  lamplight,  where  he  stood 
•^•nJuig  hw  in  gloomy  sUence. 
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».„-  i^  .k'"  "°"  '"  "■  •••"•»  know.     Youll 
^Z   h  ^'  ""?  ""  •  ■"""  ""«■'•  •■"  "P-  over 
you  were  when  you  went  away  " 
Maria  winced  .,uickly  an  if  he  had  .truck  her- 

.hrdfew^hl" wl  ^""u  ^^"'J^'*""'    ^''no^t    instantly; 
.he  drew  back  her  chair  with  a  casual  retort. 

a«.rft?d"^Th;rntrair:Lr/ 

"I  WM  afraid  it  would  chip.  «>  I  packed  it  away  " 

;„v "^^''''^u    "'''  ^"^  ^'^^^^^^  «^»  ain't  u^^^lo 
any  better  than  this,  so  we  don't  notice.    Thin« 

r^^^'ber  ••  "  ""'''  ''^'''  '^^'^  ^'^->^' 

intnTi!!!  V!'  t'"!*"*  ***"*  curiously,  glancing  dow« 

into  the  plate  before  her.     For  the  last  few  years  2 

h^  .chooled  hen.e,f  to  despise  what  she  called  Z 

•illy  luxuries  of  living."  and  yet  the  heavy  wh.t^ 

of  Fletcher  dnnkmg  his  coffee,  aroused  in  her  the 
old  poignant  disgust. 

.aaL'^T'^  *^°^  ^'"^  °^"  Particuiar  now."  she 
added  pleasantly,  "but  we  may  as  well  get  out  the 
otner  chma  to-morrow,  I  think." 

<5^7*?!.  .""""-^  ^""^  ""^"y  ^*°*^y  "^^y^  here-eh, 
Saidie?    inquired  Fletcher,  with  a  chuckle.     "Thar's 
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bttn  ft  pwclout  watte  o.*  victuaU  on  ihi,  place,  but 

t  •  got  to  itop.     1  tint  w  .ura  you  did  a  wiaa  thing 

in  commg  » .ck."  ha  fini.hed  abruptly,  turning  hi. 

bloodshot  eyes  on  hia  granddaughter 

"You  aren't?     Well.  I  um.'  laughed  Maria;  "and 

Lr-Tri****  '**•*  y*^  •^*"'*  ^'^^  «»•  iroubleeome 
except  in  the  matter  of  china." 

••Then  you  mu.t  have  changed  your  akin.  I  reckon." 

i.„t.!l"*  Why.  I  hav«.  of  cour...    Six  year, 

wn  t  a  day.  you  know,  and  I've  been  in  many  place.  " 
TVn  a.  a  hint  of  interest  awoke  in  his  eye.,  .he 
talked  on  rapidly.  de.cnbing  her  year,  abroad  and 
the  .trange  citie.  in  which  .he  had  lived.  Before 
•he  had  finuhed.  Fletcher  had  puahed  hi.  plate  away 

hU.  fa"?e  *  "^'^  **"•  ^^'^^  °'  *  •"'"^  "P*^ 

"Well  you'll  do,  I  reckon."  he  .aid  at  the  end. 
and.  pu.hmg  back  hi.  chair,  he  rote  from  hi.  place 
and  .tamped  out  into  the  hall 

When  he  had  gone  into  hi.  .itting-room  and 
closed  the  door  behind  him.  Miss  Saidie  nodded 
tmilmgly,  a.  .he  meaaured  out  the  wrvanf.  luffar 
ma  cracked  .aucer.  "He's  brighter  than  I've  .^n 
bim  for  day.  she  said ;  "  and  now.  if  you  want  to  go 
ifpatairs,  Malindy  ha.  jest  lighted  your  fire.     She  had 

n  !r^  1m  ""^^  "P  "^^^"^  "^^  ^««  *t  supper,  .o 
Brother  B,ll  wouldn't  .ee  it.  He  hate,  ev^m  to 
bum  a  log.  though  they  are  strewn  round  loow  all 
over  the  place."  ^^ 

Maria  was  feeding  Agag  on  the  hearth,  and  she 
waited  until  he  had  fini.hed  before  she  took  up  her 
hat  and  wraps  and  went  toward  the  door     "Oh 
you  needn't  bother  to  light  me."  she  .aid.  waving  Miss' 
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S*idie  back  when  ihe  would  h«v«  folIoweU.     ■•  Whv 
Lth     *  ^"^  "1^  ""^y  "*'"'  '^^  »»«"«  •t  midnighi* 

.JLT***  ^"^  ''••.  **^'^"«  *"  »»•'  «x>^.  «nd  .he 
•tood  for  .  moment  lookmg  pensively  into  the  flame.. 
•  faint  tmile  iketched  .bout  her  mouth.  Then 
throwing  off  her  black  dre^  in  the  de.ire  for  freedom 
•he  cU.ped  her  hand,  above  her  head  and  pac^ 
^wly  up  and  down  the  .haduwy  length  of  the  Z^. 

d*fUnt  movement  of  her  upraised  arm.;  and  in  the 
«np^lme.  of  her  throat  and  bo«>m.  which  melted 

^ve  .tood  for  an  incarnation  of  vital  forct.  One 
felt  mitmctively  that  her  perwnality  would  l^e 
l^Z:"'^V''r  P"»---'»^-t  the  event,  which 

P«ii^.  and  the  old  vulgarity  which  had  .hocked 

^.ri  #  ^"7u'''°/*"'*'  •**•  ^*«  conscious,  moving 
to  and  fro  m  the  shadows,  of  a  strange  happiness-- 
of  a  warmth  of  feehng  which  pervaded  her  from  head 

h^  /  u^  ^  **•'  °P*°  P*^™»-  The  place  was 
home  to  her.  she  realised  at  last,  and  the  surroundings 

wchantmg  Italian  scenery-showed  in  her  memory 

iTv^  ^  T  ""^  "^^  ^""'y-  "*™  ^^  ^hat  she 
dJ^:*  L  "'.™  ^^  "«*^^'  ^«'  heritage-the 
deflate  red  roads,  the  luxuriant  tobacco  fields,  the 
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pnmitive  and  ignorant  people.  In  her  heart  there 
was  no  regret  for  any  past  that  she  had  known,  for 
over  the  wild  country  stretching  about  her  now 
there  hung  a  romantic  and  nvsterious  haze. 

A  little  later  she  was  aroused  from  her  reverie  by 
M^Saidie.  who  came  in  with  a  lighted  lamp  in  her 

"Don't  you  need  a  light.  Maria?    I  never  could 
abide  to  sit  in  the  dark." 

••  Oh,  yes ;  bring  it  in.     There,  put  it  on  the  bureau 
and  sit  down  by  the  fire,  for  I  want  to  talk  to  you. 
No,  I  m  not  a  bit  tired ;  I  am  only  trying  to  fit  r  .yself 
again  m  this  room.    Why.  I  don't  believe  you've 
changed  a  pin  in  the  pincushion  since  I  went  away." 
Miss  Saidie  dusted  the  top  of  the  bureau  with  her 
apron  before  she  placed  the  taU  glass  lamp  upon  it. 
•      Thar  wam't  any!  ody  to  stay  in  it,"  she  answered, 
as  she  sat  down  in  a  deep,  cretonne-covered  chair 
and  pushed  back  the  hickory  log  with  her  foot. 
1  declare,  Maria,  I  don't  see  what  you  want  to 
traipse  around  with  that  little  poor-folksy  yaller  dog 
for.     He  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  one  that  old  bUnd 
JMgger  up  the  road  used  to  have." 

"Does  he?"  asked  Maria  absently,  in  the  voice  of 
one  whose  thoughts  are  hopelessly  astray. 

She  was  standing  by  the  window,  holding  aside 
the  curtmn  of  flowered  chintz,  and  after  a  moment 
she  added  curiously.  "There's  a  Hght  in  the  fields. 
Aunt  Saidie.    What  docs  it  mean  ?  " 

Crossing  the  room,  Miss  Saidie  foUowed  the  gesture 
with  which  Maria  pointed  into  the  night. 

"That's  on  the  Blake  place,"  she  said;  "it  must  be 
Mr.  Christopher  moving  about  with  his  lantern." 
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"You  call  him  Mr.  Christopher?" 

Chnstopher  before  him,  and  I  used  to  open  the  gate 

thl^^      !,       T*^^^^^-     Many  and  many  a  time 
the  old  gentleman's  given  me  candy  out  of  his  pocket 

LLT'^'  *°  ^^^  *  P'"'""*'  ""^  °"«  Christmas  he 

^u  I     "V*  *  ™*^  ''^  ^°"  ^~"^  *»»«  "*y-     He  wasn't 

Tu    T^    ''^  **"  y°"'  *"^  »*«  ^^  ^«  handsome  as 
If  he  had  stepped  out  of  a  fashion  plate     Whv 

y°"°^^r.  Christopher  can't  hold  a  candle  to  him 

.'•  wlT  !/*°*!*''°*°'  *he"  ?  I  mean  the  old  man." 

Who?    Mr.  Chnstopher's  father?    I  don't  reckon 

thar  was  a  freer  or  a  finer  between  here  and  London  " 

t  J!t7^7^*^,  T  ''*"  ''^  ^^^^  P°^"*  °f  ««h*  ^hich 
twinkled  faintly  here  and  there  in  the  distant  field. 

thicl'.  K  ;  'r  ^**''"*''  "^"'^'  ^id  h«  come  to 
this  ?  she  asked,  m  a  voice  that  was  hardly  louder 
tnan  a  whisper. 

;•!  never  knew;  I  never  knew."  protested  Miss 

-Brnt;,^''n^«      '^  ^°  ^''  "^^'  ^^^  *^«  hearth. 
Brother  Bill  and  he  hate  each  other  worse  than 

death  and  It  was  Will's  fancy  for  Mr.  Christopher 
that  brought  on  this  awful  trouble.  For  a  time  I 
declare  it  looked  as  if  the  boy  was  really  bewitched, 
and  they  were  together  morning,  noon,  and  night. 
Your  grandpa  never  got  over  it.  and  I  bcUeve  he 
blames  Mr.  Christopher  for  every  last  thing  that's 
happened— Molly  Peterkin  and  all  " 
"Molly   Peterkin?"   repeated   Maria   inquiringly. 

J?f;  t^f"^^  ■  '^"^'  ^^'^'  ^"'  ^h^*  i«  the  matter 
with  the  giri  ?  Dropping  the  curtain,  she  came  over 
to  the  fire,  and  sat  Ustening  attentively  while  Miss 
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Saidie  told,  in  .pwrnodic  jerks  and  pauMi    th« 
fool«h  story  of  WiU's  marriage. 

"Vour  grandpa  will  never  forgive   him— never 
never.     He  has  turned  him  out  for^ood  and  all  Td 

?o,itL  "'"' "'  f"™*  '""y  ""» <"  «« ■"'"•y  to 

lorcign  missions.  ' 

"Well,  we'll  see,"  said  Maria  soothingly       "I'll 

fhen  r«  ^^T.  *?:"'°"^''  *"^    '^^^  ^^^  Will,  and 
rZl         ^       ^""^  grandfather  to  some  kind  of 
reason.      He  cant  let  them  starve,  rich  as  he  is 
there  8  no  sense  in  that-and  if  the  worst  comes.  I 
can  at  least  share  the  Httle  I  have  with  them.     It  may 

chum  her  own  butter." 
"Then  your  money  went,  too.?" 

^.kZ!'*'  ^^^^V  P*"*  °^  **•    J**^^  ™  fond  of  wild 
schemes,  you  know.     I  left  it  in  his  hands  " 

She  had  pronounced  the  dead  man's  name  so 
composedly  that  Miss  Saidie.  after  an  instLt^ 
h^^itati^n.   brought   herself  to   an   allusion   to   the 

fZ^r  l""""  "^T  "^"^  ^"^^  ^^^^'"  «h«  ventured 
tiavc  been  to  you.   le  was  still  your  husband." 
quietl^'  ""^    ""^    husband."    assented    Maria 

bv  W^"  r?!,'"!  ^'*^«^"d  so  patient,  and  you  stuck 
by  him  to  the  last,  as  a  wife  ought  to  do.  Then 
thar  s  not  even  a  child  left  to  you  now  " 

Mana  turned  slowly  toward  her  and  then  looked 
away  again  into  the  fire.  The  charred  end  of  a 
hghtwood  knot  had  fallen  on  the  stones,  and.  picking 
It  up.  she  threw  it  back  into  the  flames.     "For  a  year 
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before  his  death  his  mind  waa  quite  gone."  she  said 
n  a  voice  that  quivered  slightly;  "he  had  to  be  taken 

till  he  died.     There  were  times  when  he  would  aUow 
no  one  else  to  enter  his  room  or  even  bring  him  his 

^thn„t    1  "^'  ^I  ^'"^  ^""^  ^'^^  ^»y»  «"d  nights 

without  sleeping,  and  though  he  did  not  recognise 
me.  he  would  not  let  me  stir  from  my  place  " 

And  yet  he  treated  you  very  badly-even  his 
family  said  so."  /— «vcu  ms 

T  ^J^aV^  *"  ''''"  "°'''  ^"^  ^^^  "^^'^  both  to  blame, 
th^^ll.  '""  ''P*'**^°"'  *"^  ^  ^*d«  it.  thank  God.  at 

of  w'^t  '^^l^  ^  o  ^^'^  *"^  *°  *he  cushioned  back 
of  her  chair  Miss  Saidie  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  deep 
white  scar  which  ran  in  a  jagged  line  above  her  elbow 
Oh.  It  IS  nothing,  nothing."  said  Maria  hastily. 
Clasping  her  hands  again  upon  her  knees      "That 
part  of  my  life  is  over  and  done  with  and  may  rest 
m  peace.     I  forgave  him  then,  and  he  forgives  me 
now     One  always  forgives  when  one  understands 
you  know  and  we  both  understand  to^ay-he    no 
less  than  I.     The  chief  thing  was  that  we   made  a 
huge  irretrievable  mistake-the  mistake  that  two 

^SL"^**  '^^^''  *^^y  *hink  that  love  can  be 
coddled  and  nursed  like  a  domestic  pet-when  they 

cT  pT  r u^°?  "^"^  *°^  ^'^^  *°^  ^o«^««  *t  no  man's 
call.  Folly  like  that  is  its  own  punishment.  I  suppose." 

aw.  «^  u^"'  ""^  ^^^''"  «^'P«^  Mi^  Saidie.  in 
awe-s  ncken  sympathy  before  the  wild  remorsi  in 
Mana  s  voice. 

A^  ^f  ,™^  ^"t^^'  ^  5^°"  ^^  »*5  I  ev«  cJ«ng  to  it 
desperately,  and.  much  as  I  hated  it.  I  never^beUed 
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him.  I  think,  was  when,  after  our  terrible  life  toeethe? 
he  lay  help  ess  for  a  year  and  I  was  with  him  day  and 

hSl'JJl^f  ^*7  «*^*"  ^^  °»y  strength  then, 
brain  and  body.  I  would  have  done  it  gladly,  and  that 
agonised  compassion   was  the  strongest   feeUn£   I 

lnJ^^  'Z  ''™"  ^'^  ^'^'^^^  ^-  -  longbrefth. 
and  sat  looking  earnestly  at  the  amazed  little  woman 
across  rom  her.  "You  could  never  understand f 
She  exclaimed  impetuously,  "but  I  must  tell  you— 
I  must  tell  you  because  I  can't  live  with  you  day 
after  day  and  know  that  there  is  an  old  dead  lie 

^TT u"u  ^  ^^?  "'''  ^  ***^"  ^*^  ^°  ™*"y  of  them, 
and  I  shall  speak  the  truth  hereafter,  no  matter 
what  comes  of  it.  Anything  is  better  than  a  long, 
wearing  falsehood,  or  than  those  hideous  little  shams 
that  we  were  always  afraid  to  touch  for  fear  thev 
would  melt  and  show  us  our  own  nakedness.  That 
IS  what  I  loathe  about  my  life,  and  that  is  what  I've 
done  with  now  forever.  I  am  myself  now  for  the 
hrst  time  smce  I  was  bom,  and  at  last  I  shall  let'my 
own  nature  teach  me  how  to  live." 

Her  intense  pallor  was  illumined  suddenly  by  a 
white  flame  whether  from  the  leaping  of  some  iimer 

up  fitfully  Miss  Saidie  could  not  tell.  As  she  turned 
ner  head  with  an  impatient  movement  her  black 
hair  shpped  its  heavy  coil  and  spread  in  a  shadowy 
mass  upon  her  bared  shoulders. 

;jm  sure  I  don't  know  how  it  is."  said  Miss 
Saidie.  wipmg  her  eyes.  "But  I  can't  see  that  it 
makes  any  diflference  whether  you  were  what  they 
call  m  love  or  not.  so  long  as  you  were  a  good.  weU- 
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behaved  wife.  I  don't  think  a  man  troubles  himself 
much  about  a  woman's  heart  after  he's  put  his 
wedding  ring  on  her  finger;  and  though  I  know,  of 
course,  that  thar's  a  lot  of  nonsense  spoken  in  court- 
ship.  It  seems  to  me  they  mostly  take  it  out  in 
talKmg.  The  wives  that  I've  seen  are  generally  as 
anxious  about  thar  setting  hens  as  they  are  about  thar 
husband  s  hearts,  and  I  reckon  things  are  mighty 
near  the  same  the  world  over." 

Without  noticing  her.  Maria  went  on  feverishly, 
speaking  so  low  at  times  that  the  other  almost  lost 
tne  words. 

••It  is  such  a  relief  to  let  it  all  out."  she  said, 
with  a  long,  sighing  breath,  "and  oh!  if  I  had 
loved  him  it  would  have  been  so  different-so 
different.  Then  I  might  have  saved  him;  for  what 
evil  ,s  strong  enough  to  contend  against  a  love 
which  would  have  borne  all  things,  have  covered  all 
tnings  r 

Rising  from  her  chair,  she  walked  rapidly  up  and 
down,  and  pausing  at  last  beside  the  window,  lifted 
the  curtain  and  looked  out  into  the  night. 

'•I  might  have  saved  him;  I  know  it  now,"  she 
repeated  slowly:  "or  had  it  been  otherwise,  even  in 
madness  I  would  not  have  loosened  my  arms,  and 
S  f,7^«.^°"Id  have  been  the  one  passionate 
delight  left  m  my  life.  They  could  never  have  torn 
him  from  my  bosom  then,  l    '  yet  as  it  was-as 

l!-rt^~7"  .  ^^®  *'*™®'^  ^l""'  •  ^^-  «^o«iing  back, 
laid  her  hand  on  Miss  Saidie's  arm.  "It  is  such  a 
comfort  to  talk,  dear  Aunt  Saidie."  she  added, 
even  though  you  don't  understand  half  that  I 
say.     But  you  are  good^so  good ;  and  now  if  you'U 
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CHAPTER  III 

The  Day  Afterward 

Whem  Maria  awoke,  the  sun  was  full  in  her  «yes. 
and  somewhere  on  the  lawn  outside  the  first  bluebird 
w«  whistlmg.     With  a  start,  she  sprang  out  of  bed 

had  1?rr^  "^"^iu^  ^l  '^'  ^°^^  ^'"^  ^^i^»»  Malindy 
r^lJ  fh       •  7^~'  .^^°"  ^°^"^   downstairs,   she 
raised  the  window  and  leaned  out  into  the  freshness 
of  the  morning  where  a  white  mist  glimmered  in  the 
hoHows  of  the  March  landscape.     In  the  distance  she 
saw  the  smokmg  chimneys  of  the  Blake  cottage,  very 
faint  among  the  leafless  trees,  and  nearer  at  han^ 
men  were  moving  back  and  forth  in  her  grandfather's 
fields      Six  years  ago  she  would   have  found  little 
beauty  m  so  grave  and  colourless  a  scene,  but  to-day 
as  she  looked  upon  it  a  peace  such  as  she  had  never 
known    possessed    her   thoughts.     The    wisdom    of 
experience  was  hers  now,  and  with  it  she  had  gained 

Z!,t"fK  '^^^''?''  i"«ght  into  nature  which 
comes  to  the  soul  that  is  reconciled  with  the  unknown 
laws  which  it  obeys. 

Going  down  a  few  moments  later,  she  found  that 
breakfast  was  already  over,  and  that  Miss  Saidie 
was  washmg  the  tea  things  at  the  head  of  th.  bared 
table. 

"  Why,  it  Menu  but  a  moment  lince  I  fen  asleep  " 
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■aid  Mtria,  a«  the  drew  back  her  chAir     ••  H«-.  i 
hw  grandfather  been  up  ? "  ^'^  ''*"« 

ThT.'.  I  "   umverw   rolling  up«d«  down 

Th« .    he  w.gon  you  h«r  now.    Tlink  h^vT' 
he  wont  ba  back  till  after  dark  "  "••vwi, 

th.'^ulttrS'w.'^'^l!!'  ^'^  'PP"*"  »•«"  to 

in  K.,  u  ••  **^°^  ^«''  prepared  evidently 

Which  she  appeared  to  weigh  carefully  her  unuttired 

immediately  her  visit  to  Will  and  Molly  ^^^ 

Oh  you  can't,  you  can't."  groanedMiw  Saidie 
nervously  mopping  out  the  inside  of  a  cup      "  P^' 

as  we  re  beginning  to  see  clear  again."  ^ 

Nowdon't  tell  me  I  can't  when  I  must."  responded 
t^bll^'C^"^  *^^y  ^'^  plate  and  risiigTom  t  J^ 
table:  there's  no  such  word  as  'can't'  wh^  on! 
has  to.  you  know.  I'll  be  back  in  two  hoiTrBTt  21 
mos     and  oh  I  with  so  much  to  tell  you  r  ' 

After  tying  on  her  hat  in  the  hall   >h«  in^u^A  • 
again  to  lighten  Miss  Saidie's  forebol^^f  by  r^,^ 
»ng  bait  of  news:  but  when  she  hTd^Jd^Ful 

the  oaks,  the  assumed  brightness  of  her  look  fadi^ 

^^r  e^  irwrir-irr  *-~-^^^ 

u  was  almost  with  dismay  that  she 
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l^w^rt''  ^''•^"«  ''*•  ^'^""-^  '^^^^  »he  Hall 

t^th!^!  ♦^  r'  "II^  •*'"  '^^  -*^*^*'^  '*"•  »tretch.nK 
to  th«  little  Urm  adjoining  Sol  Peter  kin  • 

■elhng  white  china  buttons  to  Eliza  Field,  leaned 
2^r  the  counter  and  stared  in  amazement  through 
the  open  window.  * 

••  Blew  my  soul  an'  body,  if  thar  ain't  old  Fletcher'i 
granddaughter  come  back  f"  she  exclaimed--"  holdin' 

hit  v^T  *'*':.»•"''  *"'  ^^^"'-  ^^"'  ^^•".  time, 
have  slid  down  hill  sence  I  was  a  gal.  an'  the  women 

of  to-day  am  t  got  the  mc.lesty  they  used  to  be  bom 
with.  Why.  I  remember  the  time  when  old  Mrs 
Beale  in  the  next  county  used  to  go  to  bed  for  shame 
with  a  mustard  plaster,  every  time  her  husband  took 
a  drop  too  much,  which  he  did  every  blessed  Saturday 
that  he  lived.  It  tided  him  over  the  Sabbath 
mighty  well,  he  used  to  say.  for  he  never  could  abide 
the  sermons  of  Mr.  Grant." 

EUxa  dropped  the  buttons  she  had  picked  up  and 
turned,  craning  her  neck  in  the  direction  of  Maria's 
▼anishmg  figure. 

"What  on  earth  has  she  gone  down  Sol  Peterkin's 
lane  for?     she  inquired  suspiciously. 

"The  Lord  knows;  if  it's  to  visit  her  brother  I 
may  say  it's  a  long  ways  mo'n  I'd  do. " 

"She  was  always  a  queer  gal  even  befo'  her  marriage 
—so  strange  an'  far-away  lookin'  that  I  declar'  it  used 
to  scare  me  half  to  death  to  meet  her  all  alone  at  dusk 
I  never  could  help  feelin'  that  she  could  bewitch 
a  body,  if  she  wanted  to.  with  those  solemn  black 
eyes. " 
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worM    ««•      u  "*"   '^•y  de««^e  in   this 

«tl  on  .  rr::„?:^.7  •  *■«"•  ««"  <"  tro«W« 

™..  to  WroVtcordi  ToTy  rrL J"^  ."^ 
make  up  yo'  mind  riah*  4i       Z^      thinkin',  it  to 

good  Lord  ought  to  have  mad.  it  "      ""*^  "  »■•• 

-^.uc£^ood^:rc^— ::^r™i^t: 

opaue.        u  s  wnt  plain  all  over  me  an'  it  ho. 
been  ever  sence  the  day  that  i  was  l^      41.,"' 
as  moral  lookin'  a  baby  as  ever  I  saw^was  what 
Doctor  Pierson  said  to  ma  when  I  wt  mo'n  ♦ 
hours  old.     It  was  so  thin,  ««•  iZ^  u  ™°  "  *^° 

•Vi^„.         «  was  so  then,  an  it's  been  so  ever  sence 
Virtue  may  not  take  the  place  of  beaux  '^tT.' 
ma  used  to  say   'but  \t  «,;ii  1.  '    *">"  P° 

well  vnthout   'em'—     Y«  T   k'  "'°"^  '"^^^'^y 
cent-     T«  K  ^^        **•  *^*  buttons  are  five 

cents.    To  be  sure,  I'll  watch  out  and  let  voTw! 
if  she  comes  this  way  again  "  ^      ^^'^ 
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Maria,  meanwhile,  happily  uncon»ciou«  of  the 
judgment  of  her  neighhoum.  walked  thoughtfully 
along  the  lane  until  she  came  in  tight  of  the  amall 
tumble<t.d«wn  cottage  which  had  been  Fletcher'* 
wedding  gift  to  his  grandson  A  man  in  blue  jean 
dothef  was  ploughing  the  field  on  the  left  of  the  rood 
and  it  was  only  when  something  vaguely  familiar 
in  hts  dejected  attitude  caused  her  to  turn  for  a 
•econd  glance  that  she  realised,  with  a  pang,  that 
he  was  Will. 

At  her  startled  cry  he  looked  up  from  the  horses 
he  was  driving,  and  then,  letting  the  ropes  fall 
came  slowly  toward  her  across  the  faint  pt  pie 
furrows.  All  the  boyish  jauntiness  she  remembered 
was  gone  from  hi-  appearance;  his  reversion  to  the 
family  type  hau  en  complete,  and  it  came  to  her 
with  a  shock  thai  held  her  motionless  thf  •  od 

to-day  where  her  grandfather  had  stood  fiftv  s 

before. 

••  O  WiU !  ••  the  gasped,  with  an  impulsive,  motherly 
movement  of  her  arms.  Rejecting  her  caress  with 
an  impatient  shrug,  he  stood  kicking  nervously  at 
a  clod  of  earth,  his  eyes  wavering  in  a  dispirited 
•urvey  of  her  face. 

"Well,  it  seems  that  we  have  both  made  a  b   med 
mess  of  things,"  he  said  at  last. 

Maria  shook  her  head,  smiling  hopefully.    "  Not  too 
bad  a  mess  to  straighten  out.  dear. "she  answered 
We  must  set  to  work  at  once  and  begin  to  mend 
mattera.     Ah.  if  you  had  only  written  me  how  things 
wer©  I" 

"What  was  the  use?"  asked  Will  doggedly.    "It 
waa  all  grandpa— he  turned  out  the  devil  himself, 
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•nd  th«rt  WM  no  putting  up  with  him.    He'll  kv 
rortvtr.  too;  that's  th«  worn  oi  it  f " 

you  might  to  tMily  h«vt  wait«l.    Sural v  you  JZ 
txHh  young  tnough. "  '  ^^  ''^ 

.r- rrhu^'to^r  it":nti.i-j;s 

'^•Vr "•  i~'*>"«y  of  ChriHopher  BUkL^'?   '^th 

BUke  has  been  a  deuced  good  friend  to  m.  •• 
in.«ted  Will;  "thef.  whet  thTild  Zi  h.S^ 
what  he',  hated  .teiulily  all  .1™  The  ill!! 
trouble  started  when  I  wouldn't  0^0^  my  f .Tjl 

out  my  own  wtfe  there  wa«  hell  to  pay  " 

Mana's  gace  wandered  inquiringly  in  the  Airm^i^ 
of^the  house,  which  had  a'disor/e^^Jn'd  ttS 

nJIl  **'*'  ^^r  •**•  "''•*''  »***  '^tho^t  a  aUght 
nervousness  in  her  voice.  •««»» 

Will  followed  her  glance,  and.  taking  off  his  bi« 

the  ^:^;  ''""*  •'  *'"  "'^^  ^-^^  ««»»"y  ar^nS 

"  Not  now;  but  you'll  see  her  some  day.  when  she'. 

th.  r^J)  .   u"  *  **"^"  °***»y  *°  *««  h«r  «tS 

tne  most  teanng  beauty  you  ever  saw. " 
"And  she's  not  at  home?" 

hal'wT'"  ^*  "^P"*^  impatiently;  "her  mother 
hM  just  come  over  and  taken  her  off.  I  say  Maria '• 
h.  lowered  his  voice,  and  an  eager  look  ^1  "1 
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W«  lfr*K>Iutt  fw..  which  •Ir.ady  .how^d  th«  •«•«. 

WUH' ^l!i'".**!l!f'^  ^*'**'  •^•^'•**      "Oh.  Will  f 

•«^  Md  th«  .quahd  httl.  hoti-:  "thtn  «.,mething 
mtt.t  b.  don.  at  onct-there'.  no  t.m.  to  \o^  I* 
•IM^ak  to  r*ndfathT  about  it  thi.    ery  nigr* 

catchinlT'  *^  "°  **•""  ^"  ^'y*"'"  ««iJ  Will, 
catching  dtap^rattly  at  the  .ugg«ition.     -Even  i 

Jlt^T'     r^^'r  *»»»"8»   ^^•r,  there',  a   kind  of 

worn.  Were  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill  already. 
80.  ,f  yot:  don't  pull  u.  up.  at  lea.t  you  wont  pu.h 
ti»  My  farther  down. "  /         "n  i  puin 

giye^m;  uL"^^  '"*  "^'  "•^•'  '~^^  »-*  y-  -t 
^•-    "•'cim  affaire  are  in  rather  a  muddle.  I  reckon, 

"1    ..'I'^.it  leeme;  but  I'll  ihare  with  you  the 
few  hundred.  I  still  have.     I  brought  this 'today 
thinking  you  might  be  in  immediate  ni«d  " 

wni"  ***•  kT  ^***  "**^*  ~"  °'  *»"^«  f~"»  "«r  pocket. 

counted  tt  greedily  m  her  preeence.     "Well,  you'n^ 

it  hastily  into  .  1  «hirt. 

a  lulrS!!T~'  !'^^  '^^"^  '  ^"»'«  enthu«asm 
•  httle.  but  the  next  instant  she  dismissed  the  feeling 

through  his  arm  as  he  walked  back  with  her  into 
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"I  wish  I  could  see  Molly,"  .he  said  affain    h>^ 

he  added  in  a  persuasive  voice-  •  •!?««»  *u^\?^' 
to  reason  M^JL  .,  ,.  °^^^'  ''"ng  the  old  man 
to  reason   Mana;  its  life  or  death,  remember." 

to.n!ght'"  "'  '"*'  '^'''''  ''"  ^«  -  -y  ^^^  to  him 

"Does  he  dislike  you  as  much  as  ever?" 
he  ^ew  almos^^^  Last  evening 

Saidnoldr^Teft'm^r'  ''!?  7"^^"^  ^^^ 
f^,>      *L        ™*  ''*'  ^®"  rae  a  pound  of  fresh  butter 

h"rr™ :;":'  >"■ "  ^°"  -'^  >»•«  tw  c 

it  me^s™    '  '"  """^  y""  '""^O  ««««  what 

for'aTh;!'^-**.  "P;  '"  '^■^  "''••     Humour  him 

I^mil       ,'*''■     '^'^*''  "«J  «>«  him  into  doi^e 

Sai^^V"  ""• "'  ""^'"^  ""''  '"^8  "»  his  moneT" 

I  h^'^.-'^Mrii""  '^*^  ^"'  furiously.  "If  he  does 
L  ~t,  "i""'  "  ■■*"•  ^o-'t  "t  him.  Mana  It 
tL  with  you.     Why.  if  he  did,  j^ou'd  rtarve 

along  with  us,  wouldn't  you>"  ^ou  a  starve 

teil?*'  5'°"  ""<'°'«  think  of  m^I  could  always 
teach,  you  know,  and  a  little  money  buys  a  S 

ttt  wea,rrr """  "*• '  ■-»-  '-u*?^: 

Svl;  ••  ''  '"""'^'  "  °"''''  of  an  evil  as  great 
be:ifyLti?n.tl:::Ml.'^,r-^«— '^'■*'3 
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"One  of  th«  very  richest  men  in  the  State    thev 
told  me  at  the  cross-roads."  ^ 

a  do^t','".''"^*''*  ""'«"«  '»  ">t  me  off  without 
^vt  1     m  V^'  P""«<l.out  little  farm  hes 

fdark^i"       "■  '*  '*°~°''  "^8  '"  '»<"'«''  t»  f«d 

L.T!"  i?"""  '"  *"""  *""«''•  <'«";  but  you  must 
learn  to  be  patient-very  patient.     His  anger  has 
be«  smothered  so  long  that  it  has  grown  ato«t  a 
settled  as  hate.    Aunt  Saidie  doesn't  dare  mention 
your  name  to  him.  and  she  tells  me  that  if  I  sTmuch 

".fP^f"  "'r"  ■•''"  '«">  "•«  ""t  of  doors. " 
Ihra  It  s  even  worse  than  I  thought. " 
Perhaps     I  can't  .say,  for  I  haven't  approached 

tne    subject    even    remotely    as    yet.     K«p    y^ 

^li!!'^  T:"'  ""  '  P"™«  y""  «°  do  my  bit" 
hZ^    ^  **""•  "'^  "'«'•  fraing  her  face 

homeward  started  at  a  rapid  walk  down  the  lan^ 
The  mterview  with  Will  had  disturbed  her  more 
th«,  she  hked  to  admit,  and  it  was  with  a  poS'v" 
throb  of  pam  that  she  forced  herself  at  last  to  com! 

r^H-'^'-^i'  °'  "''  ^'"^  ^g"  '^th  the  broken 
anddsp,nted  man  from  whom  she  had  just  parted 

which  F  etcher  had  nursed  so  fondly,  this-a  nervous 
overworked  tobacco-grower.  with  bloodshot  "yes 
«»d  features  already  inflamed  by  reckless  drinkiL; 

her  hands  with  a  pathetic  gesture  of  protest    she 

^f  1^*^  ?™'*^  ^'°"'  *^"  ^^"^  ^"^°  t^«  "^ain  road, 
and  was  just  approaching  the  great  chestnuts  which 
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ana  watching  her  with  a  strong  and  steadv  a.*. 
Involuntarily  she  slackened  her%ace  td  wS 
smiling  for  him  to  cross  the  fence-  but  ♦«  w  ' 

b«ih  y'^^  f  **"  "PP"**"  directs..  Po". 
.P^  th»  T'k  """""""•  ««■"«  blankly  i.: 
•Kr^.?'  vk'?'  "*"'  °"  »«»'"•  "!»  knew  th.? 


^^^i^'^*  iK'sep w 


CHAPTER  IV 
Thb  Mbbtino  m  thb  Nioht 

o^  flight.  At  the  instant  hf/  .  ^^'Pf^'^  i"»P«Ise 
faU  him  utterly  and  h  "l  .  ?'^"^^  ^"^^^^  to 
time  in  his  life  h^  W.^  .  f  '  *^*'  ^°^  *^*  «"* 
imminent  moL„t  nfs  iT  ''"'^^^  *°  ^*^«  ^he 
quickly  from  her  nr«  J«  ^^°"^^'  ^^  *°  ««<^ape 

his  retLt  "e'rdCweth':,V"  ^^!^  ^^^--ss 'of 
her  of  his  ruci  .ess  lit  ^  f  °''*^^"  ^^«^t  «Pon 
he  had  put  the  fie M  be^w  "„  h^-"'  ^."""'  "'^" 
eyes,  he  found  himself  r^f"  ^      ^''  ^^""*^°8 

his  imaginings  of  what   hlr^"!.^*^  ''"^°^^^  *^ 
must  have  bSn  ''  '"^""^^^  impressions 

Between  regret  and  perplexitv    h«  ^       ^ 
through,  and  he  met  hi.  mn*t    •  ^^^  "^"^^^^ 

and  Cynthia's  ^s  ful^n  " ' '^""'^"^  ^"'"^^^ 
detachment  of  mSd  He  hT'  ^'^  *  '"^^^^ 
stateofanypowrJemo^iot^C^^^^^^  T^^^^ 

objects  amone  which  ««-  '"  *^®  external 

th.  inward  s?C:  ^r^"  """  f ''*"'  "^ 
th.  field  in  which  he  wl^  ZTl  *"1  '''^"^ 
the  famili-u-  faces  in  ?h.  .  ^'  *''*"*  landscape. 

pathetic  gest^es'i  h"  l^th  "rLdf  an"""  ''''"' 
»  -tw..d  fo™s  scethin,  of^h:";^,^^^^ 
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fcU  itirring  in  hi.  own  braut     It  w»  i.  u- 

to  d«re  risk,  bliadly-to  h,!;..:'  ""  *»  "^  "•»"" 

during    thU    long^y    4:°'' *'';",'""  "r"'* 

questioaingif  one^ghtnot  .fur.n  n^"™".  ''^" 
into  the  impossible  '  •"""«*  >»«<«ong 

rem^nbered  tt.Th.'rprrK'L'"'^'  ■"• 
to  meet  WUI  Fletcher  *f  thl    *  *^*  morning 

lantern,  he  sta!:^t::tlt:XiT'  "^'^"^  '" 
had  aj^ost  forgotten.     He  "Ld  wSf^^^^^ 
with  his  domestic  troubles    aTd  it        ^'^^^^^^ 
o'clock  before  thev  h^  *  "^^^  *^*«''  ^en 

and  tunaed  Sto^'po^  ;  T;  a^InT"  '''•  '^'^^ 
Sol  Peterldn's  lane  *  beginning  of 

in  a  Who..  ^;,' j^b  '  ^"'^  '"'  """"^^^  »"'J  P«t 

so2tTinr«t:  'siltisT/ct'iir  ';^  °™  ™«'-  •■•  '»»<• 

which  he  was  rccX.m^'",nL"t  hTT  ''"' 

neLr  'wwttrwht  ^hf !;,  I"/-^  »  '-»• 
overhead.    His  iMfT!       *.''•.  <='°'«ied  stars  shone 

hand,  cast  a  sWn?f    '  u'""'^"^  '«'"">'  '"m  his 

Wor;  hta,  a„dt  wlsCtTis^n'^  °''  '"^  ^'"""'^ 

was  by  this  illumination  that  he 
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bv  fh-  ;  JT^         "™'  *  portion  of  the  shadow 

oy  the  ice-pond  detach  itaelf  f,.^«  *u  ■««aow 

"You  J" 

Jwel^^  '1*?^''*''  «"»'«''"'er  about  WiU."  .h. 

•nrf  T  :^\    .     *''  '""'  *  wonying  day  in  town 
and  I  think  he  hardly  knew  what  he  w«  1^7' 
b^t  he  haa  put  „p  the  ba„  and  tunned  ouUhe^htT 
«.d  there's  reaUy  no  way  of  getting  in. "  ^     ' 

He  thought  for  a  moment.    "Will  v<m  ■».  ~  . 
your  brother'.,  or  is  it  too  far?"  ''<»«»<»«» 

At  fir^t  I  started  there,  but  that  must  have  been 

P«  a.     Alter  all,  it  would  only  make  matters 
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"MUnt.     if  you  c«r»  to  com.  to  us  mv  M-JT-In 
«I«dIy  find  room  for  you  "  '^  ^^  ^" 

rorgot"'t:tV"th?<.'o:™-.    '<«-""X.^df.th.r 
■■In  the  b.m?"  h«  echoed,  surpri«d. 
oa.  I  vent  there  first,  but  after  I  Uv  dow.  r 

«way.     im  mortally  afraid  of  mice  in  the  dark- 
IZT  '"*«">«"•  "eep  them  off,  will  it  „o,r    ' 

^Tedler'r.'"!*"-  tT'  '''"«  "-«•' 

forgot  her  w:;rh,'tr.or.rS  rrrht: 

nearness.     Around   tH-r*,   ♦u^      •  t.  "**^ 

a  cloak    P«.i    •       A         *^*   "*«^^   stretched   like 

:Mrh.rxvtrh'o"f?tr  irs 

leaned  back  against  the  body  of  a  tr«^d  ^V 

iZT'-r  ■;'  "■'«'"  »<-<•  th'  ■^rer.Vote'heT 

that  he  m«le.  mto  the  etet„al  problem  of  the^ 
torkJdra^^''"^,•"^'"«   '"'"«   that    his   b^ 

«S  t,tT    ^'    "^  V  *°  ■""*  "'^  '"  ">•  shadow  he 
realised  with  the  swiftness  of  intuition  that  in  her 

Th ;  w:5C  :^tt 'k  ^^  'r  ^'^ » "^'« 

/       uia  Ignore  it,  he  knew,  and  yet  it  shone  in 
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•nd  .tremor  disturb  the  high  serenity  of  her  «»' 

TrsTm^r '.VTh""''  '^  -'■"  "••  --^  or'tt^; 
nrsi  meeting  at  the  cross-roads  and  n(  tuJ  ^    * 

then  the  lady  of  his  dreams,  and  now   after  «ii /i! 
rThal  '^'  ?™"  r  "^'  ""•  ""  -"^  t^  H  m 
."  ■^VatVrLrhe?!-;:.'''  ~  "■'-  -■ 
For  a  breathless  moment— for  a  sini.li.  h^ar*  k    * 
-^t  ««ned  to  him  that  he  had  but  t^ltn  d^n ''„" 

wann  Wood  leap  up  beneath  his  mouth     Then  tZ 
"»dn..a  left  him  a,  suddenly  as  it  Z  comra^d 

^Tn  thr^:"  :''!\"""'  *"™'-  -"^"«' 

>«>«»l,  in  the  spiritual   beauty  of  her  look     H. 
caught  hi,  breath  sharply,  and  lowerJhi,  «„"„' 

But  you  wUl  be  afraid  even  with  the  light  "  he 

heTh^nH    7^"^  ™'^''™'y  '"»"  »'<«P.  she  passed 
her  hand  slowly  across  her  eyes.  ^^^ 

"No,  I  shall  not  be  afraid  with  the  light  "  she 

«>;;wered,  and  moved  out  into  the  road 

„dcy "  '"  "'  *""■*  '*  *"■  ^°"-*'"'  ■"" ''  "'y 

She  assented  silently,  and  quickened  her  steos 
do™  the  long  incline;  then,  as  she  stumbled  inlte 
darkness,  he  threw  the  lantern  over  upon  h^r  ^de 
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"If  you  will  lean  on  me  I  think  I  cm  iteady  yott  " 
he  ■ugge.ted  waiting  until  .he  turned  and  laid  hir 
hand  upon  h»i  arm.  "Thaf.  better  now;  go  .lowly 
and  leave  the  road  to  me.  How  in  thufderlSd 
you  come  over  it  in  the  pitch  dark.>" 

"I  fell  Mveral  times."  .he  replied,  with  a  Uttle 
unsteady  laugh,  ''and  my  feet  a^  ohf^hurt  and 
brui^.    To-morrow  I  .hall  go  on  crutche.. " 

A  bad  nighr'.  work,  then. " 

adde^dVe:LV''  "  '  "^^'^  ''^'  ^^"' '  ''^ 

"You  mean  if  I  had  not  found  you  it  would  have 

been  won«     Well.  I'm  glad  that  much  good  hi! 

come  out  of,  it.     I  have  .pared  you  a  coldi«>  that 

gws  down  lo  my  credit;  otherwise But  what 

'wrZ/r  ''  '"*'*'"  '•  '""^«^  impatiently. 
We  must  have  met  woner  or  later  even  if  I  had  run 
across  the  world  instead  of  merely  across  a  tobacco 
field.  After  all.  the  world  is  no  bigger  than  a 
tobacco  field,  when  it  comes  to  destiny  " 

"To  dwtiny?"  she  looked  up.  startled.  "Then 
there  are  fatalists  even  among  tobacco-growers?" 

He  met  her  question  with  a  laugh.  "But  I  wasn't 
always  a  tobacco-grower.  and  there  were  poets  before 
Homer,  who  is  about  the  only  one  I've  ever  read. 

ild   Tif     if  '''f  *°  '"^  *'«  ""^«  ^'^^-^tion  I  ever 
had-that  I  ve  done  my  best  to  come  down  to  the 

level  of  my  own  cattle;  but  I'm  not  an  ox,  after  all 

except  m  strength,  and  one  has  plenty  of  time  to 

thmk  when  one  works  ir.  the  field  all  day.      Why 

the^fanaes   I've  had   would    positively  turn   yo^ 

"Fancies — about  what?" 
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"Not  evil."  the  protested 
Sh.  ,hook  h«  h..d.  treating  hi.  word.  „  .  j«. 

"?h!  ".^  /•"•'  •:"  *""  ""'*  "•  "-I »  w«h.  •• 

^^  That  .  pnde,  you  know. " 
'"Nor  that  wore  k>  frank  a  (ac«." 
"And  that',  hypocriay. " 
"  Nor  that  dar«l  to  be  k>  rude.  " 
He  caught  up  her  laugh. 

r  1  ^t"^'"'"  "»  "»«.  I  gr»nt  you.    What  a  brut. 
I  mu.t  have  nemed  thi.  morning  " 

Bow  BUk".'^""''  """  •  '^"-t^-O-nor  • 
With  a  .tart  he  looked  down  upon  her      "Th.n 

'°"hTn  T  '"Sr J"  "••  "^  "'•P'^  he  „ked. 

Of  Bohvar  Blake-why,  who  i.n't?  I  u«d  to 
be  taught  one  of  hi,  maxim,  «,  a  child-'  If  you  can't 
tell  a  polite  lie.  don't  tell  any  "'  ^ 

he"i«*"""'  ""  '"•«'  "•O  "'""ty,  eh.- 


I 

4 


3«» 


THE  DBMVERANCB 


* 


I 


AhMd  of  them.  wlMr«  the  greet  oeki  were  mMMM^ 

ial  t  K  T""^'"' *^'"^"«"     HertoftbLrhiS 
JeThil^  ^^''^  J">m  the  obscurity  et  hi.  .ide.  end  S 

SjThe  knew  1  "'^'"•J."  ''•  '^^^'^  •»<»  *->^*t^ 

thm  •  u'**  '•"'•  '**  »»•'"  '^^h  the  touch  of 
the  woman  whom,  he  .till  told  himself  he  c  uM 
never  love.     Not  to  love  her  had  ^[oL\f^ 

whl*  S?^"'  °^P"^'  -  ^''^  -  -'  honour  thetev^n 
Th  L  hf*  7°^!r'"^  ''"^  ^•'^•^^•d  »»«  thought. 

•he  made  would  vanieh  with  the  momina.     It  wm 

•vef «  Thf  r'*  •*""••  '•  "^"^  reasoned.'and  knew 
Z!  ?  f  \*  ''"  'P^^*"  *»»**  th«  charm  which 
drew  him  to  her  wae.  above  all  thin«  the  Toirit 
•pwking  through  the  flesh.  ^'  ''*"* 

Mi!^/?fl  '  ^*''*  *^"  *  «^'**  *»<»*her  to  you."  .aid 

yourwif  with  the  reflection  that  destiny  would  have 

TcShrro^aS..^^^  "^"--   '^'  ^-  *-  X 

Jsaned  upon  two  crutches,  philosophy  and  rewln 
Wto  one  broke  under   him  he  ihrew  hi.  w^ote 

^  Then  he  went  down.  I  suppose.  " 
I  never  heard  the  end-but  if  it  wasn't  quite  bo 
dark,  you  would  find  me  really  covered  with  coSS^oJ! 
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Ih.».  not  only  bn«.,ht  y<m  .  good  mil.  out  of  yo« 
Sf  ■  "•'*"'»»"  Pfn-wd  to  rob  you  o(  your 

"Until  to-night  r* 

"Until    now-thii    v«y   mlnut..    For  tht  «nt 

"And  Where  did  It  lead  you?" 
He  laughed  at  the  Mriousnew  in  her  voice. 
Through  a  muck-heap-in  the  rtep,  of  my  own 
cmttle.    I  am  sunk  over  the  neck  in  it  already  •• 

it  f^T^T  ''•  "'''"^"  °'  '"  ^'  '^ 

"Butthere  ii  a  way  out.     Have  you  found  it?" 

filth^T/l  "°"*-    ''''•  sallowed  M  long  in  the 
filth  that  It  has  covered  me." 

"Surely  it  will  rub  oflF,"  she  said. 

For  a  moment  the  lantern's  flash  rested  upon  hia 

Which  itill  enveloped  his  mouth 

The  high-bred  lines  of  his  profile  stood  out  clear 
*nd  fine  as  those  of  an  ivory  carving,  and  their  verv 
beauty  saddened  the   look  she  tuLd   u,x> T  hT 

coZ  V'^""'  '*"  ^"'"^"'y  '°"^^  ^"d  reveled  t^e 
coarsened  jaw  with  the  almost  insolent  strength 
of  the  closed  hps.  The  whole  effect  was  one  of 
reckless  power,  and  she  caught  her  breath  with  the 
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•qjjUytb«t,Mdg,olgoodortTiL        ^^ 

Ht«  ht  httag  th.  Umtwi  from  .  aafl.  aad  Sw 
l»«Miiif  down  -om,  rtww  from  •  pflt  fa  ooTJ^' 

•JM  It  Urt,  M  ht  tunMd  to  go,  "but  If  tb^  do- 

fri|gjt«wd,  that  I'm  witWo  tmbot.  •     "    ^   ** 
«2Sl;f*''*?  "^  ^^  '^^^^^  o'  <»^*'«  him  for  « 
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CRAPTBR  V 
MA.IA  Standi  oh  CH.i.TofMiii',  0,o«i.d 

Mlindy  h.<l  JZm  '*•  '^  "•"•  *■"«" 

louowed  him  and  spoke  gently  while  he  paused 
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to  take  down  his  bat  from  one  of  the  old  antlers 
near  the  door. 

"If  I  could  only  be  of  some  use  to  you,  grand- 
father," she  said;  "are  you  sure  there  is  nothine  ? 
can  do?"  * 

With  his  hand  still  outstretched,  he  hesitated  lv 
instant  and  stood  looking  down  upon  her.  his  heavy 
features  wrinkling  into  a  grin. 

"I've  nothing  against  you  as  a  woman,"  he  re- 
sponded "but  when  you  set  up  and  begin  to  charge 
like  a  judge,  I'U  be  hanged  if  I  can  stand  you." 

"Then  I  won't  charge  any  more.  I  only  want  to 
help  you  and  to  do  what  is  best.  If  you  would  but 
let  me  make  myself  of  some  account." 

He  laughed  not  unkindly,  and  flecked  with  his 
stubby  forefinger  at  some  crumbs  which  had  lodged 
m  the  folds  of  his  cravat. 

"Then  I  reckon  you'd  better  mix  a  batch  of  dough 
Mid  feed  the  turkeys."  he  replied,  and  touching  her 
shoulder  with  his  hat-brim,  he  went  hurriedly  out 
of  doors. 

When  he  had  disappeared  beyond  the  last  clump 
of  shrubbery  bordering  the  drive,  she  remembered 
the  lantern  she  had  left  hanging  in  the  bam.  tnd, 
going  to  look  for  it,  carried  it  upstairs  to  her  room, 
in  the  afternoon,  however,  it  occurred  to  her  that 
Christopher  would  probably  need  the  light  by 
evemng.  and  swinging  the  handle  over  her  arm,  she 
set  out  across  the  newly  ploughed  fields  toward  the 
Blake  cottage.  The  stubborn  rustic  pride  which 
woidd  keep  him  from  returning  to  the  Hall  aroused 
m  her  a  fr.nk,  ahnost  tender  amusement.  She 
had  long  a  ,o  wearied  of  the  trivial  woridUness  of 
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iife;  in  the  last  few  years  the  shaUowness  of  passion 
^nceTol  ?  "°"""^  "^"^*'  *°^  ^^^^  ^^^  -'solute 

hT^'^  A  I  °**^"'^^^*  °f  a  conventional  manage 
had  failed  her  utterly;  her  soul  had  rejected  the 
woman's  usual   cheap  compromise  with%Se„.ais 

thti  1^'  °'*  P""**"  '"°™  °^  th«  vanities  by 
which  she  was  surrounded  she  had  attained  the 
moral  elevation  which  comes  to  those  who  live  by 
«i  inner  standard  of  purity  rather  than  by  outward 

£rsman  '''  'T""^  °'  '^'  "^^-«  '^-  '-d 
and  until  her  meeting  with  Christopher  on  the  day 
of  her  homecoming  he  had  existed  in  her  imagination 
only  as  a  bright  and  impossible  memory.     Now   a^ 

eLdThVfi^!?'^'T"'^  "^°"^  *^^  '^«'«  P-*h  that 
an  thl  \  f '  "^"  ^"^"^  ^"^^^^  ^°"  -i^g  if.  after 
«1^  "?  ''°™   unconsciously  hi      deal  as  an 

armour    against    the    petty   temptati    .s     and    the 
sudden  melanchoUes  of  the  last  six  years 
As  she  neared  the  fence  that  divided  the  two  farms 

toow.  and  when  he  looked  up  she  lifted  the  lantern 

s^„rT^  '\r  *^'  ^^-     Q^i-kening  his  steps,  he 
swung  himself  over  the   rail   fence  with   a  single 

tt^. '  fT l'*"""  *°  ^^^'"^  '^"^  ^*°°^  ^^d  a  dried 
tnnge  of  last  summer's  yarrow. 

b*In^"T  *?  T^  *^^  ""^"^  ^°^  *^«  "^Sht  in  the 
Dam?     he  asked  anxiously. 

J'^^v'J.,^^^^'^^^  *^®  "^°s*  beautiful  dreams." 
^rld.''  ^^  ^  ^"^*^"  "^°^*  P«^«<=t  ^«^P  i"  tie 
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"Then  the  mice  kept  away?" 

"At  kMt  they  didn't  wake  me." 

"I  stayed  within  caU  untU  sunrise,"  he  laid 
quietly.    "  You  were  not  afraid  ? ' ' 

Her  rare  .mile  ihor.fl  suddenly  upon  him.  illumin- 
inf  the  delicate  paUor  of  her  face.  "I  knew  that 
you  were  there,"  she  answered. 

For  a  moment  he  gazed  steadily  into  her  eyes 
then  with  a  decisive  movement  he  took  the  lantern' 
from  her  hand  and  turned  as  though  about  to  go 
back  to  his  work. 

"It  was  very  kind  of  you  to  bring  this  over,"  he 
said,  pausing  beside  the  fence. 

"Kind?  Why,  what  did  you  expect?  I  knew  it 
might  hang  there  forever,  but  you  would  not  come 
for  It. 

"No,  I  should  not  have  come  for  it."  he  replied 
swmging  the  lantern  against  the  rails  with  such 
force  that  the  glass  shattered  and  fell  in  pieces  to 
the  ground. 

"Why,  what  a  shame !"  said  Maria;  "and  it  is  all 
my  fault." 

A  smile  was  on  his  face  as  he  looked  at  her 

"You  are  right-it  is  all  your  fault."  he  repeated, 
while  his  gaze  dropped  to  the  level  of  her  Ups  and 
hung  there  for  a  breathless  instant. 

With  an  effort  she  broke  the  spell  which  had  fallen 
oyer  her,  and.  turning  from  him.  pointed  to  the  old 
Blake  graveyard  on  the  little  hill. 

"Those  black  cedars  have  tempted  me  for  days  " 
she  said.  "Wm  you  tell  me  what  dust  they  guard 
so  faithfully?"  * 

He  followed  her  gesture  with  a  frown. 


he 


ON  CHRISTOPHER'S  GROUND         389 
"I  will  show  you,  if  you  like."  he  answered.     "It 

^Lr;.^. '''''  °"  ^^^'  ^'^^ '  -y  o«-  you 

"Your  people  are  buried  there?" 

"For  two  hundred  years.    Will  you  come?" 

intYhil'fi'M  T"'^-  "*  *°'«<^  '"e  lantern  over 
into  hB  field  and  came  closer  to  her  side.  "Come  " 
he  repeated  gently,  and  at  his  voice  a  faint  flush 
spread  riowly  from  her  throat  to  the  loosened  hSr 
upon  her  forehead.     The  steady  glow  gavTher  face 

quieOy''  '  ""'  """"^  "  '""'  "''■'  "•"  ^''O  "sponded 
Together  they  went  slowly  up  the  low.  brown 
nchne  over  the  clods  of  upturned  earth.  Wh« 
they  reached  the  bricked-up  wall,  which  had  crumble" 
away  ,„  places,  he  ciimbed  over  into  the  C  of 
perrwrnkle  and  then  held  out  his  hands  to  assist  her 

;:id"rd''H'-. ;:""'•  ^'^^  '°*°  '""*  ^■^"■^' 

^wirmrX"""""        '""^°"-    ^•*''""^''  = 
At  his  words,  sho  made  a  sudden  spring  forward 
her  dress  caught  on  the  wall,  and  she  dipped  Kghtlv 

he  held  r'"'^''*''.^"™-     "''  *"«  "»«  °f  "  «~nd 

1~°1  •  ""  ''"''  "'"'  '"''^  "^  «y«  to  »«»  the 
serene  composure  of  her  expression.     He  was  con- 

sao^  that  his  own  face  flamed  red  hot,  but  to^l 
outward  seeming  she  had  not  noticed  the  incident 
wtoch  had  so  moved  him.  The  calm  distinction  of 
her  bearing  struck  him  as  forcibly  as  it  had  done  at 
their  first  meeting. 
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voice  M  the  looked  about  her. 
Pot  answer  he  drew  aside  the  screening  boughs  of 

^r^^Vn    v^^'^T^  '°  '^'  discoloured  marble  .labs 
•trewn  thickly  under  the  trees. 

"A^T   *.'*   ""^    P*°P^*'"    ^*   '«*"">*d    gravely. 
And  here  is  my  grotmd." 

Pausing,  she  glanced  down  on  his  father's  wave 
ary  dust  from  the  cedars 

moment.""'  '°   "*   "'^   '''''"  '^»  -^'   ^^^er    a 
^^^Seventy  years.     He  Uved  exactly  ten  years  too 

"Too  long.?" 

"Those  last  ten  years  wrecked  him.     Had  he  died 
at  sixty  he  would  have  died  happy  " 

He  turned  from  her.  throwing  himself  upon  the 
carpet  of  periwinkle,  and  coming  to  where  he  lav 
she  sat  down  on  a  granite  slab  at  his  side 

One  must  believe  that  there  is  a  purpose  in  it  " 
she  responded,  raising  a  handful  of  finT  dust  and 

Tvlrr  ''T^^  'r  ^^'  "°^  °««  would  go  mad 
over  the  mystery  of  things." 

has  fulfilled  Itself  in  a  precious  way.     Why.  there's 

wouldn  t  have  changed  places,  and  said  'thank  you  ' 
too  with  any  one  of  those  old  fellows  over  there. 
They  were  jolly  chaps.  I  tell  you.  and  led  jolly  lives 

Lnv  nor  ^  1'  V"'"^  *'^*  *^^^  neier  won  a 
penny  nor  missed  a  kiss  " 
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"  Nor  learned  a  lesson,  evidently.  Well,  may  they 
«»t  m  peace;  but  I'm  not  sure  that  their  ^.dom 
would  carry  far.  There  are  better  things  thi^ 
gaming  and  kissing,  when  all  is  said." 

''  Better  things  ?     Perhaps. ' ' 

"Have  you  not  found  them?" 

tobalt';:u  W.""'  '  ^*"'  ^"^^^  ^"^^^"^  --P^ 
^^  For  a  long  pause  she  looked  down  into  his  upturned 

A^'!t^T  *"•  '*  ""'*  **"'  """y  ^*  "^«  n<^  th«  work  we 
do  that  matters,"  she  said  slowly,  "but  the  ideT! 
we  put  mto  It.  Is  there  any  work  too  sordid  too 
prosaic,  to  yield  a  return  of  beauty  ? " 

the  hniT  b^""",  "^'uu'  "^^'  *"^  S»*«^*d  <lo-n 
fieM  'B  .  !  P^°^«^;^"*  ^yi°?  i«  the  ripped-up 
field.       But  It  IS  not  beauty  that  some  of  us  want 

you  t^7      ""''*"'  *'**°"'  '*PP^"«"'  -"  i*  -h"  t 

•'Surely  they  are  not  the  same.     I  have  known 

m^ny  successful  people,  and  the  only  three  perfectly 

?a*ifu4/^''      "''""  ""'*  "'"''  ^****  *^*   ^^'^^  <=*"» 
"Failures.?"  he  echoed,  and  remembered  Tucker 

San^ts'oTba'^ktr^   ^''°"^'   '''  ^"^^^^^^ 
"Two  were  women."  she  pursued,  clasping  and 

w^  ?Sfthlr    ^"^^V  ^-/^^   -  »^-  1-P.  "and  one 
TnZ^y  ?  P"''*  ""^^  ^**^  ^•^^  'eared  in  a 

foundhng    asylum     and     educated     by     charity. 

T^Z      1    ?""    ^'"^    ^*    ^*^    °°     Ws    way    to 
a  leper  island  m  the  South  Seas,  where  he  would 
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be  buried  alive  for  the  remainder  of  his  hfe     All 

he  had  was  an  ideal,  but  it  flooded  hia  soul  with  lirfit 

Another  was  a  Russian  NihiUst,  a  girl  in  years  and 

yet  an  atheist  and  a  revolutionist  in  thought,  and 

her  unbelief  was  in  its  way  as  beautiful  as  the  religion 

of  my  priest.     To  return  to  Russia  meant  death- 

she  knew,  and  yet  she  went  back,  devoted  rnd 

exalted,  to  lay  down  her  life  for  an  iUusion.    So  it 

sewns.  when  one  looks  about  the  worid,  that  faith 

and  doubt  are  dry  and  inanimate  forms  until  we 

pour  forth  our  heart's  blood   which  vivifies  them  " 

She  fell  silent,  and  he  started  and  touched  softly 
the  hem  of  her  black  skirt, 
•'And  the  other?"  he  asked. 
"The  other  had  a  stranger  and  a  longer  story,  but 
if  you  will  listen  I'll  tell  it  to  you.    She  was  an 
Italian,  of  a  very  old  and  proud  famUy,  and  as  she 
possessed  rare  loveUness  and  charm,  a  marriage  was 
arranged  for  her  with  a  wealthy  nobleman   who  had 
fallen  m  love  with  her  before  she  left  her  convent. 
She  was  a  rebellious  soul,  it  seems,  for  the  day  before 
her  wedding,  just  after  she  had  patiently  tried  on 
her  veil  and  orange  blossoms,  she  sUpped  into  the 
dress  of  her  waiting-maid  and  ran  oflf  with  a  music- 
teacher—a  beggarly  fanatic,  they  told  me— a  man 
of  red  repubUcan  views,  who  put  dangerous  ideas 
into  the  heads  of  the  peasantry.     From  that  moment, 
they  said,  her  life  was  over;  her  family  shut  their 
doors  upon  her,  and  she  fell  finally  so  low  as  to  be 
seen  one  evening  singing  in  the  public  streets.     Her 
story  touched  me  when  I   heard  it:  it  seemed  a 
pitiable  thing  that  a  woman  should  be  wrecked  so 
hopelessly  by  a  single  moment  of  mistaken  courage- 
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ON  CHRISTOPHER'S  GROUND         ^^^ 

At  my  knoc^th,  dro'"^'  "Z  JT  ""r" 
confidence  of  extreme  youth     H.f  f^'T,'"'"'' 

srm^o;:\^rziti?--'^^^^^ 

'or  a  year.    Then,'  at  L  i^te'^?  ""^"L  "^"^ 
•hook  her  head  and  smUed  '™''"''^'  "" 

beln  n.'T*,,'"^  *"*"'>'  y*""''  »■»  "id.  -and  I  have 
nouri.hed  uJn  2r'  a„T        °"^''  "^  '^'»*'»'  ''«" 

-  thou^hnrthrhaTt'ourd  r„ThrmV» 

hrarSe'a^d?a,irh'''''7'    ^^^>^^ 
-na  I  doubt  «  even  in  th^t.^ rlis'^^H^' 
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^  worthy  of  th«  |>aMton  h«  inipiwd-but  that 
•fttr.^l.m.k-littl.diff.r«,ce.  It  wiui .  gr«it  ov« 
whjch  iM  th,  „.xt  b«.t  thing  ro  •  gr«it  faith  -  ' 

ywd.  and  they  dmcmiM  the  low  brown  hiU  tocher. 
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CHAPTER  VI 
The  Orowino  Liort 

concwning  BiU  Fletcher  "^       "^ 

^^jAh.  i.  th.t  «?••  he  m«™«l,  with  .  ,™.b,«i 

doe.  seem  >  .h.™.     i.  ^*'  •"*  '  °"«"  "X '» 

can  t  Uke  hu  money  with  him  to  the  next  world, 
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^!ch  i?T  ''^"*^'!'^'  '  ^°"*'  '"'•*^^«  »»«'^  find  hi. 
match  If  h«  icouml  the  country.    Why   thev  iav  hi 

J^nddaujhte.  barely   get.  eLgh  V'^^^l^t 

with^.  u  "•»!'  *^.T.'"*^  Chriitopher.  examining  it 
Tut  whir'L  ^I  '''*'^^'  "^"-^  ^  failing  me 
?iVtch:.r"a/^^^^^^^^      '^•^•"  ^-  ^^'  --y  <>o 

Tom  Spade  .ay..     Mr.  Carraway  is  cominrdown  Txt 
wtek  to  draw  up  a  new  will." 

••And  hi.  grandchildren  come  in  for  nothing?" 
Bill  Fl  ri         •*  '^^y-l^ut  you  cant  we  through 
that  hi  h''  ^  "°^°^>'  ''"°^''      The  funny  parJ*. 

hear  at'  T^  "''"  *  ''''"«  ^'^  *'""  ^yn^^^-- 
L~.    f  V    u*  ^"  *''*"  persuaded  him  to  rai.e  the 
wage,  of  h..  hand..     If.  a  pity  she  can't  pat^  un 

v^'mU  •'  "^''^''^  <l-rre,Lms  to  di.C  her 

"You  have  seen  her,  then.?" 

••Yesterday,  for  a  minute.    She  stopped  me  near 
the  store  and  asked  for  news  of  Wil^ThTre  Z 

alonri  r^^  '^"  '^^  ''''^'  ^^-^  they  drlg^e^ 
along  somehow  with  Sol  Petcrkin's  help.  T^t's 
a  fine  woman.  Fletcher  or  no  Fletcher  -      ^^     '  '^^^  ' 

of  n^e  "' Vh?''  '?  '1''-''''  ""'^^'y  ^  ^"-«-" 

We-uTv..    «,wV  u^"'*'^*  ^*"^"S   "«   *°    dinner. 
We  II  have  to  fill  the  hogsheads  later  on  - 

But  when  the  meal  was  over  and  he  was  returning 

f"  ^^mither  ^  ^°"°^^^  ^^-  ^^^  ^  --^' 
••She  has  asked  for  you  all  the  morning.  Chriato- 
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•      tm  Mrpi  on  It  contmuallv  " 
"•  a«a  turned  to  ent«r  .h.  i. 
word.,  but  now  hi.  /a.  .7    .  !    °"'*  "  ''"  «"' 

o»  pen  win..  .n.l  at  C  "ristoph^r^itTZ  t  '"!:: 

to  the  .hadow  of  hltu'll^'""  "f  f  ^""-""'y 
••"rth    .hone    thS    th.  "^ ',*''*'"""  "» 

her  tM  and  handr   „      k    ""^^'-'y   PaUor    of 

PiMed  togethw  l^tT,  h  .     •'"''"'"^'"d  "nen  wa. 
"I  h.„.  V  *  dehcate  cameo  brooch 
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lo«ftf  to  enjoy  the  pitaaurM  of  tbta  world.  Now 
wh«t  troubiM  m«  more  than  all  .Im  i«  that  I  am' 
to  d,t  reeling  thet  the  f.m.ly  will  pM.  utterly  ewey. 
1«  it  poeeible  that  both  LiU  end  youridf  pmiet  in 
your  ebeurd  end  eelfleh  determinetion  tfrenMii" 
unmarried  f*  wmwh 

A^?*"'  "*^**^'  mother  I"  groaned  Lila  from  the 
nrtpiace. 

well  that  a  family  ,.  looked  at  aikance  when  aJl  of 
iU  memberi  remain  tingle  Surely  one  old  maid- 
•nd  I  am  quite  reconciled  to  poor  Cynthiai  ipineter. 
hood-i.  enough  to  leaven  thingt.  a.  your  father 
wi«d  to  eay— — " 

Hw  memory  .lipped  from  her  for  a  moment;  the 

ShtL'.^"'""^'-"'-^^^-^'^--^- 

;;  What  wae  I  eaying,  LiU  ?    I  grow  so  forgetful. " 

About  father,  dear." 
"No,  no:   I  remember  now-it  wae  about  your 
m^rymg.     Weli.  well.  a.  I  „id  before,  I  fear  your 
attitude  .s  the  reeult  of  some  sentimental  fancies  you 
have  found  m  books.     My  child,  there  was  never  a 
book  yet  that  held  a  sensible  view  of  love,  and  I 
hope  you  will  pay  no  attention  to  what  they  say 
A.  for  waiting  untU  you  can't  Uve  without  a  man 
before  you  marry  him-tut-tut  I  the  only  necessary 
question  ,s  to  ascertain  if  you  can  possibly  live  with 
hnn.    There  is  a  great  deal  of  sentiment  talked  in 
Me.  my  dear,  and  very  little  lived-and  my  experience 
Of  the  world  has  shown  me  that  one  man  is  Ukely  to 
make  quite  as  good  a  husband  as  another-provided 
be  remaint  a  genUeman  and  you  don't  expect  him 
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Ar^A  \*^"*      '"•  ^  "  '*^«  "'•^•««.  '"y  chil. 
drtn  and  •  happy  on«.     Your  faihw  f«ll  m  lovt  with 

m«  at  hit  flm  glance,  and  h«  did  not  hau  m«  at 

Wi  U.t.  though  the  penod  covered  an  aviation  of 

lis  i^.h!^'^*'  '''•'^  *"  *»*•  P*^'''°"  '^here  he 
aaa  to  cbooM  between  me  and  hi«  dinner.     Honeetly 

nervou.  wh«»  I  think  of  the  result  of  .uch  a  pa..." 
I  I  ;  ™°'*»*^'"  Protetted  Lila  reproachfully;  "if 
ni.tened  to  you  I  .hould  never  want  to  nu^  any 

"Vm  «,re   I  don't  see  why.   my  dear.     I   have 
alway.  urged  it  as  a  duty,  not  advised  it  us  a  pleasure. 

^ilLV     \  ^'  '  ^'^''^  '°  '^''  ^*y  ^»'«  »^«Khest 
opimon  of  matrimony  and  of  men.  though  I  admit. 

times  fwl  that  women  might  select  a  better  object. 
When  the  last  word  i.  «ud.  a  man  is  not  half  so 
Mtisfactoor  a  domestic  pet  a.  a  cat.  and  far  less  neat 
m  his  habits.  Your  poor  father  would  throw  his 
cigar  ashes  on  the  floor  to  the  day  of  h.s  death,  and 
Jk^"!  ,"*''•'  P*""*^*  ^"^  *°  "»«  «"  a«h.tray. 
th!!*l     ,  ^^^^  iJ!""  °"*  "«"**^'y  ^''^  Christmas 

d!*i*»      T^      ^°  ^^"  ""*°''*  *^«'*"'  Christopher? 
I  detect  a  strong  odour  of  tobacco  about  you.  and  I 

h<^   you   haven't   let   Tucker   persuade   you   into 

u«ng   anything  so   vulgar   as   a   pipe.     The   worst 

l^ect  of  a  war,  I  am  incUned  to  believe,  is  the  excuse 

It  oifers^  every  man  who  fought  in  it  to  fall  into  bad 
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••I  deZ  tl'  "".'V  ""■«''•  "  "*  «»«  '"""  W.  cL^ 

1  detest  the  stuff  and  always  did  " 
M™    mT"^'  °''*'"  '°  *"  •'■^"''ful  for  it."  said 
can't  h.,     ■     f^™"«  ''™  "y  "  S'^'-™.  "but  I 

saTd  tha?         '""^  "  ''"""  "'  '"-J"''  B'«-'».  who 
saul    hat  a  woman  who  didn't  flirt  and  a  man  who 

tt^lT      """  ""'*''"<'  "'''""^-    It  i'  «  com- 
mendable «centricity,  I  suppose,  but  an  eccentricit^ 
P»d  or  bad,  ,s  equally  to  be  deplored.     Your  ™„d- 

h,s  neighbours  was  quite  as  unfortunate  as  the  man 
who  was  w- e.  Who  knows  but  that  your  disTike 
of  tobacco  and  your  aversion  to  marriage  may  ^u|t 
irom  the  same  peculiar  quirk  in  your  b^rai"?  "  " 
Well,  ,t  s  there  and  I  can't  alter  it  even  to 
P^ase  you.  mother,"  declared  Christopher  Vrmth: 

anTthere  irsuldT''"''  ''""'  ^^^"^'  '--  "''">• 

he^^f^^^LtgKV-^rt""-  ■"-  « 

in  It  ^"Vf  """"'y-  ''"PP'-S  "P  foaming  puddles 
m  the  muddy  road  and  beating  down  the  old  ™  H 
bushes  in  the  yard. 

wav'w^'"^^"  "^""^  ^°'  *  """"«»'  in  the  door- 

tte  tite  of?."V°  '"'  "^^  '"'  '^™''  *"••  -i'Mght 
the  taste  of  the  dampness  into  his  mouth  and  the 

odour  of  the  moist  earth  into  his  nostrils.    The  worW 

h^  taken  on  a  new  and  appealing  beauty,  anly^ 

whicrretad    "''"'"  ""  "^^'"^  -"-  «  -i"- 
His   ears  were   now  opened   suddenly,  his  eyes 
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unbandaged.  and  he  heard  the  rhythmical  fall  nf  iu 
ram  and  saw  the  charm  ^r  *i     /''""^'^**  »all  of  the 

vividae»  that  he  h'dTever  fo:„^""^''"""  "''"  " 
of  .  summer's  day.  Human  Z,,  '"  '"J"^™"' 
responsive  sympathy  ^n"  ho  ,era™™f  "T  *° 
tenderness  for  his  btad  mother  In,,  ,„?«!  "f"^ 
with  their  narrowed  and  empty  ivt  '"^.''^'«"' 
share  in  the  wnrlrf    1,.        ,'  T  '  ■    "''  0"n 

-an.  insi'^nit'  ,a  .r'To'  Z  t"'  """  "'  " 
do™  like  a  weed  in  his^bace:  Md  anTforT  '" 
spnnging-up  he   found   neither  nTnT.  "'"" 

The  facts  of  his  own   lil  ^         "°'  P"'!"^'- 

pu;Tr;ot"Hra'f^^:t?hf„Tet:h  ^"  -^^^  "• 

shouMers  when  you  go  bac\"  to  th  ' t™  TJZ 

"Oh    ,.  '*''^.®"7ely  through  your  shirt." 
Sh.    c    ?J  ^'"^  ^°*'  y°"  "^'^'t  worry." 

r^rt^^t^^rt't^t^^^^^^^^^ 

lf«A*  «^  *!,    1  *"  *"®  darkness  ajid  of  thp 

Iiglit  of  the  lantern  shining  on  her  face      l^.l 
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PO«ie8  of  1  fe.  had  come  to  him  in  the  fonn  of  a  mat 
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CHAPTER  VII 
In  WmcH  Camawav  Sp.am  the  Truth  to  Ma.u 

F  Jctr  tL.^r,]"  •"  "K""'  "quJt  from 
new  will  into  proper  form. 

a    long   conversation    with    the   old   man    in  Z 

ur!^^.  '''"^   ""'=''    "»"»   ""d    fitted 

up  in  the  spare  room  next  her  chamber.    It  was 

rl.    ^^  **"  '""P^io"  '«umed  to  him 

^Mvlf  the  shimng  floor,  which  reflected  the 
^te^   old   furmtnre,  and   the  cushions,  and  the 

the  kmd  read  by  the  women  whom  he  knew-bie 

C^  «rr  ,:S  'if  °^''^-  y«»— ve«d  French 
novds.  and  curled  edges  of  what  he  took  to  be  the 

n^^  '^:  "  *"  ^""^  '^t"  «'«f  that  te 
noticed  a  damty  feminine  touch  here  and  th.«_a 
woric-bag  of  flowered  silk  upon  the  sofa,  a  b^l  of 
<««"»»  among  the  papers  on  the  old  mah.^y 
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desk   and  dining  to  each  b,t  of  well-worn  drapery 
in  the  room  a  faint  and  delicate  fragrance 

Mana  was  lying  drowsily  in  a  low  chair  before  the 
fire,  and  as  he  entered  she  looked  up  with  a  wnile 
and  motaoned  to  a  comfortable  seat  acL  the  hemh 

Ll^    r.''"^'"  '"^^'  ^"'  «^«  »»*<*  °ot  Sen 
t^e  un^M  «"«/" -ere  playing  carelessly  with 

the  uncut  leaves.  Against  her  soft  black  dress  the 
whiteness  of  her  face  and  hands  showed  alm^  tt 
ntense  a  contrast,  and  yet  there  was  no  hint  7{ 
fragility  m  her  appearance.  From  head  to  foot  she 
was  abounding  .vith  energy,  throbbing  with  life 
and  though  Carraway  would  still,  pefhaps  have' 
hesitated  to  call  her  beautiful,   his  eyes   d.veh  wUh 

BeTtHH^K^'  "°''^  ^^"^^  °^  her  relaxed  fi^^i: 
Better  than  beauty,  he  admitted  the  moment  afte7 
ward  was  the  charm  that  shone  for  him  in  her 
wonderfully  expressive  face-a  face  over  which  the 
expenences  df  many  lives  seemed  to  ripple  faintly  in 
^H    iTf  ^'^'^  "^^^^  *^^"  *»»«  «h«dow  of  a  smile 

upon  her  and  from  both  love  and  suffering  she  had 
gained  that  fulness  of  nature  which  is  the  great^t 
good  that  either  has  to  yield.  greatest 

do'w?  ''  ''  ''"°''''"  '^^  '^'^   anxiously,  as  he  sat 

"I  fear  so-at  least,  where  your  brother  is  con- 
cerned. I  can't  say  just  what  the  terms  of  the  will 
are.  of  course,  but  he  made  no  secret  at  breakfast  of 
his  determination  to  leave  half  of  his  property- 
which  the  result  of  recent  investments  has  made 
veiy  large-to  the  cause  of  foreign  missions." 
Yes,  he  has  told  me  about  it." 
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th.  wiU  wh«.  hi.  an^r  ha,  'bwr:;./"' ""L^ 
•veiy  Mgmnent  I  could  think  „Ti,?k  ■  "''^ 
wouldn't  listen  to  me-^weDtm.  „i'  •  '"*  "™P''' 
wa,  „  much  wastS  b^IihlllL'^^.  ^""  ""•'•  "  "  " 

amai^       ""'"'^  "P'*^'"  "°«'"  »>•.  e«lL«i. 

door  carcUy  thind  h  »  ^He  'n""  '"  '■»«  »>■. 
a  moment  his  air  o  hl„flF  ?l  "''  recovered  for 
criniclcd  into  a  ,;.di;'li,r'-'"''"°"' '""'  "''  "" 

pu,h«.^ac.     .^rt^Thrhea'^ 

withXtrti-h-^^^iri'rr  r^- 

I  was  doing  nothincr  «,"'      •  ^"^*  "'""^^^^  that 

M«.  WyndLrst!teTbr.r  ^"^  ^^^"  ^^^^^"^ 

" w'n^^i*"""^  "*""^  indifferently. 
"CU,  1  haven't  any  secrets  "hi 
under  the  ,     ssure  JfL^ui  P"»-s«ed,  still 

Wm  upstair    'InH       .       *^°"«^^*  ^^^^^  had  urged 

that  pE'p/per  a^niir^:!!"^'  I^  "^^  "^ 
please."  "  ''°°*  "'"^  any  day  I 

Ca'^way.  ""'   ""   '"""'"  *°   """«."    ^-arked 

rfas'tr^^S-H--^^^^^^^^^^ 

you  can.     However,  I  reckon  the  foreign 
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rnT^ri"^"  ^°°^  T'  '^'  p*'*  *»»** «°«» ^  them. 

and  If  Mana  •  got  the  Mnse  I  credit  her  with  she'll 
look  arter  hers." 

"After  mine?"  exclaimed  Maria,  liftinf  her  bead 
to  return  hia  ga«i.  "Why.  I  thought  you  gave  me 
my  share  when  I  married." 

"So  I  did-so  I  did,  and  you  let  it  sUp  like  water 
through  your  fingers,  but  you've  grown  up,  I  reckon 
sence  you  were  such  a  fool  as  to  have  your  head 
turned  by  Wyndham.  and  if  you  don't  hold  on  to 
this  tighter  than  you  did  to  the  last  you  deserve  to 
ose  It.  that's  all.     You're  a  good  woman-I  ain't 
lived  a  month  in  the  house  with  you  and  not  found 
that  cut-but  if  you  hadn't  had  something  more  than 
goodness  inside  your  head  you  wouldn't  have  got  so 
much  as  a  cent  out  of  me  again.     Saidie's  a  good 
woman  and  a  blamed  fool.  too.  but  you're  different- 
you  ve  got  a  backbone  in  your  body,  and   I'll   be 

"5?^  ^^  *****  ""'*  ^^y  ^'"»  leaving  the  Hall  to  you. " 
The   Hall?"   echoed   Maria,   rising  impulsively 

°^^ «' «*^'  !"f  ^^""g  ^^  upon  the  hearthrug 

Fi.7^     t   ?,^  ^*^^^'  *"^  ***•  ^^^^^  ^°*'"  "turned 
Fletcher,  chuckhng,  "and  I  may  as  weU  teU  you  now. 

that,  for  all  your  spendthrift  notions  about  wages 
you  re  the  only  woman  I  ever  saw  who  was  fit  to 
own  a  foot  of  land.  But  I  like  the  quiet  way  you 
manage  things,  somehow,  and.  bless  my  soul,  if  you 
were  a  man  Id  leave  you  the  whole  business  and  let 
the  missions  hang." 

"There's  time  yet."  observed  Carraway  beneath  his 
breath. 

"«"?^^'J*'"  "^^"^  °°^'"  "^t^^i  I'J^tcher. 
and  she  11  have  more  than  she  can  handle  as  it  is. 


*  ^' 
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f  ^"^*^n  ".i^'"  "*'^  "^*^"'  ^»"«  •  '^^'"•n.  *nd 
•  mw  will  be  master  here,  arter  all.     If  you  do  " 

scamp  like  your  first  f" 

to^l!?»r-  "*'*''"u  ^*"*  "^"^^^  ^^'  ^^««th  and  bent 
toward  him  with  an  appealing  gesture  of  her  arms 

n^TlTr^r"'  "°'  ^°  '''  ^^"^f^^hcr;  it  isn't 

vn„r  !^;  *^  ^"^  '"^^  ^  "^''°"'  ^"d  confound 

your  81  ly  puritanical  fancies.   I'll  leave  it  where  I 
please."    retorted    Fletcher,    and    strode    from    the 

Throwing  herself  back  into  her  chair.  Maria  lay 
for  a  time  looking  thoughtfully  at  the  hickory  log. 
which  crumbled  and  threw  out  a  shower  of  red 
sparks.     Her  face  was  grave,  but  there  was  no  hint 

?oJ"k1*''T!1"P°"  '''  ^"^  ''  ^^~^k  Carraway  verv 
forctbly  at  the  instant  that  she  knew  her  own  mind 

orr^'iut.^"^^^^^^-^'-- 

™i'i.'*"!7'""P"" '""'■"'''=  ^"^  presently,  speakinE 
^th  .udden  passion,  "but  by  right  the  Hall  ought  no? 

lov^T''  ""*.'  '^°  ""'  ''»»'  "■     I  have  never 
lov^   t  because  .t  has  never  for  a  moment  seemed 

home  to  me.  and  our  people  have  always  appeared 

strangers  upon  the  land.     How  we  came  here  I  do 

not  know,  but  it  has  not  suited  us,  and  we  have  only 

disfigured  a  beauty  into  which  we  d,d  not  fit     Its 

very  age  ,s  a  reproach  to  us.  for  it  shows  off  our 

nZ^'^^u"'  *f "^  "'  ^">'  P^^*  "-at  we  may  call  our 
ov™.     wm  m.ght  feel  himself  master  here,  but  I 


i^..  ^  a-i-  i 


wm  -.  w  . 
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•t  the  ndg.  they  had  drawn  acroa  hi.  nc,.'^"'"'^' 

And  yet,  why  not?"  it  Mkad     "Tk. -i.      i. 

«>•«>  i«  your  gr.ndf.th.r"J^on  lol^^*    " 
than  twenty  ye»n."  •«••««<»>  now  for  mora 

-how t'ngr"'  **'"•  "■"  "»  »'•"«  Uv«I  h.ra 

He  met  her  question  squarclv     "Pftr  «.«,-  *k 
two  hundred."  M««reiy.       For  more  than 

Without  shifting  her  steady  gaze  which  .h«  tum^ 

can  tell  me.     Most  of  all,  I  want  to  know  whv  w. 

She  paused  and  sat  motionless,  whUe  she  hun. 
with  suspended  breath  upon  his  reply  ^ 

then^he^^owly  shook  his  head  and  Iook«J°::mC 

Twenty  years  are  not  as  a  day,  despite  vour  ««™ 

^^^7°""^  '-dy.  and  many  fact,  b«ome  "v^d 
with  fiction  in  a  shorter  time  "  overlaid 

J^f  you  know  something-and  you  beUeve  still 

b.Ue'j1f'ri^.*''"''"'°-'^~-«*y"toany 
She  put  out  a  protesting  hand,  her  eyes  stiU  gravely 
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It  is  mv 


'"?'•"*     "T*"  m.  .11-1  d.m.„d  it, 
nght;  you  muit  ne  that  " 

^A  right  to  <l«noli.h  «„d  hou»._,o  „.tt.r  old 

wiihU' i!  ,':Xr  '""•'•   '""''  y""  -"'  - 

that  theBuLbeU:".  :;/:".'•  "•""  ""  """■  «" 

"A     hirh    .niri,    Z  •"'■'>'  '*'"™  '"'"• 

<.b«>rv.d  "^  ■mpar.iali.y,    I    admit."  he 

••TM,'  L''"'"'''  """'  '"  •""  ""e  other  side?  " 

the  LtLtrtr:^/"^.''-'''  "'^'  '"  *"-" 

»v^.    '^°1!'   '""   '"'"*   '""PMiently.    "You   can't 
«.de  me  by  airing  eamphor-scent^  view"  of  "^ 

•nu  stick  to  my  pomt,  you  see— i.  th»  „„.,  .i.- 

«e  50  carefully  holdi^gXcIT^  '^  """*  ''°"* 

.ssu're5'"h.^°"""f,'"''  ''°*'""«'  ™  "y  '•onour."  he 
stm  «i,t^  in  th.  ^"^  '"'""  ""'  ™P'«'i°"  which 
must  mate  1  I  """"y-ox'y  "  impression-I 
rjl!!      t     ?    "  '"  y""  »»  the  start  (for  the  events 

r,^  rJ?'       '"  "'^''  "•»"  was  busy  rebuildine  his 

n^c  ir^rhusTea"  '""T  «--<»  '^t' o":: 

ana  were  hushed  up  without  remark)  -if  you 
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i 


if         * 


P«u«d  ''°"*  ""  mquWngly.  fc,r  h.  h«l 

cnwce   of   either   proving  or  disproving  .  cue  I 

Wh^  ,1..      c»«l«»  in  the  confidence  he  placed 

war  the  oM        .f"*'  """'  ""«  y""  "tw^. 
war  the  old  gentleman's  mind  wa.  much  enfeehl^ 

.nd  .t  wa,  generally  rumoured  that  hT.  chiirr^t^ 

ttr"unrir;^t:tr  d^"?  --  ^-''"'^ 

;»d  Mr.  Klerchnrrre  p'uVhir  SU^-' 

rHaVSyitvrrCt  *°d"^'  ^°  "^ 

tne  btate.  and  I  imagine  there  was  less  surorL  Tt 
the  sacnfice  of  the  olar*'  t>,o«  «*  *u    !     «"T>n8e  *t 
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The  BItkei  had  ajwavi  h^_ 

««"«  -with  .nd  wJIufLlmT  """"'^  P^Pl.  0/ 

P«>tioii  in  which  you  find  th^»  »        "'"''  '°  "•• 

P«nml«..  „d  hi.  child«n  ,:^  Zl  f"^  ""'°" 
on  from  diy  to  d»y  M  b...  .iT  ,.    '°   "niKl, 

fl.,  .nd  I  do  nof  wo „^"  f,*^  ~'"'l-     "  »  »  «J 

fi"i.h«i  .,.w,y.  .nd  "tkH "  ;w:r  '''"•'•  ■« 

giMws.  ^    "°^"    to    wipe   his 

"And  grandfather?"  asked  ♦»,-       • 
gate  had  nol  wavered  fTam  h     /'''  ^"'"''^      "*r 

•hone    luminous    thT'    ^  the'"/"'"  '"^  '^^  ^^^ 
them.  ^^    ^^^    *•*"    which    filled 

p~  "•  wh^*.:;:X''tr„:^  -r  '"^"  •--• 

»h«..  «d  the^'^Tno&it'h  r  °"'^  '  """' 
quit,  impoverished  •"  ^'^^  ""<'  ""y  »•« 

•tory."  '""y'    »•"  "'d.  "a  terrible 

«.d  be  that  Tit  mT^I  i^        '^°"  ""^  '^'^■ 
rving  a  straigh't'  aTwe      o"!  t^t*""'^"'  '" 

cwSi^^^jreTnrth^  '~^"\ndd^ 


ill 


Si 
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tho   flrcliKht   which   .hi         .  """•   "•««8'> 

floor.     0„«  .h.  «' .^^nr^T     ""V   '"•   •""•'^ 

tinted  ,h.  rti  ..nT^woLY.  '^  th"'  »~"  '"""  """"> 

know,  how  h.  would 'Lrii'j,'    ".  ^"'' 'hi""." 
but  one  thing  to  be  done:  you  murt  J.  .h  .        "  " 

rightful  ownei"  '"""  """'  «°  '"'<^''  'o  "• 

-nr«L'dr(o'hn:r  ■■  """*•'«''»•"— 
^«.rt".hr:„°t„re;r:„rr-''- 

honesty?"  "°  '■■  common 

He  .hook  his  head,  .mihng. 

after  inr'^he^lM-'' ""'  """*•  ""'  "  "  "•«"«"".. 

I  .top  to  «k  what  i.  "  Jl"^  '"  '~'-    "Shall 

i.  right?"        **""  "  '»«»on«We  before  doing  what 

folds.  °°^  ''  ^'^'^'y  out  from  its 


^Ct<«k., 
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»i^^:    '"•   "^   •""   "»'   y~  .houldn.,-   h. 

.JLt."  .■J"*""   •«"««..«..    11.  b.  „„,. 
"rth.  ,t  i.  ri„p,y  („  „„  ri»hT"i."  '"y  •*'"">  upon 

unmixed  with  aw,.    Tohi.Tr.k  *  *""''"  "■« 

«'•  h.  felt  .  n  J^m^rfy  h  r '"  *"'  ""»  '"  "', 

thjr..  drawn  Bn.  and  .trong  .  'L.  "  "  '^".""*' 
'•ded  green,  to  hold  ahn„V  h     *  ""  ™"«'ni  of 

.t  .he  mom.™  tLn'nT^'"'-  •""  "  «" 
future  which  he  uw  inTh.  h      2       P"™*"  °'  the 

that  out  0/  the  trartc  ,^k  „,    .i  '',' .  lue't'oned. 

cu.tom.  which  he  had  w^L^i  .l"  """"  •"""  ■"-* 

"..tur^  „,  even  finer  fibrfhi'TK"""""" 'P""* 
gone  before?  """  *■«>»  "ho  had 

So  thii  is  your  last  wimt  >  ••  i.    ■ 
."My  last  word  ryoTle.     In'""'  '^'P'^^'^- 
«o»ng  out  to  see  the  BIsl)cL    \        ?  '"°™*"'  ^  *»" 
•tand."  Blakes-to  make  them  under- 

He  put  out  his  hand  as  if  *«  ,!-♦•,.     . 
P«M  at  her  skirt.  *****""  ^^'  ^y  *  ^«eble 


■ 
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,il^  -^  •:^1e1ILsMk 
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"At  least,  you  will  sleep  a  night  upon  your  reso- 
lution?" 

"How  can  my  sleeping  alter  things?    My  waking 
may." 

"And  you  will  sweep  the  claims  of  twenty  years 
aside  in  an  hour?" 

"They  are  swept  aside  by  the  claims  of  two 
hundred." 

With  a  courteous  gesture  he  bent  over  her  hand 
and  raised  it  gravely  to  his  lips. 

"My  dear  young  friend,  you  are  very  lovely  and 
very  unreasonable,"  he  said. 


Ji 


CHAPTER  VIII 

BnwHN  Maria  and  Chriotofhir 

oy*r'^  w!;*"'  "*"''''^">  »  whiu  .cart  th«wn 

S  «r„„«"'"'  "f "*'  *"«  ^"""^  «««•  '«»«» 
ZiLf  r  '^  !  *  °"*  °"  *''«  '««•  When  .he 
reached  the  wh,tewMh«J  gate   before   the    Blake 

on  the  left  of  the  house,  and  turning  into  the  Uttle 
path  wh.ch  trailed  though  the  taU  Jeed,  b^^de  tt 

U^r^at  r°L      "°^.  *"*'  5"^  """^  «*°«»  ""i- 

Wt  behind  hun.  His  gaze  wa«  bent  upon  the  horses. 
««d  for  a  moment  she  watched  him  in  attentive 
•«l«».ce,  her  eye,  dwelling  on  hi.  ma»ive  figure  wS 
c«t  a  gigantic  blue-black  shadow  across^;  Apri^ 

tTj^-  ^"r  ""  "»  "  "»  '■»»"'  -">  »  dS- 
tu.cta«^  a  clearness  of  perception,  tha.   she  had 

S  ^.""^o-"  of  «ntU  to^ay,  as  if  each  trivial 
vZL"  ■"!  ."PP^an"  was  magnified  by  the  pale 

?Sl  T^'v''""'^''  ""<="  "»  '«>''«d  upon  it 
The  abundant  wheaten-brown  hair,  waving  frL  the 

cotta  shade  from  wind  and  sun,  and  the  powerful 
hand,  knotted  «,d  roughened  by  heavy  mZ^ 
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stood  out  vividly  in  the  mental  image  which  remained 
with  her  when  she  lowered  her  eyes. 

Aroused  by  a  sound  from  the  house,  he  looked 
up  and  saw  her  standing  on  the  edge  of  the  ploughed 
field,  he.-  lace  scarf  blown  softly  in  the  April  wind. 
After    a    single   minute   of   breathless   surprise   he 

T1:^  I  "^  ~P*'  °"  '^"^  ««^d'  ««d.  leaving 
the  plough  came  rapidly  across  the  loose  clods 
of  upturned  earth. 

"Did  you  come  because  I  was  thinking  of  you?" 
he  asked  simply,  with  the  natural  directness  which 
had  appealed  so  strongly  to  her  fearless  nature. 

.hnn  \-^°"  ^^'"'^'"^  °^  '""•"  ^"  ^»i"t  smile 
shone  on  him  xor  an  instant;  "and  were  your  thoughts 
as  grave,  I  wonder,  as  my  reason  for  coming?" 

So  you  have  a  reason,  then  ? " 
one.^'^  you  think  I  should  dare  to  come  without 

.n'^^lu^^^^'^'u  T^^*  ^^'  '"*'^'  ^^°^««  th«  Jong 
ends  about  her  head.     From  the  frame  of  soft  white 

distant*'  *^^'  ^"^^^^  ^"^  ^""^  '°^'^"  ""'^   ^•'y 

lor^«^'^.?'°?,'^  !^!*  ^°"  ^^^  "°  °^^«'  "«son  than- 
kindness.  He  had  lost  entirely  the  rustic  restraint 
he  had  once  felt  in  her  presence,  and.  as  he  stood 
there  in  his  clothes  of  dull  blue  jean,  it  was  easy  to 
beheve  m  the  gallant  generations  at  his  back.  Was 
the  fret  of  their  gay  adventures  in  his  blood?  she 
wondered. 

"You  will  see  the  kindness  in  my  reason.  I  hope." 
she  answered  quietly,  while  the  glow  of  her  sudden 
resolution  illumined  her  face,  "and  at  least  you  will 
admit  the  justice—though  belated." 
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'It  concerns   you — oh    vm    »••     —  j 

though  v«y  .HghV  I  hi:::'jr'C«,~  •"• 

"You  have  just  learned— what?"  h»  ^—     j  ^ 
••Th«  tr«*h  ••  -u  V    .  ^""-     ne  «*'manded. 

as  oi^4?t™t .""  0I;  ."h^Tre\t  r- 

««  he™  and  I  .„  tl,«e-.t  th.  SaH."         ""  """ 

Hall  "  ^^  '^"'  '"'  "''•*:  "I  hKl  forgotten  the 
"Forgotten  it?    Why.   I   thought   it   wa.   vour 

,  ^^  ®y®^'  'le  shook  his  head  tvirm 

before  he  answered.  ^^" 

"It  was  all  that— once." 

'•  JnJ^  1*1"..''°*  "^  "°''^"  «^«  **J^ed.  disappointed 

^It  •     i!^*  1°  **'^  y°"  ^"  ^'^^  half  iu'^iue^: 
So  It  18  about  the  HaU  ? " 

uZ**\'*''  ^°*^  *^*  ^^^^  ^'^^  th«  fluttering  lace 
upon    her    bosom,    while    Uftine    the  Tw     1! 
pointed  across  the  ploughed  fiewf  tf  L    m        ** 
chu^^s  ,ud^^^/,,f  ^^^^^^^^  Old  gray 

look  aTTtr'SL^t^/^?^^  ^^^"^  ^-  -^ 

rid.  t^rdo^tTt  h^d'r"'  °°'  ^  ^p"'  "p-  *h« 

thos;  of  your  n^e"       ^"'^  "^  ^^^^^^^  '^^ 
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Startled  by  the  passion  in  her  words,  he  turned 

from  the  Hall  at  which  he  had  been  gariig.     ^"^ 

What  do  you  mean?"  he  demanded  imperatively. 

What  do  you  wish  to  say  ? " 

"Look  at  the  Hall  and  not  at  me  while  I  teU  you 
It  IS  this-now  Usten  and  do  not  turn  from  it  for 
an  mstant     Blake  Hall-I  have  just  found  it  n 
wiU  come  to  me  at  grandfather's  death,  and  when 

thewhole  of  ,t.  every  lovely  acre.     Oh,  don't  look  at 
me—look  at  the  Hall  I "  ""»  «* 

But  he  looked  neither  at  her  nor  at  the  Hall   for 

«*'«  propped  to  the  ground  and  hung  bVanWy 

upon  a  ckKl  of  dry  brown  earth.     She  saw  him  Z^ 

zr:^X:^" '"' ''-'  "^^^  -'  -- "^^ 

••  It  w  but  common  justice;  you  see  that."she  urged. 

At  this  he  raised  his  head  and  returned  her  took 

"And  what  of  Will  ?  •  he  asked 

Her  surpriM  showed  in  her  face,  and  at  sight  of  it 
he  repeated  his  question  with  a  stubborn  inSL^«! 
But  what  of  Wi»?  What  has  been  done  for  TO?-' 
Oh.  I  don  t  know;  I  don't  know.  The  break  is 
P«t  mending.  But  it  is  not  of  him  that  I  mun  speJJ 
to  you  now-it  is  of  yourself.  Don't  you  see  tt«^ 
the  temble  mjustic.  has  bowed  me  d  the  eartt? 

Z  irj-  ^  *"  **■""  *  ''•P«'d«'t-.  charity^ 
who  has  lived  for  years  upon  your  money  !  My  very 
educahon  my  little  culture,  the  refinem^t.  y^^ 
m  me-thes.  even  I  have  n.  «al  right  to.  f«  thty 
Wong  to  your  family.    While  you  have  workeTS 

th^^h':.*?:''^''  '  ■"'•  "^  ""^  -J-^-i^tog 
tne  wealth  which  was  not  mine." 
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thM  »  h!  ^'•.''!  "■""•y  >>"  'n«le  you  what  you  .» 
bo«l    Jr,^*^'  P"*""*  hCT  l>»nd.  upon  .■« 

r^r'^'K^^  yo«r  hom'eTUr.';  u  :^: 

let  me  give  it  back  to  you  " 

hi™  .        .,  '^        fieW-hand  in  a  fine  houM  and  make 
h«».  gentleman.     It  i,  ,00  late  to  undo  That^ 

tTwiU  "  •'""  "*^  '°  '""  "■     Give  it 

doii-t  :::!t'"^(  d  T*"^ '°  •■■ "» "p"*-^  ""-t  I 

ever  k^rf^T         '■      '  '*  "  ""P°sable  that  I  should 

^^^ml  "■  '^''*-     '*  ■""  '  8°  back  to  you 
..i?  **  "'"^^  "'«'«>■"«  after     ,u  •• 

"I  1  t"heT«t'^  °°  "'^''  ''-  -      -'  -w««d. 

yoii^-Jn:^  ""'  '^^  " '"'  «^'  '^  --  ™« 

y^b^Th'    "?•"'""»'•«  I  t"""  it. o  hand  on 
your  brother.     It  ,s  an  old  score  that  you  have 
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brought  up— one  that  Uuted  twenty  y^ar.  before  it 
w*»  settled.     It  if  too  late  to  itir  up  matters  now." 

"It  IS  not  too  late,"  she  said  earnestly.     "It  is 
never  too  late  to  try  to  undo  a  wrong. " 

"The  wrong  was  not  yours;  it  mtMt  never  touch 
you."  he  repUed.     "  If  my  life  was  as  clean  as  yours, 
It  would,  perhaps,  not  be  too  late  for  me  either 
Ten  years  ago  I  might  have  felt  differently  about 
It,  but  not  now." 

He  broke  off  hurriedly,  and  Maria,  with  a  hopeless 
gesture,  turned  back  into  the  path. 

"Then  I  shall  appeal  to  your  sisters  when  the  time 
comes,"  she  responded  quietly. 

Catching  the  loose  ends  of  her  scarf,  he  drew  her 
slowly  around  until  she  met  his  eyes.  "And  I  have 
said  nothing  to  you-to  you,"  he  began,  in  a  con- 
strained  voice,  which  he  tried  in  vain  to  steady 
"because  it  is  so  hard  to  say  anything  and  not  say 
too  much.  This,  at  least,  you  must  know— that  I 
am  your  servant  now  and  shall  be  aU  my  life." 

She  smiled  sadly,  looking  down  at  the  scarf  which 
was  crushed  in  his  hands. 

"And  yet  you  will  not  grant  the  wish  of  my  heart  " 
she  said.  ' 

"How  could  I?  Put  me  back  in  the  Hall,  and  I 
should  be  as  ignorant  and  as  coarse  as  I  am  out 
here.  A  labourer  is  all  I  am  and  all  I  am  fit  to  be 
I  once  had  a  rather  bookish  ambition,  you  know,  but 
that  is  over— I  wanted  to  read  Greek  and  translate 
•The  Iliad'  and  aU  that— and  yet  to-day  I  doubt  if 
I  could  write  a  decent  letter  to  save  my  soul.  It's 
partly  my  fault,  of  course,  but  you  can't  know— 
you  could  never  know— the  abject  bitterness  and 
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■iMpwr  of  thoie  yeara  when  r  tri^  .      ■  , 

•he  1.V.1  of  th.  bn.7e.-triJL  ?    ,  "  ""'  "•>"*"  ^ 
any  iMtUr  »h.!  °"«"-tned  to  forget  th«t  I  »„ 

•ndl^downfofXd  "  **  •'"'  "'•^  o^"- 

with  .  misty  brigMner   -^h   -1  """"«  "P  «  '""' 

.heUn'STpTC:'^:  "•  "'^-  '^"'  -'•  •^«  o" 

'K  you  will  let  me    I  will  fi«^    *.      «, 

up  your  ..udy  whe^yoi  Z^t  off    ^'  "I!'  *""• 
up  step  by  .ten  ev./^  u  off— we  will  come 

fi.d  0?  b^^y^oHnow  iTr h"  '?  f '•    '  "" 
for  G«ek.  ,00     OkT^^LT  ^  ""'  '""''' 

of  tli.  whole  Z;^..""^'  '""'  *■»  '»<»'  '«n,«l  Blake 
on'jLlVvf""  ""'  "^  ""  ••"»>•  "W^h  trembled 
yolir";^,:"^."'  ""*'  "'"'  "'«-•"  "•  «id;  "I  am  a, 
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fortunmt.  that  I  thould  have  been  born  .  bookwimii. 
Shall  we  begin  with  Greek  f " 

He  niuled.  "No;  let'i  itart  with  BafUih-^iid 
•tart  low."  -a— «— «ia 

t  th^I ^^  ^  ''**^'  ^^^  ''***^  ****" ^^^^    "**• 

"Hardly.  There's  a  bench,  though,  down  by  the 
poplar  ipring  that  looks  ai  if  it  were  meant  to  be  in 
school.  Do  you  know  the  place?  It's  in  my  pasture 
by  the  meadow  brook?" 

"I  can  find  it,  and  PU  bring  the  books  to-morrow 
at  this  hour.    Will  you  come  ? " 

"To-morrow — ar  ^  every  day?" 

"Every  day." 

For  an  instant  he  looked  at  her  in  perplexity  "  I 
inay  as  well  teU  you."  he  said  at  last,  "that  I'm  one 

of  the  very  biggest  rascals  on  God's  earth.    I'm  not 
worth  all  this,  you  know;  that's  honest." 

"And  so  are  you,"  she  called  back  gaily,  as  she 
turned  from  him  and  went  rapidly  akmg  the  Uttle 
path. 
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CHAPTER  IX 

ChRIITOPHIK   PacM   HiMtSLf 

^^'^r^ll'^^  "P  '**•  ">P««  »«d  with  a  id" 
^  ovir  tli::'*:'  P'^-^^^e  began  hu  piXg 
.T«rt  w  u\  ^^•^^-"P  -od-  The  furrow  w2 
•hort.  but  when  he  reached  the  end  of  it  hepauwd  from 

from  his  brow.    The  scene  through  which  he  hiS 

rt-i^  «s3rA„".erc:  .'.rr^is:: 

md.  imlatclung  the  hones  from  the  plough  he  led 
«»« -owly  b«Ic  to  the  .Uble  b.y<^d  the  t^. 
^■A*^  ]•  **  ""^  *»  "^  "•«  he  had  b™™ 
« t^^  f  "^  the  hour:  hi.  youth  heH.^ 
M  myrtenously  as  his  strength  ^^^ 

A  Uttle  Uter,  Tucker,  who  was  sitting  on  the  end 
of  a  Ug  log  at  the  woodpile,  looked  up  in  su^Se 
from  the  ant-hill  he  was  watching  ^ 

"Quit  work  early,  eh,  Christopher?" 
h^Jl'u    ""•  «\^*^  °"*'"  «P««i  Christopher,  stopping 

-t^parof  "^^^^  z;ti^^  -'^^'  ^^y^  a 

^        '  *^™P*-       **  •  the  spnng  weather,  I 
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«ckoj^b^t  rm  net  fit  for  .  tougher  job  than  chop. 

•^Well,  I'd  leave  that  off  juet  now.  if  I  were  you  '• 
h«^SJl  t^*  Chrinophcr  swung  it  lightly'ovcr 
h.«  .houlder:  th«,.  lowering  it  with  ^  nervele-  move- 
ment   he  to«ed  it  impatiently  on  the  ground, 
he  ^T*!^.7"«*»*PP«"«*li"«tnow.  Jnde  Tucker." 

ih.JT\       •**  •  '''"*  ^"^  ^"^   Wyndham.  and 
fbruptr;       -'~"  '•  •^"""•^**  •«<*  »>«>''•  off 

PI '♦*!"■  .^y"**^"»  ? "  repeated  Tucker.     " She'i  Bill 
Fl«tcher'i  granddaughter,  isn't  the ?' ' 

.h^'lfv^*hr«*fi*'*'""^°"  "*y  ^"^*  •**"  ^^^^  '^hen 
■ne  uved  here,  five  or  ttx  years  ago." 

Tucker  shook  his  head. 

vZ      r?^V^*i^^  *"^  ****  «^^'»  ^°'  twenty-five 
years.     But  why  did  she  come.  I  wonder?" 

^tand  It  until  you  see  her.  She  came  because  she 
p!^.r  »»,*;«i-«>me  one  had  told  her^b^t 
Fletcher's  old  rascality." 

hi.*  Wh^^H**^  »o  I  •'•  exclaimed  Tucker  beneath 

at  the  httle  red  ant-hill.     "And  did  she  actually 
proffer  an  apology  ? "  he  inquired.  ^ 

her  at  Fletcher's  death,  and  she  walked  over  to  «iy 

T^  of  that      To  part  with  .uch  a  home  for  the 
»*ke  of  mere  nght  and  justice." 
"It  is  something  to  think  about."  assented  Tucker 


*«gg. 
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•»»«"■    Now.  ,  J,  1.  JT^'"  I*"  "»  •«•••  or 

tow  h«  I  could"; ukTu~Oh  7h  ■"  '^'*^."'""  ' 

<«n>pping  f«™  hi„.    "  Y„* '  „•  'Z^^  ."*"" 
minut..  without  fxli..  i,  .  ^  *'"'  *^  ««■> 

though,  withTb^Zi'::  Tt  ."■!  '-««x»  •" 

He  chx-lri^  M       ..T^    '  °'™'  wonwn • 

>-d  «Un:^1p'''^l':"V'^-  ""  "o*  "-'o™  Tucker 
"W.li  ^  "'P. '^•^'»  "»•  pleasant  «mile. 

l*ugh  never  turned  a  sweet  dLi  1'.       "    *'''"*•* 
began-and  that  wL  mo«  tT^  ""*^  *^'  '^°'''<» 

I'd  like  to  know  thirw^     than  .^eet;  it  was  fine. 

"You    c^d    never  Tn2    h"^^^^^ 
She's  all  clear  and  bnghTl  t'hTr^"*"."^'^ 
n»y;rtery  beneath. "  *  '"''*^'  *>«*  «" 

"Ah.  that's  it ;  you  see.  there  was  never  a  fi«H«o*- 
woman  yet  who  woo  -„      .      ""  "^yer  a  tasanatmg 
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rn-nlH  ^^""w  »»•  -^  •  »^  Of  noo.««.'.  cam. 
T        Chnttophtr.      -But   to   think."  h.    M^d 

Kr«add«ttfflitM-  r  ••  »«ciw  • 

>^fa»aw.  ttul  worked  hard  for  h.r  living  whilt  th. 
^'^r  h«.band.  drimk  th«„  both  to  de.tS 
Theni  .n;  »«•  p.ople  who  are  born  with  .  doim 
right^u.  for  honesty.  «,d  thi.  girl  m.y  b.  ^e 

"I  don't  know-I  don't  know."  wJd  Chrirtopher 
«n  a  voice  which  had  grown  .piritlett.     Then  aft*; 

Tucker  •  «nt.hin.  he    turned    hurriedly  away  and 
there  was  no  etcape.  and  ^fter  entering  the  bam  he 

Tvt  h^  ^•^t  -hadow.  of  the  young  leav«  pl.^^' 

handa  dropped  li.tle«ly  between  hi.  knee. 
Around  him  there  wa.  tho  tender  green  of  the 

wuiow.  riione  pure  lUver  under  the  April  wind 

«t   S^fc^Th'  1  ^'^  '^  *^  n>riir.  rabbit' 
•at   alert  for  the  fim  «mnd.    So  motionlew  was 

Chnstopher  that  he  secnicd.  sitting  there  by  t^  ^ 


*^  ^* 
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P  "  nan  no  ncin);, 

««  Urn      ;.,n   ^^^r*.*""" '•"'^ 'or  th, 
Kfc  upon  ttaCrth      pT     '•"•'  ~"'^'^  '"  ">" 

«-»  hi.  ol^XlntJ^'r;'  "W-^"  might  h.v.' 

'or  what  he  wm_.  «"  Tk  TT  ""•  ■"•*  '"'"'"«" 
l«"ion  to  th.  "v.1  oTtS.^"^"  by  ig„or.„„  .„., 
birthright  for  Tlll^  "^T.  "•  ""^  «'"  «» 
.v«.i^th.n.„U:?ruia^?--  ''""»«'  «™ 

th.  judgment  ^hi,  own  ™  ^  '™'P'"'°»  to  ,v,d. 

-nth  thrjl  .f  tjL' ""^  Z    ■  ""  '"  "«""  bim«K 

'*"  'be  boy  WM  m.rked  for  ruin 


fii  i' 


m 


i 


*— 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


btfore  he  uw  him-th«t  Will  had  worked  o„t   f- 
V.C.OU.  w«.kn«..  hi.  o«,  «.d     It^M  n^T'-.u" 

rather  the  excitable  punon  and  th.  »v 

'~r.  of  the  he«diury'^Z„k.ri     H^  .^ITJ:! 

J»w  the  ,cag  day.  tha^  ^  ^'^^  J^  --^-i 

ThTtl  ?  ^       ".'  °'  ""■  '"»•<=''  **"■  Fletcher 
That^at.  leaat  wa.  hi.  work,  and  hi.  alone-the  Wt^ 

now  .tood  apart  and  .narled.  It  wa.  a  hun>.„  ^ 
that  he  h«,  taken  i„  hi.  hand-he  "w. hat  „owt 
hi.  fimt  moment  of  awakening-,  life  that  hTLn 
&1"  "'"'-•tely  a.  if  ^  Haf..™'::  H*d^ 
Kefore  him.  Day  by  day.  step  by  .tep  «lent 
un.wervmg.  devili.h.  he  h«l  kept  about  hi,  pu™l 

h-'trmrh""'"*"""'"'"'^*'"''""'-^^-' 

h.^'a:d•::.^h':rt^t"SL!:^ht':'"^'»'>^'^■-• 
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CHAPTER  X 
Bv  THE  Poplar  Spr.no 

aw«ted  her  under  thr^-  "^  """*  *•>««  he 

"unded  the  H«t;p„''g  h^rtLrh'*"  "•"*  '"- 

of  some  soft,  creamy  .tSff  .nH  ■"  ""^  "  *''«» 

sl»ded  her'brow  Ld  «:"'  sie"^  ?!!*  ■""  *"»' 
he  notic«i.  than  ,h.  had  d'^".  m^h^r  bt  t"  ^°''"«"' 
he  recalled  while  ,he  nearjh^^  .t  f  *°*"'  *"<" 
than  .U  yea™  before  wl^  Jfe  h^  """«»"  """• 
up™  him  While  he  workXt  11^'  ""'""' 

«»w^-. '  "•  "^  """^  ■«"  '<"  half  an  hour."  he 
JWhat..h.me-U..f.awhoIefurrowunp.o„ghed. 
-owTl  l«r=  '"h  ''™  """  """«"«  f"— 
gaiety  that  lent  a  ?^irrt'  ''?'™''»'l-  "'"les. 

■■«.ona„wai.s:rsrthat.;rr--, 
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disappointed,"  she  replied,  smiling,  "for  I've  put  my 
heart  into  the  work,  and  I  waa  bom  and  patterned 
for  a  teacher;  I  always  knew  it.  We're  going  to  do 
English  literature  and  a  first  book  in  Latin." 

" Are  we?"  He  picked  up  the  Latin  grammar  and 
ran  his  fingers  lightly  through  the  pages.  "I  went 
a  little  way  in  this  once,"  he  said.  "I  got  as  far  as 
omnia  vincit  amor  and  stopped.  Tobacco  conquered 
me  instead." 

She  caught  up  his  gay  laugh.  "Well,  we'll  try  it 
over  again,"  she  returned,  and  held  out  the  book. 

An  hour  later,  when  the  first  lesson  was  over  and 
he  had  gone  back  to  his  work,  he  carried  with  him  a 
wonderful  exhilaration — a  feeling  as  if  he  had  with 
a  sudden  effort  burst  the  bonds  that  had  held  him 
to  the  earth.  By  the  ne>  t  day  the  elation  vanished 
and  a  great  heaviness  came  in  its  place,  but  for  a 
single  afternoon  he  had  known  what  it  was  to  thrill 
in  every  fibre  with  a  powerful  and  pure  emotion — an 
emotion  beside  which  all  the  cheap  sensations  of 
his  life  showed  stale  and  colourless.  While  the 
strangeness  of  this  mood  was  still  upon  him  he 
chanced  upon  Lila  and  Jim  Weatherby  standing 
together  by  the  gate  in  the  gray  dusk,  and  when 
presently  the  girl  came  back  alone  across  the  yard 
he  laid  his  hand  upon  her  arm  and  drew  her  over  to 
Tucker's  bench  beside  the  rose-btish. 

"Lila,  I've  changed  my  mind  about  it  all,"  he 
said. 

"About  what,  dear?" 

"About  Jim  and  you.  We  were  all  wrong — ^all  of 
us  except  Uncle  Tucker — wrong  from  the  very 
start.     You  musn't  mind  mother;  you  muan't  mind 
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anybody.    Marry  Jim  and  be  happy,  if  he  car  make 
you  io. 

';0h  Chmtopher ! "  gasped  Lila.  with  a  long  breath 
hftmg  her  lovely,  pensive  face.  "Oh.  Christopher !  ' 
Don  t  wait;  doat  put  it  off;  don't  listen  to  any 
of  ui  he  urged  impatiently.  "Good  God!  If  you 
love  him  as  you  say  you  do.  why  have  vqu  let  all 
these  years  slip  away  ?  " 

"But  you  thought  it  was  best.  Christopher.     You 
told  me  eo." 

"Bert  f  There's  nothing  best  except  to  be  happy 
»f  you  get  the  chance."  ^^^ 

"He  wants  me  to  marry  him  now,"  said   Lila 
owenng  her  voice.     "Mother  wiU  never  know,  he 
thmlcs,  her  mind  grows  so  feeble;  he  wants  me  to 
marnr  hun  without  any  getting  ready-after  clmrch 
one  Sunday  morning." 

Putting  his  arm  about  her,  Christopher  held  her 
for  a  moment  against  his  side.  "Then  do  it,"  he 
•aid  gravely,  as  he  stooped  and  kissed  her 

And  several  weeks  later,  on  a  bright  first  Sunday 
in  May.  LUa  was  married,  after  morning  services  in 
the  httle  country  church,  and  Christopher  watched 
her  almost  eagerly  as  she  walked  home  across  the 
broad  meadows  powdered  white  with  daisies  To 
the  reproachful  countenance  which  Cynthia  presented 
to  him  upon  his  return  to  the  house  he  gave  back 
a  careless  and  defiant  smile. 

"So it's  aU  over,"  he  announced  gaUy,  "and  Lilas 
married  at  last." 

"Then  you're  satisfied.  I  hope."  rejoined  Cynthia 
gnmly  "now  that  you've  dragged  us  down  to  the 
level  of  the  Weatherbys  and— the  Fletchers  ?    There  s 
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dear,  that  our  levels  a  JT^       ^^-  '*^*'»*>«'.   ^X 

Cynthia  regarded  him  with  «,m„ti„g  di.pl...„„ 
retu^ed  ••b"n\''°r  'r\"°  fan,ii;  priJe, ••  ,he 
"eft  rchri,tophL  ••      """""^'"  '"*"    -    •    "«'• 

Christopher  shook  his  head,  «niu„g  i„differ.n,iv 

fH^^^^crJi-rorWh'rrdTrerr^ 
..n^  .w,y  i::  --» £r  ~.^- 

.  f rcfe:,r  s::„r  ^„rr„-5 
-^arrt•::ITtl:s.•^tt"if4^'''^ 

°"'^  "■""  *"«  h's  moods  to  those  of  the 


■|»  **^-   -^f—^  f 
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beneath  his  feet-a.  if  h .  u  .  '^"  **^*> 
•twm.,*K  •«  leei  as  if  his  physical  nature  drew 
nrength    and    nourishment    fr««,    »u  .  . 

•bundant  «>urce.    ~''"'*"*    '"»*"   *»»**   «enial   and 

When  he  reached  the  snrini?  he  «..,  iu«  • 

-which    moved    him    with    a    new    «nH     T 
tenderness  ^'^    *"^    strange 

•lowly  fron,  UTaTd     ""'^  *""  «"^*  "»  <>'«"' 
"It  holds  only  a  drop,  but  how  delicious i "  .1,. 

c^X'^'':  teS  '^'*?-  S-O^y-IVe  iust 
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"Your  pretty  tisterf  And  to  whomr' 

"To  Jim  Wejith«rby-K>Id  Jiu»b'i  ton.  you  know. 
Now.  don  t  teU  me  that  you  diMpprove.  I  count 
on  your  good  lenae  to  im  the  wisdom  of  it. " 

"So  it  i«  your  pretty  titter, "  the  laid  slowly,  "the 
woman  I  passed  in  the  road  the  other  day  and  held 
my  breath  as  I  did  before  Botticelli's  Venus  " 

••  It  that  so  ?  WeU.  she  doem't  know  much  about 
pictures,  nor  does  Jim.  She  has  thrown  herself 
*way.  Cynthia  says,  but  what  could  she  have  waited 
for.  after  aU?  Nothing  had  ever  come  to  her.  and 
•he  had  Uved  thirty  years.  Besides,  she  will  be 
very  happy,  and  that's  a  good  deal,  isn't  it?" 

"It's   everything."   said   Maria   quietly,    looking 
down  mto  her  lap.  * 

"Everything?    And  if  you  had  been  bom  in  her 
place? 

"I  am  not  in  her  place  and  never  could  be-  but 
^  yeare  ago.  if  I  had  been  told  that  I  must  Uve 
here  all  my  life.  I  think  I  should  have  fretted  myself 
to  death:  that  would  have  happened  six  yean  ago 
for  I  was  bom  with  a  great  aching  for  life,  and  I 
thought  then  that  one  could  Uve  only  in  the  biff 
outside  world "  * 

"And  now?"  he  questioned,  for  she  paused  and 
s*t  smiling  gravely  at  the  book  she  held. 

"Now  I  know  that  the  fuhiess  of  Ufe  does  not 
come  from  the  things  outside  of  us,  and  that  we 
ourselves  must  create  the  beauty  in  which  we  Uve 
Oh,  I  have  1-amed  so  much  from  misery. "  she  went 
on  softly,  "and  worst  of  all,  I  have  learned  what  it 
M  to  starve  for  bread  in  the  midst  of  sugar-plums, " 

"And  it  was  worth  learning?" 
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The  kaowledgt  that  I  ttdnmd }    nt.  « 

^taught  m.  how  to  be  iS^^^  ^  j  Itt^H'  ^^' '°' 
heU.">h«..i^ ..        /»"PPy      I  went  down  intn 


lMU."sheMid 


own  refuse    I   fM  ««   "^""'X     *  builded  me  my 

ni,ht-«,?i  'Jth«  r.V— •."•"«*"  ""^  •"■' 

tb.  book  before  tir  "I't  ».  .?'*"^'  ""  "^'^ 
0«U,"  .he  added  •••.»<., eWttV^'^  "''!:•  "''X 
brave  davi  of  K  n/TLr  f  .  "  '""'''■  Oh.  «•><>» 
then."     ^         '''"«  '^'*'""'    "  »"  alway.  M.y 

^H.  touched  the  page  Hghtly  with  .  ,o„g  H,a„e  of 

i.t"'.^tr^"-'''"  "■'"••• "» p'~<'«''.  ■■-«.■ 

-ot^^Ji.ttr^e'^he^'d-''"'  ■^"'^  •"*' 
her  long  laehe.  .hS'tt  ,^!?  «  "^^  °^"  "■• '»°''' 
Over  her  white  Z^  fell  .  T,     ™^"'  ""^  "'«'«' 
•he  young  Zur  i^ J*".  »  dehcate  lacework  from 

'Wckly  clurteJlZi.^  "''!;'''  "T**"  ^""^ 
»  ">•  high  tree-tonT  .h      u  ?  ""  *""*  P^swd 

of  her  dark  St.    !^        ''"*•  ""J  »  >oo«  "rand 

Vivify  the  vtv  ="     J^^J«y   '^^thm   her  seemed   to 

«  we  glad  thnll  which  stirred  his  blood  was 
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but  a  responae  to  the  ftrvent  spirit  which  ipoko  ia 
her  voice. 

"For  it  iivttk  nnto  all  hvtr$  conragt,  that  ImHy 
month  of  May,"  the  read,  "in  something  to  constrotn 
htm  to  some  manner  of  thing  mart  in  that  month  than 
*n  any  other  month-^for  then  all  herbs  and  trees  renew 
a  man  and  woman,  and  in  lihewise  hirers  caU  again 
to  mtnd  old  gentleness  and  old  service  and  many  hind 
deeds  that  were  forgotten  by  negligence. " 

The  words  went  like  wine  to  hit  head,  and  he  law 
her  shadowy  figure  recede  and  dissolve  suddenly  ai 
in  a  mist.  A  lump  rose  in  his  throat,  his  heart  leaped, 
and  he  felt  hit  pulses  beating  madly  in  his  templet. 
He  drew  back,  doting  hit  eyet  to  shut  out  her  face* 
but  the  next  instant,  as  she  stirred  slightly  to  hold 
down  the  rippHng  leaves,  he  bent  forward  and  laid 
his  hand  upon  the  one  that  held  the  open  book 

Her  voice  fluttered  into  silence,  and,  raising  her 
head,  she  looked  up  in  tremulous  surprise.  He  saw  her 
face  pale  slowly,  her  lids  quiver  and  droop  above  her 
shmmg  eyes,  and  her  teeth  gleam  milk  white  between 
her  parted  lips.  A  tremor  of  alarm  ran  through 
her,  and  she  made  a  swift  movement  to  escape;  then 
hftmg  her  eyes  again,  she  looked  full  into  his  own' 
and,  stooping  quickly,  he  kissed  her  on  the  mouth! 
An  instant  afterward  the  book  fell  to  the  ground, 
and  he  rose  to  his  feet  and  stood  trembling  against 
the  body  of  the  poplar. 

"Forgive  me,"  he  said;  "forgive  me— I  have 
ruined  it. " 

Standing  beside  the  bench,  she  watched  him  with 
a  stUI,  grave  gentleness  before  which  his  gaze  dropped 
slowly  to  the  ground. 
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THE   ANCIENT  LAW 

CHAPTER  I 
Christopher  Seem  an  Escape 

A  ctvuT  of  brambles  cawht  at   hi.  .    .        . 
stumbling  like  a  drunken  mf„    h.  .h         u-  ""''• 
at  full  length  uoon  th.  J         **"*"  '"■"«''' 

headontheyoungJitfr'^-  f"^'"«  "'^  '"- 
to  have  pai.T^inT'hL  '^ght  1""^  "'T" 

of  his  undiscipUned  natui  had^h^H  •  t""'™"' 
against  the  sounder  ^ch  LTet^         °  "™" 

and  he  was  conscious  at  tie  i,^ta^t  thST   1°""' 
onlv  a  iiffi«  1-  instant  that  he  hated 

the  earth  the  la^e^fn^st^^^^^^  ^°"^^"^^  "P°" 

against  the  remo,^  Xh  ^fd  dH^^'T  ^^"^^' 
Maria's  presence  H*.  «o^  i,-  „  "''^''  ^'"^  ^''°"^ 
he  was:  hHad  lea^td   T ,  '""'"^^  "^^^^^^  ^°^  ^^^^ 

right  na:S  ;  td  ^He  f  1  "^ w  '^'  ^^  ^^"  ^^  ^^^ 
depths  of  Ws  iint  hl%  i  *  somewhere  in  the 
ev«  f^o/i,  f  r?*^  ®  ^*^  "ot  ceased  to  love  the 
evil  that  he  had  done.  He  hated  Fletcher  hltnU 
himself,  as  righteously  as  ever  but  h!f l^l*  J^ 
and  the  face  of  »„c  '  between,  himse  f 

tne  tace  of  his  enemy  a  veil  had  faUea-the  old 

441 


i  i' 


^  p  I 


44a 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


III 


wrong  no  longer  stood  out  in  a  blaze  of  light  A 
woman's  smile  divided  him  like  a  drawn  sword  from 
his  brutal  past,  and  he  had  lost  the  reckless  courage 

Itn^ttn  ''  °""  ""^'^  '^^^  '""^  ^^"^^^^^  "P°« 
Rising  presently,  he  crossed  the  meadow  and 
went  slowly  back  to  his  work  in  the  stables,  keeping 
his  thoughts  with  an  effort  upon  his  accustomed 
tasks.  A  great  weariness  for  the  endless  daily  round 
of  small  things  was  upon  him.  and  he  felt  all  at  once 
that  the  emotion  struggling  within  his  heart  must 
burst  forth  at  last  and  pervade  the  visible  world 

toJil'  '°T'?'  °^  ^"^  ^°^P^'^  ^°  '^S'  to  laugh! 
to  talk  in  broken  sentences  to  himself;    and   any 

utterance,  however  slight  and  meaningless,  seemed 
to  relieve  m  a  measure  the  nervous  tension  of  his 
thoughts. 

In  one  instant  there  entered  into  him  a  desperate 
determination  to  play  the  traitor-to  desert  his  post 
and  strike  out   boldly  and  alone   into  the  world. 
And  with  the  next  breath  he  saw  himself  living  to 
o  d  age  as  he  had  lived  from  boyhood-within  reach 
of  Mana  s  hand,  meeting  her  fervent  eyes,  and  yet 
separated  from  her  by  a  distance  greater  than  God 
or  man  could  bridge.     With  the  thought  of  her  he* 
saw  again  her  faint  smile  which  lingered  always  about 
her  mouth,  and  his  blood  stirred  at  the  memory  of  the 
kiss  which  she  had  neither  resisted  nor  returned. 

fo«r  ^•^'  f  "*:^°^  ^°'  ^"^  ^  ^^^  °^"tes  later, 
fotmd  him  leamng  idly  against   the   mare's   staU 
lookmg  down  upon   a   half-finished   nest  which  a 
house-wren  had  begun  to  build  upon  his  cmrycomb. 
It  s  a  pity  to  disturb  that,  Tuckw  would  say  " 
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Cymh-;  tdi^en^r*  i^^n'r  «'- '•  -PHed 
from  the  store.  Christopher-it  ssLeth'  '"  J°" 
one  of  the  servants.  I  believe  tZT^  f^°"' 
getting  into  trouble  and  w^n  L  ^  '"^    ^'^^^^ 

out  ■•     TK-  A  ?  wanting  you  to  pull  them 

oui.       The  descendants  of  the  old  Riai,^    1 
still  spoken  of  by  Cynthia  as  ''tho  ''^'^''  ^"'"^ 

they   had   been   frermen  Lh      ''''^^"'' '   '^°"«^ 
thirty  years.  ^   '^°"^*"  ^°''  almost 

Christopher    started    from    hi<,    ^u.*      .• 

neve.   W  the  diSelTrrrh^^iteft 

"It's  a  good  thing  Jim  amuses  her,  at  any  rate  " 
An  expression   of   anger  drew  rvn.h^.     J 
together     "Oh    r  ^-  .         ^ytnias   brows 

^tari^'gTtrTaT""'"'''  '"  "  ^o"'  ^"^  "«  ^<^ 

h-xdlimtd''*™  ^Tl  "P  '"'"'  "•""«  life  to  her." 
'tclaimed  appalled  by  the  injustice  of 


sacrifice. 


god 
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Cynthia  put  up  one  knotted  hand  and  stroked 
nek  the  thin  hair  upon  her  temples.     "It  was  all 
I  had  to  give."  she  answered,  and  went  out  into 
the  yard. 

He  let  her  go  from  him  without  replying,  and  before 
her  pathetic  figure  had  reached  the  house  she  was 
b  otted  entir.  \y  from  his  thoughts,  for  it  was  a  part 
of  the  tragedy  of  her  unselfishness  that  she  had 
never  existed  as  a  distinct  personality  even  in  the 
minds  of  those  who  knew  and  loved  her. 

When  presently  he  passed  through  the  yard  on 
his  way  to  the  store,  he  saw  her  taking  in  the  dried 
clothes  from  the  old  lilac-bushes  and  called  back 
carelessly  that  he  would  be  home  to  supper.  Then 
fo-getting  her  lesser  miseries  in  his  own  greater  one', 
he  fell  into  his  troubled  brooding  as  he  swung  rapidly 
along  the  road.  or/ 

At  the  store  the  usual  group  of  loungers  welcomed 
him.  and  among  them  he  saw  to  his  surprise  the 
cheerful  face  of  Jim  Weatherby.  a  Uttle  clouded  by 
the  important  news  he  was  evidently  seeking  to 
hold  back.  * 

"I  tried  to  keep  them  from  sending  for  you, 
L<hnstopher,"  the  young  man  explained.  "It  is  no 
business  of  yours— that  is  what  I  said." 

"Well,  it  seems  that  every  thriftless  nigger  in 
the  county  thinks  he's  got  a  claim  upon  you,  sho' 
enough  ••  put  in  Tom  Spade.  "It  wam't  mo'n  last 
week  that  I  had  a  letter  from  the  grandson  of  yo' 
pa  s  old  blacksmith  Buck,  sayin'  he  was  to  hang 
in  Philadelphia  for  somebody's  murder,  an'  that  I 
must  tell  Marse  Christopher  to  come  an'  git  him  off. 
1  bars  a  good  six  hunnard  of  'em,  black  a./ yaller 
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••Oh    it's  not  chicken  stcalin'  this  time    it's  a 
blamed  sight  worse.     Thev  want  vo..  ♦«       :. 
bodv    oviir    ♦«    TT    •     "^  ^*"^  y°"  to  send  some- 

""tear,  «t  "s:^oJr^;r"w'::^"rH-;' 

him  bury  hi,  chUdren  who"  hlrdiedtr^"  p':^ 
There  are  four  of  'em  dead,  it  .eem,,  an'  the  rest  «. 
ilt^ttl^  '"'f  «■      Thar-, 'not  a  'mZl': 

"Uncle  Isam!"  repeated  Christopher,  a,  if  trvir» 
to  recall  the  name.     "Why  I  haven-t  l=M  '^  ^ 

the  man  for  year,."  "  '^"  ">»" 

boy  who  wa,  gathering  pi„e  knot,  at  the  foot  of  hi' 
h.lK    He  wa,  to  tell  Marse  Chrirtopher  that  he  had 
had  nothmg  to  eat  for  two  whole  days  an'  hb  ch!l 
dren  were  unburied.     Then  the  boy  got  Lred  an' 
scampered  off,  an'  that  was  all  "  " 

Chnstophcr's  laugh  sounded  rather  brutal 
So  he  used  to  belong  to  us.  did  he?"  he  inquired 

kin  «  ?  ^°  ^'  °™  <=°»^'""»"-    I  "0011." 
am  as  d.v"  a„,„e^  ^om.     "I  wam't  mo'n  " 


plain 


child  then,  an'  he  used  to  flick" his  whip 

leva  ^rnmnmtr^m  u^ «  *^ 


whenever  he  passed 
Well,  what  is 
turning  suddenly 


me  in  the  road. 


at  my  bare 


done?"  asked   Christopher, 
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"The  Lord  He  knows,  suh.  That's  not  a  nigger 
as  will  go  nigh  him,  an*  I'm  not  blamin'  'em;  not  I 
Jim's  filled  his  cart  with  food,  an'  he's  goin'to  dump 
the  things  out  at  the  foot  of  the  hill ;  then  maybe 
Uncle  Isam  can  crawl  down  an'  drag  'em  back. 
His  wife's  down  with  it,  too,  they  say.  She  was 
workm'  here  not  mo'n  six  months  ago,  but  she  left 
her  place  of  a  sudden  an'  went  back  again." 

Christopher  glanced  carelessly  at  the  little  cart 
waiting  in  the  road,  and  then  throwing  off  his  coat 
tossed  it  on  the  seat. 

"I'll  trouble  you  to  lend  me  your  overalls,  Tom," 
he  said,  "and  you  can  send  a  boy  up  to  the  houie 
and  get  mme  in  exchange.  Put  what  medicines  you 
have  in  the  cart  ;  I'll  take  them  over  to  the  old  fool." 
"Good  Lord  I"  said  Tom,  and  mechanically  got  out 
of  his  blue  jean  clothes. 

"Now  don't  be  a  downright  ass.  Christopher," 
put  m  Jim  Weatherby.  "You've  got  your  mother 
on  your  hands,  you  know,  and  what  under  heaven 
have  you  to  do  with  Uncle  Isam?  I  knew  some 
foolishness  would  most  likely  come  of  it  if  they  sent 
up  for  you." 

"Oh,  he  used  to  belong  to  us,  you  see,"  explained 
Chnstopher  carelessly. 

"And  he's  been  an  ungrateful,  thriftless  free 
negro  for  nearly  thirty  years " 

"That's  just  it— for  not  quite  thirty  years.  Look 
here,  if  you'll  drive  me  over  in  the  cart  and  leave 
the  things  at  the  foot  of  the  hiU  I'll  be  obUged  to 
you.  I'll  probably  have  to  stay  out  a  couple  of 
weeks— until  there's  no  danger  of  my  bringing  back 
the  disease— so  I'U  wear  Tom's  overalls  and  leave 


•    -  -    K- 
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my  clothct  somewhere  in  the  wood.     nt.    m,  .  , 
c«.,  of  coune  ;  I'm  „„  f^,'"  °'''  '  "  '•■" 

"«.  tilth  in  '.therV    /in'/'fh  rr^mli"  "l!!' 

sj^r  »r'a<:?r  ch"''  °'^  ^'  -  -  ^^ 

rightl-T"'  '■    Chnstopher.     Y„„    have    „o 

«.prr--j:re:Kr.i 

««med  to  lack  the  moral  el-menta  of  true  cou™« 

ti'T^^rthr:«^,ThriLp"«..- 

Christopher  turned  on  him  a  face  in  whose  exnrec 
sion  he  found  a  mvsterv  th«f  h^       »»  ^nose  expres- 

"T  «»   u  L  r    .  y^^^^y  *"at  he  could  not  solve 
I  can't  help  it.  Jim.  to  save  my  life  I  cln't  " 
he  answered.     "It  isn't  or„r*u-       u      "  *• 

that  as  well  as  I    Tdonr      ^^  ''"'"'•  ''°"'  '"'"' 
Isam  and  his^hLe„    but    tl^/T  '"  ""='* 

».cow^„dS'^rtu;--t^.-::-- 

WeU.  I  dare  say  we're  made  dilFerent,"  resoonded 
J.m  rather  d^rly,  for  it  was  his  wedding  day  Md  he 
was  gomg  farther  f„m  his  bride.     "But  te^^pj!' 
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I  CM't  help  thinking  of  that  poor  blind  old  lady 
different.    I  reckon  that'i  what  it  mean.." 

Z  KU  •  *i"'*  ^*;*"  '*  ^"'  »'  ^*"'«  *°  the  foot  of 
the  h.n  where  Uncle  lu^tn  lived  Chri«topher  got 
out  and  thouldered  a  bag  of  meal 

mnthrlrt.^*"*  ^^^'  ^  ^''''^'  »"^  J^ok  after 
mother  while  I'm  away,"  he  said 

i^d  «  ?  /."-humour  vaniahed  and   he  smiled  and 

vl"h.  H*;:'*-  :G°o^-»>y.oldman.  God  bless 
you,     he  said  heartily. 

Sitting  there  in  the  road,  he  watched  Christopher 

^ZtT>l  "T  u""^"  ''''  ^**"  ^«*^««'  stooping 
slightly  beneath  the  bag  of  tneal  and  whistling  a 

J  u  i  ,  *  •  '"^^  °^  *  **'°^  th»*  this  was  the 
^t  cheerful  soimd  he  had  heard  from  him  for 
weeks;  and.  still  pondering,  he  turned  the  horse's 
head  and  drove  slowly  home  to  his  own  happiness. 


I 


CHAPTER  TI 

TH8    MBAiUKE   Or    MaIIIA 

Whim,  two  weeks  lAt«r  pk-;-*^  u 
•gain,  he  wa.   ""bv  T.   J    •'^       '*'*'•<'  ■««" 

i-'lf;;  .«.  or  pr>.X"Jir'*  "*"'"  •»" 

Christopher  laughed. 

"So  might  Uncle  Tucker  wh«n  k. 
war."  was  his  retort      hI  Z         ?•  '"*"'  ^"*°  ^^e 
'ittle    graver     and    th.       T  *  ""^'^  'h'""«''.  « 

had  fadfd  to  a  p^r  Zr^l^^^  Z^JV^^ 
h»  powerful  fieur.  ..r„,i,  .1,  '  '''°"  »'>«ence 

Phy.ic.Ily,  h.  C„e«r  .I~"  IT  """"'  «*«"«': 
than  he  did  .tJLT^u  *?'*»"<»  »<>«  i»ipre«iive 
the  Idtchen  di^Jy     '"  '"  ""  •»»««■'»  ">..  filled 

''^Arrifr^'^'^""'''-^^""" 

young  man's  figure  and  th^^  '"'  T"  ""  '"e 
as  they  always  md  in  .t  ^  «'«''«  "ttle  wistful, 
culine  s.renph/'.l;;'^,  "Vrr^'  "'  P^^'ct  mas. 
adventures  didn't  .Z-  L-  *^'*''  ^^^  ^"<^b  for 
antly.  "'  ""•  '"  ^^'""  >•«  added  pleas- 

To  Christophers  surprise,  Cynthia  was  the  single 
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w!  r^t  t*  T^^  "'^'^  •*^°''»^  •  •5^P*'hy  with 
his  reckJew  knight  errantry.     •'There  wm  nothinc 

voice,  lifting  her  worn  face  where  the  hnei  had  deep- 
encd  m  hi.  absence;  "he  u-d  to  be  father",  coach- 
man  before  the  war." 

She  had  gone  from  the  kitchen  a«  .he  .poke,  and 
Chn.topher   following  her.  threw  an  anxiou.  g  .«"• 

haul  '"*'^*'""  '°  '^'  "'^^  ^^'  *'  "h« 

"And  mother    Cynthia?"  he  a.ked  quickly. 
Her  mind  .till  wander.,  b.it  at  time,  .he  wem.  to 
come  back  to  hernelf  for  a  little  while,  and  only  thi^ 
mornmg  .he  awoke  from  a  nap  and  a.ked  for  you 
quue  c^arly.     We  told  her  you  had  gone  hunting^ 
May  I  see  her  now.>    Who  i.  with  her?" 
Jim.    He  has  been  so  good." 
The  admi..ion  wa«  wrung..hortly  from  her  rigid 
hone.ty.  and  there  wa.  no  vi.ible  softening  of  her 
gnm  reserve,  when,  entering  the  houw  with  Chri.to- 
pher.  .he  found  herwlf  pre.ently  beside  Jim  Weather- 
by   who  was  chatting  merrily  in  Mrs.  Blake's  room 
The  old  lady,  shrivelled  and  faded  as  the  dried 

l^t  hTv.!;'''''  '^"•^  '^'  ^^'  j*^  °"  ^»>«  hearth. 
Uyhalf  hidden  among  the  pillows  in  her  high  white 

fell  through  the  little  window.  At  Christopher's 
step  her  meniory  flickered  back  for  an  instant,  and 
the  change  showed  in  the  sudden  animation  of  her 
glance. 

have'  Tv c":"^"'  °'  '^"^  '''''-'  "'^  '^'  -^  ^o" 
"I  am  like  him  in  other  ways.  I  hope,  mother." 
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™«  «..k,d  in  .TuinZI!!;."""'"'  '  "'PP^  "  '»  • 

'*  •  ">"»  now,  and  big-oh  lo  bi>    ..^  !.■  A.'  ■    . 
rown  .  litti,  darker/^         big-«nd  hi.  h«r  ha. 

ber."    Shu  f.ii    „  "T?""*'^^-    '  ••«  «rymg  to  renwn-- 

*  mvirays  liked  noise,  you  know  it  f.ii.     r 

What'fh";.:"  tK*""'  "■'  «>  ■»»«  ""i.  p.  tn  ' 
oT  thVpa":,"      •  '"""'  """"  *"«  ""^"^  on. 

tawed  the  hand  upon  the  counterpane, 
m  hapr,'^''  """"•'•  «  '  «""»  """y  l»v.  nude 
•'And  you  couldn't,  Chrirtopherf" 
'  ">^^<'  •narry,  dear;  I  couldn't." 
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"There  was  ao  one,  you  mean-no  woman  whom 
you  could  have  loved  and  who  would  have  given 
you  children.  Surely  there  are  still  good^and 
gentle  women  left  in  the  world." 

"There  was  none  for  me." 

She  sighed  hopelessly. 

"Never,  mother." 

"Thank  God;  it  i,  one  thing  I  could  not  forgive 

to  ^"v  T,"  r''  ^"^  ""  ""'"^'  y°^  '«h"  ^«d 
hLIL  T  ^  """'  '"""  '""P  fo'  'hem.  Let 
Ah    ""P/oh^  own  level,  even  in  his  indiscretions 

fttrr  """■"  ""  ''"^'"'  "y  »»■'•  but  he  neve 

^T,lZ  "t '""""'  '"  "'  "'*  *"«  "e  was  bom  a 
gentleman.     He  was  a  good  husband,  too.  a  eood 

husband  and  I  was  married  to  him  for  nearly  f^rty 

rrouldi  «™""'.»ri»>  °f  "y  marriage  wi  thai 
he  would  throw  h.s  cigar  ashes  on  the  floor.  Women 
think  so  much  of  little  things,  you  know,  and  I've 
tf  he'Ld  1  '*i  '""^^  "'^  *"*"  "  '"'Ppier  woman 
wJLd     h  ""^^  "''■'™5'-     B"  he  never 

e^t'^hri.r"/""*."'  *'"'"«''  I  save  him  one 
every  Chnstmas  for  almost  forty  years  " 

Frilmg  silent,  her  hands  played  fitfully  upon  the 
countu-pane,  and  when  next  she  spoke  the  present 
had  dipped  from  her  and  her  thoughts  had  gone 
back  to  her  early  triumphs.  ^ 

She  wandered  aimlessly  and  waveringly  on  in  a 
W  LT"'"'  •'".^   Christopher,    after   watching 

wL  .^.  *°r*^  '"°°'™''  '«"  the  '"*»n  and 
went  out  mto  the  fresh  air  of  the  yard.  He  could 
always  escape  by  flight  from  the  slow  death-bed- 
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of  rio2""'H   r'"  ''""^  """^'y  "-  «-'  tragedy 
or  a  long  and  happy  life.  *    ' 

ma!";  for  S"  ?l^'"  "'"  ""P"^"** '"'"  '"'^  «  "ieht. 

ynnn  US  j    "'erkin  s.     His  mood  was   heavy 

hewafked  That  >  '""  T  ""  '"'"'''«'°"  '"  ""ich 

u„  ,„  «  ■  f.  ■"  "  '■"'*  ■>'«""«  that  he  looked 
up  to  find  Maria  Fletcher  approaching  him  oveT  the 
pale  gray  shadows  i„  the  road.  Her  "yes  wire 
ummous,  and  she  stretched  her  hand  toward  Wm 
m  a  happy  gesture. 

fair'JhH   ^"'^''^"'^  ^"  '"''^"''  ^"^  ^h«"  letting  it 
fall  withdrew  h,s  gaze  slowly  from  her  exalted  look 

reachTh      '"''  °'  ""''  '^^°"^  ^^^  beyond  the 
reach  of  h,s  more  earthly  level,  and  as  he  turned 

rom  her  some  old  words  of  her  own  were  respo'en 
m  his  ears:     "Faith   and   doubt   are  mere   emotv 

rthem'!  ir'  T  f  ^  '^^^'^  biooTtirri^ 

vZ  Lto  h     I    "^^^  ^''  ^"^^'^  ^^°°^  that  she  had 
put  into  her  dreams,  and  it  was  this,  he  told  himself 

,t  ?nf.^'^    t.   ^  enveloped  her  as  an  atmosphere- 
t    softened    her   sternest    sacrifice,  it  coloured  her' 

roTinThrct'  h^   ''TT''  '^'y  ^"-n 
road  in  which  she  walked,  and  hourly  it  sustain^rl 

ueker  on  h.s  old  pme  bench.    The  eye  of  the  soirit 
was  the.rs-this  Christopher  had  learned  at  la^t- and 
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he  had  learned,  also,  that  for  him  there  still  remained 
only  the  weak,  blurred  vision  of  the  flesh. 

•'You  make  me  feel  the  veriest  hypocrite,"  he 
said  at  the  end  of  the  long  pause 
^^She  shook  her  head.     "And  that  you  are  surely 

"So  you  stai  believe  in  me?" 

"It's  not  belief— I  know  in  you." 

••Well,  don't  praise  me;  don't  admire  me;  don't 
pretend  for  God's  sake,  that  I'm  anything  better 
than  the  brute  you  see."  -^        « 

•.o'i  "^"^'^  P""***"^  anything  better."  she  protested; 
and   when  you  talk  like  this  it  only  makes  me  feel 
the  more  keenly  your  wonderful  courage." 

"Mnl  ^^''"'1'*  ^""l"  ^'  ^^*  °^*  ^°»°«t  angrily. 
Not  an  atom,  do  you  hear?  Whatever  I  mav 
appear  on  top,  at  bottom  I  am  a  great  skulking 
coward,  and  nothing  more.  Why,  I  couldn't  even 
stay  and  take  my  punishment  the  other  day  I 
sneaked  off  like  a  hound."  ^* 

I^ZT  P^^*^«^«"t?"  she  faltered,  and  he  saw  her 
lashes  tremble. 

"For  the  other  day-for  the  afternoon  by  the 
poplar  spnng.  IVe  been  wanting  to  beg  your  par- 
don  on  my  knees."  s  .y  u*  p^r 

Her  lashes  were  raised  steadily,  and  she  regarded 
him  gravely  while  a  slight  frown  gathered  her  dark 
brows^    She  was  still  humanly  feminine  enough  to 

."^n^  r^Fr  ^^'^^  ^  ^°'«^^«  *^^  tl^e  offense. 
-Q    i'  ;  forgotten,"  she  said  a  little  coldly. 

So  that  was,  after  all,  why  you  ran  away?" 

It  was  not  the  only  reason." 
"And  the  other?" 
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He  clo«d  hi.  eye,  suddenly  «,d  drew  back. 

A  liX  K.      -'"  ""°  """'^'•"  •>«  replied, 
whtlmt  «^'     7"  ""  '^•"'"e  '»  th'  "d  clay 

;n:ry-™4t^r;ri;irA"°°'''"«'  "•'  •^^'-'"^ '' 

"butST/f'^  '°°""''"  "«  ^"'"l  '»  «  quit  voice- 
rm^  Afterward,  you   did   such   a  brave.  .« 

lostagtfs  h«d"^ 'iTrTi"'"  ^•"'•"  •••  ?«"«'«''■ 
TM  h.     J  "  '  ''*''"'  8°"=  to  Uncle  Isam 

t^^;      K  !T  '°"  >""•  f"  ""o  instant-  never     I 
tried  to,  but  I  couldn't  " 

^.<:xn"h'e:  sur  tr^  -- r- 

own  wavered  and  fell  slowly  to  the  LZl  1'/. 

and  t  Jnid  a^ay         '^  """'  "*  '''^^''''^  "-«« 

his'I^ts''  ^^t  °"*  *'''"S  to  do,"  he  said,  holding 
vn,,  T?  **"*  P*"^'  ""'^  a  long  stor^  but  tf 
you  w,     hsten   patiently-and  it  is  very  longll 

c"Lt  if  r  ^'■''  ,''°"°™g  "in,,  she  c7osS'the 

.^TLtZ,  °"'"'^  '""  ^"  ""^  "P-  «•»  end 

^'^^ri:Tt7^r "" ""  ^-^  "■"  ^^^ 

It  began  long  ago,  when  we  were  both  little 
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cluldren,"  he  went  on,  and  then  going  l)ack  from  her 
into  the  lane  he  stood  staring  down  upon  the 
httle  blue  flower  blooming  in  the  wheel-rut.  She 
saw  his  shadow,  stretching  across  the  road,  blurred 
mto  the  pale  dusk  of  the  wood,  uncertain,  sombre, 
gigantic  in  its  outline.  His  hat  was  lying  on  the 
ground  at  her  feet.  and.  lifting  ic.  she  ran  her  fingers 
idly  along  the  brim. 

For  a  time  the  silence  lasted;  then  coming  back 
to  her  he  sat  down  on  the  log  and  dropped  his 
clasped  hands  between  his  knees.  She  heard  his 
heavy  breathing,  and  something  in  the  sound  drew 
her  toward  him  with  a  sympathetic  movement. 

Ah.  don't  tell  me,  don't  tell  me."  she  entreated. 

You  must  listen  patiently,"  he  returned,  without 
looking  at  her.  "and  not  interrupt— above  all,  not 
:     -irrupt." 

^.le  bent  her  head.      "I  will  not  speak  a  word 
nor  move  a  finger  until  the  end."  she  promised;  and 
leaning  a  little  forward,  with  his  eyes  on  the  ground 
and  his  hands  hanging  listlessly  between  his  knees 
he  began  his  story. 

The  air  was  so  still  that  his  voice  sounded  strangely 
harsh  in  the  silence,  but  presently  she  heard  the 
soughing  of  the  pine  trees  far  up  above,  and  while  it 
lasted  It  deadened  the  jarring  discord  of  the  human 
tones.  She  sat  quite  motionless  upon  the  log,  not 
lifting  a  finger  nor  speaking  a  word,  as  she  had 
promised,  and  her  gaze  was  fixed  steadily  upon  a 
bit  of  dned  fern  growing  between  the  roots  of  a  dead 
tree. 

^^  "It  went  on  so  for  five  years,"  he  slowly  finished, 
and   It    was   from    beginning  to   end   deliberate. 
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devilish  revenge.     I  meant  from  the  first  to  make 
Inm  what  he  is  to-day.     I  meant  to  make  him  hate 
hoXf  ?  as  he  does-i  meant  to  make  him  th 
hopeless  drunkard  that  he  is.     It  is  all  my  work- 
every  bit  of  it-as  you  see  it  now  " 

{.!!i\l7^^'  ^^^  ^''  ^y^'  ^'""»  *°  '^^  withered 

f  she  had  not  drawn  breath  since  he  began.     Her 
famt  smile  was  still  sketched  about  the  comers  o 
her  mouth,  and  her  fingers  were  closed  upTthe 
bnm  of  his  harvest  hat. 

••  t1°a  ^7  r""  ^  x""^'  "^'  *^^^'"  ^'  we"t  on  again. 

a  beast      T^Tn""'  '  '^'  "°*  ^^"~^  "^"^^^  ^'  ^« 
a  beast     Then  you  came  and  it  was  different." 

For  the  first  tirne  she  turned  and  looked  at  him. 
breath         ^"^  different?"  she  repeated  beneath  her 

bet't?r^'  T*^r''  "°!^'"^  *°  '*y  *^^*  ^'"  '"ake  things 
better;  I  know  that.     If  you  had  not  come  I  should 
never  have  known  myself  nor  what  I  had  been 
It  was  hke  a  thunderclap-the  whole  thing;  it  shook 
me    off    my    feet    before  I  saw  what  it  mea^^ 

XV.T^^'t  ^^^°-^«^g«  even  to  myself  th't^'. 
mat?     she  questioned  in  a  whisper,  for  he  had 
bitten  back  the  words. 
"That  I  love  you." 

iJi^XT^V^^  ^^^^^  '"^^^^y  *°  her  knees  and 
lay  with  her  face  hidden  on  the  old  log.  while  her 
smothered  sobs  ran  in  long  shudders  through  her 

J^^'a  t  T™"*"  '^^'^^^  W"»  presently.  Ld  it 
seemed  to  him  that  she  was  praying  softW  in  her 
clasped  hands;  but  when  in  a  new'hoLr  of'hrmselJ 
he  made  a  movement  to  rise  and  sUp  away,  she 
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Ihl^lL"^  *""*  *^*'"*'^  *°"'^'*^  '^"'  detainingly  on 
she  ?iid^°''  unhappy-how  unhappy  you  have  been  V 

"It  is  not  that  I  mind."  he  answered.  "If  I 
could  take  all  the  misery  of  it  I  shouldn't  care, 
but  I  have  made  you  suffer,  and  for  the  sin  that  is 
mme  alone. 

For  a  moment  she  was  silent,  breathing  quickly 
between  parted  lips;  then  turning  with  an  fmpulsive 

ft'ws^'side  ^*'  '^**^  "^°"  ^^^  ^*"^  ^*"«^°« 

"Not  yours  alone/'  she  said  softly,  "for  it  has 
become  mme,  too." 

Before  the  wonder  of  her  words  he  stared  at  her 

Tww  n    *^'''  "^^^^  ^^^^  '"*^^"^"«  «hook  him 
Slowly  to  his  senses. 

"Maria I"  he  called  out  sharply  in  the  voice  of 
one  who  speaks  from  a  distance. 

She  met  his  appeal  with  a  swift  outward  move- 
ment  of  her  arms.  and.  bending  over,  laid  her  hands 
i'ently  upon  ^     head. 

"fl^w  •J°!L^^'*°P^*'--'"^°*'  *°^'"  »J»«  repeated, 
for  I  take  the  blame  of  it,  and  I  wiU  share  in  the 

atonement.     My  dear,  my  dear,  is  love  so  slight 

a  thmg  that  it  wouk  share  the  joy  and  leave  the 

evil?    Why,  ,t  IS  all  mine!    AU!    All!    What  you 
have  been  I  was  also;  what  I  am  to-day  you  will  be. 

L?!I*  ^°''"    '^°^^    the    first    instant    you 

looked  upon  me."  ^ 

With  a  sob  he  caught  her  hands    and    crushed 
inem  in  his  own. 
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"Then  this  is  love.  Maria?" 
" It  has  been  love — always." 
"  From  the  first— as  with  me  > " 

Th^  irtT"" " ""  """^  *■'« "  might  r^t^ 

still  made  no  movement  to  draw  nearer   for  tL 
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CHAPTER    HI 

WlLl'j   Ruin 

rZ"T°  ^l  "Tf"  '"="'  »*if"y  tack  along  ,hc 

[^  fi,,     ,.     •v'''"''"''   *''''^''   thickened   beyond 
the  first  short  bend.     Will  mua  be  saved  ZZt 

.Wen^^Arlt-  f  """i""'"  """  P-^"" 
her  whoelire    oThe  w^rk  7hi.    T"'  "'"  •'"°  "^ 

alone   but  because  U  w^th^'or^  ^  ^'Xh"': 
ZtJ:^  ""^   Christopher's  salvaui:^.'"!''   h 
to-  o^;  1^™,'""  ''"'"'«  '«^''™«<'  ""d  repel  ed 

f..ii  „f  r  u         .  ■  ""■""■S  heart,  though  still 

ntoasJrioor   !?•  """  '"'  "*™^''  f™""  ««  >«" 
o  tht  h?"^      ,.~«luroy  road,"  and  so  came  quickly 

barr.:  ^^  ^7 ^.i::  rd  neT^^roif J 

'Z:^,  '«'-«''  ^«>  -  *«"t  a  face  of  cr^ut 

P^s^I'Z'r  '""^''  "^''  «°-  »°  -'"•    Vou 

"Well,  I  haven't,  and  there's  an  end  of  it  •'  »,. 
rettimed  irritably,  chewing  hard  on  Tjl  t  u^' 
PKked  up  from  the  groun'd;  •'and"wh:tt:nore1 
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tdl  vfu    •     ^.  '^"  "^-     '^  •  ^"""«  »"•  ^y  *"^he.. 

thw.     Drudge    drudge,  drudge;  there',  nothing  el«i 
except  the  little  .pint  I  get  from  drink  " 

"And  that  ruin.  you.    Oh.  don't,  don't.    I'll  go 
on  my  knee,  to  you;  I'll  work  for  you  like  a  wrvant 

If  you  11  only  promiM  me  never  to  drink  again." 

whiirTi!!:rrr  ■••^  ^'"'  ^^"^  >«»»»»«<»  -^ortiy 

wMe  he  looked  her  over  with  rai«,d  eyebrow, 
fo^a  wrk^.'  •'''^"'*  ''""^^  ^P  "^^  '"  ^•^•™"«« 
A  flush  crowed  Maria's  face,  and  she  glanced 
down  guiltily,  letting  her  black  skirt  fall  above  the 
lace  upon  her  petticoat.  "I  have  bought  nothing 
smce  coming  home."  she  responded  presently  with 

InJ^f     ,.  .••     ^^•^  ^•"'  *  «'''''  »"»"/  of  them 
them  o^t  •'         "*'''^  '''*  "^'^  *  ^°"«  ''"^^  ^o  '^••^ 

iJi^'^'u'  '^°?'*  ^P^^««  them."  returned  Will,  a 

r.  J  '  «  ^  ^'''P'  y°"  ^"^  »^"^"  them  out  of 
s^^H^W  ^""^ '*"•  ^^'^  »«  «°od  a  way  for  him  to 
spend  his  money  as  any  other,  and  it  doesn't  hurt 
me  so  long  as  he'll  never  let  me  see  the  colour  of 
a  cent. 

He  hfted  his  sullen  face  toward  her  kind  eyes, 
then  turning  away,  kicked  listlessly  at  the  rotting 

''What's  the  use  in  promising?    I  wouldn't  keep 
It.     he  replied.     "Why.  there  are  times  when  but 
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for  whiiky  Vd  go  mad.      if,  the  uu    t  .  „ 

•  •ingl.  drop,  and  I'd  have  k«nt  i»  ?.     .  ^°"'''' 

franclp...  devilment.     It',  hf.    Ij' V^' 7 ''^  ^- 
back  to  it  as  dear  a,  day  '  '     *  *^~''*'  *"' 

bre";;rt'hcTa^r'^^^^^^    '•^  •"^•^^^  -  ^•- 

The  dwn  fl.?.i,    ^        ^"^  tnhcnted  from  Fletcher 

hi.  cr.v.t  SloZnl^Z^TlT^  "rrl 
ne.ti,«.  which  had  .l«ray.~Ln!;r^  ""  '"''  "' 
in  hT  grandfather,  A,  LTa,  JT"  •"  «'°"K'y 
dmd  with  a  pang  that  .h.  h.I  ""  ""  *''"- 

•0-day  th.  r.,'.J,a„t  t^  TZ":!!,""  """' 
the  Hall.  ^  ^°  ^"®  «^'d  man  at 

"But  one  must  be  patient    Will  ••  .u         ^  ,   . 
'««ly  after  a  moment*^.    h„„gM'"  there'.'     ,'""'■ 
hope  of  a  mending-and  a.  far  A'thl.  '"">" 

father  may  relent  V^^ow"  *°"''  «™"''- 

^  What  good  would  come  of  that  ? " 

I?  He°rbrgVt";rt'o':h""'°^^^-  .^'^^^°^^ 

hand."  ^  ^°  *^"   P*««  ^'th  his  own 

you!lT'"  ''  "'^  P*^^^^  y-»  ^--^t.     He  loved 
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••  Nonsense.  He  wnnted  «  dog  to  badffer  that 
w.ii  Hi'.     Chri»topl»er  Blako  mU\  m" 

••ChrUtophcr  Stake  I  Oh.  Will.  Will,  if  you  could 
only  understand  I"  ' 

She  turned  hopelennly  away  from  him  and  looked 
with  despairing  eye*  over  the  pbuKhed  ficKls  which 
blushed  faintly  in  the  Hunshine. 

"So  your  spring  [.LiuRhinK  ««  all  done."  she  said 
nt  last,  desisting  irom  her  attrmpt  to  »oftcn  his 
sullen  olKluracy.  "and  you  have  been  working  harder 
than  I  knew." 

"Oh.  it's  not  I."  returned  Will  promptly,  hit  face 
clerinng  for  the  first  time.  "Ifs  all  Christophers 
work;  he  ploughcl  that  field  just  !>efore  he  went 
away.  Do  you  see  that  new  cover  over  the  well? 
He  knocked  that  up  the  last  morning  he  was  here 
and  made  those  steps  before  the  front  door  at  the 
same  time.  Now,  he's  the  kind  of  friend  worth 
having,  and  no  mistake.  But  for  him  Id  have 
landed  in  the  poorhouse  long  ago." 

Maria's  gaze  left  the  field  and  returned  to  WiU'a 
face,  where  it  lingered  wistfully. 

w-i,*?.?'J°"  ^^'^"^  ^^^^"^  "^^^^  »'  ^^'^  all  about. 
Will?  ,he  asked,  "the  old  trouble  between  him 
and  grandfather?" 

"Some  silly  property  right.  I  believe;  I  can't 
remember.  Did  you  ever  see  anybody  yet  with 
whom  grandpa  was  on  decent  terms?" 

"He  used  to  be  with  you.  Wih." 

••Only  so  long  as  I  wore  short  breeches  and  he 
could  whack  me  over  the  head  whenever  he  had  a 
mmd  to.  I  tell  you  I'd  rather  try  to  get  along  with 
Beclaebub  himself." 


in«r  in  the  mouM         *    ^       ^  '^'•'•'''>'  ^*"  «'^«»^h- 
th^l'r;  '^'''"^'    *^**'    '"y  "^«^«K«    I  went  over 

I'd  have  Rtopf>ec1drinkinfftLnriu      ^'  ^"^ 
up  Christopher  Blake—"  '^  ""'"  ^""^^  «f*^*" 

"Did  you  tell  him  that?" 

left  m.  tmi/l"  ""  „T;r  "'"■  V"""  "^'"-"o 

w.y,  h.  „„t  ™Th.  d  M ';;  .;:st:t7„%l;:'^ "'.° 

w«med  mo  that  ho'd  .hoot  m.  i        ^  ,       """■  """^ 
at  the  Hall."  "*  ''''*"  '' '  ""  "t  fool 

^.J^And  th.,.  ha,  been  „o  «rftc„inK-„„  wavering 

that   he   wa,lt  1  .T""  """'"I'   '"  »"»""«1 

brow  Hi,  .tlelcTt  Jhtid  A""-,"  ^L""  •„»?".  "« 

H.^co.a  n.v„  CO..  jo'tnTar^KiTtr; 

"Ha,  he  ever  «en  Mollyf  she  a,ked  suddenly. 
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while  an  unreasonable  hope  shot  through  her  heart. 

Does  he  know  about  the  child?" 

"He  may  have  seen  her— I  don't  know;  but  she's 

not  so  much  to  look  at  now:  she's  gone  all  to  pieces 

under  this  awful   worry.     It  isn't  my  fault.  God 

knows   but  she  expected  different  things  when  she 

married  me.    She  thought  we'd  live  somewhere  in 

the  city  and  that  she'd  have  pretty  clothes  to  wear  " 

I  was  thinldng  that  when  the  child  came  he  might 

forjive  you."  broke  in  Maria  almost  cheerfully 

And  m  the  meantime  we're  to  die  like  rats.  Oh 
there  s  no  use  talking,  it's  got  to  end  one  way  oi^ 
another  There's  not  a  cent  in  the  house  nor  a  decent 
scrap  of  food,  and  Molly  is  having  to  see  the  doctor 
every  day.  I  declare,  it's  enough  to  drive  me  clean 
to  desperation!" 

"And  what  good  would  that  do  Molly  or  yourself^ 
Be  a  man.  Will,  and  don't  let  a  woman  hear  you 
whme.  Now  I'm  going  in  to  see  her.  and  I'll  stay 
to  help  her  about  supper." 

She  nodded  brightly,  and.  opening  the  little  door 
of  the  house,  passed  into  the  single   lower   room 
which  served  as  kitchen  and  dining-room  in  one. 
Beyond  the  disorderly  table,  from  which  the  remains 
of  dinner  had  not  yet  been  cleared  away.  MoUy  was 
lying  on  a  hard  wooden  lounge  covered  with  strips 
of  faded  caUco.     Her  abundant  flaxen  hair  hung  in 
lusterless  masses  upon  her  shoulders,  and  the  soiled 
cotton  wrapper  she  wore  was  torn   open  at  the 
throat  as  if  she  had  clutched  it  in  a  passion  of  childish 
petulance.  At  Maria's  entrance  she  started  and  looked 
up  angrily  from  her  dejected  attitude. 
"I  can't  see  any  visitors— I'm  not  fitl"  she  cried. 
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Won't  you  let  me  fix  voV.     ,     '"'"  '  ""'«  "^'or. 
"and  I'm  sick-Ita  «  ti.wT    """^  P«vishly; 

^ounaar:;,„^t!StS-H-    «-    -ad 

y-  hai.""  VhTt  f^r^r  Vt"!  'r"'  -*  ^ 

npecorn."  ^     ^'     "  "  the  colour  of 

"There's  a  comb  ovetthl    '".?"!:""«  ^'^i*'- 

■nfrrer,"  she  said   °^Will  Zt  "^  ,/V''"«  "^^  the 

the  other  day.  a^dit  d^,       t""?"  ""'  *«*''  °«  of  it 

"Then  I'll  bX  y^^tT„Jr°«  "hen  I  »e  it." 

<»«ful  of  these^r^Tw"'  T"'    "^'"'  ""^  l* 

roughly.    Do  I  h«  y  J?'^  "  *<»  ^'y  to  t«at 

tw^e^'':b:r^e''of'S''r'"''  °'  ^^^  «-•"■=  -«> 

?n instant  she rw2l™?romh  "«"  "^^-'"'"^ 
It  m  M  Uy's  lap.  "  ''*'  ''"S''-  and  laid 

yoii  mSIcine  Xo^i^^CS'  ^"if" '!  *°  ""^ 
deal  once,  I  fancy  -  °-      "  «>st  a  good 
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Her  hand  closed  over  the  ring  with  a  frantic  clutch- 
then  shpping  it  on.  she  lay  watching  the  stone 
sparkle  in  the  last  sunbeams.  A  colour  had  bloomed 
suddenly  in  her  face,  and  her  eyes  shone  with  a  light 
as  bnlhant  as  that  of  the  jewel  at  which  she 
gazed. 

"And  you  had-others?"  she  asked  in  a  kind  of 
sacred  awe. 

"A  great  many  once— a  necklace,  and  rings,  and 
brooches,  and  a  silly  tiara  that  made  me  look  a  fright 
I  never  cared  for  them  after  the  novelty  of  owning 
them  wore  off.    They  are  evil  things,  it  seems  to 
me,  and  should  never  be  the  gifts  of  love,  for  each 
one  of  those  foolish  stones  staiids  for  greed,  and  pride 
and  selfishness,  and  maybe  crime.    That  was  my  way 
of  looking  at  them,  of  course,  and  whenever  I  wore 
my  necklace  I  used  to  feel  like  asking  pardon  of  every 
beggar  that  I  passed.     '  One  link  in  this  chain  might 
make  a  man  of  you,'  was  what  I  wanted  to  say- 
but  I  never  did.     Well,  they  are  almost  all  gone 
now;  some  I  sold  and  some   I  gave  away     This 
one  will  buy  you  medicine,  I  hope,  and  then  it  will 
give   me  more    happiness  than   it   has    ever   done 
before." 

"Oh,  it  is  beautiful,  beautiful,"  sighed  Molly 
beneath  her  breath,  and  then  went  to  the  little 
cracked  mirror  in  the  comer  and  held  the  diamond 
first  to  her  ear  and  then  against  her  hair.  "They 
suil  me,"  she  said  at  last,  opening  the  bosom  of  her 
wrapper  and  trying  it  on  her  pretty  throat;  "they 
would  make  me  look  so  splendid.  Oh,  if  I'd  only  had 
a  lover  who  could  give  me  things  like  this  I" 

Maria,  watching  her,  felt  her  heart  contract  suddenly 
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with  a  pang  of  remembrance      T«i»>l.  u.a  v 

one  thing  wliich  Taclc  WvT^hl     u  f-       "^  ***"  *''« 

the  finer  eifts  of  th.         .  J"  ''^''  S^™"  h'r.  for  of 

long  beforf 'he  Lew  iuT    In'  h'"*'^  *"«"*" 
hi.  infatuation  hX^a  irwe^"^  Z  tT,  2^1°' 

r.at^h::f^:zrhr;:L'ar"£fES 

like  the  m«c».„  ■'  *'  bedecked  her  body, 

"»e  me  mystic  princess  who  wa«  iriii.j  —  ■    .  , 

the  material  weieht  of  th.      7a  ^  "  '**'  '')' 

brow.  ^  *'''  8°'''™  "own  upon  her 

MtM'  Mana  lud  cooked  supper  and  gone  back  to  the 

t"f .ight.^^^;::„"'^r'!r'  -"'.V*-' "-« ^^-^^ 

^howeiittorrwiraburo/io;'"" '"'"''"« ^'■' 

takelt/of^'  '*'""""'»™  "St  cool  hundreds t  m 
m  nVed.*T  'r r  "thrbab*"'  f ".''  *'  '""^ 
y^won.  haverb^L'Xt:fhetrg-?°°-  '° 

shan?t»t    •.    "  =  """«■    She  gave  it  to  me,  and  you 
netL  h1        *"*''•    '  '^°"'*  ™°t  *he  medicine^  u 

Sst:  of-mToCinr  'i-r '"''- '''  "'^y 

it  up  I"  ^  ^-     ^  "  "^v^*"'  never  give 
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CHAPTER  IV 

"baj^nm  of  h  JtiftLtLix 'r''r  ""^  '"' 

confeMion  with  reproach  T^Th  w  w    *'  """  ""' 
with  the  horror  he  h^hk.r.     ^''^  *^«"'<">. 
that  his  heart  miXifv.  t  ^!f^'  '*  «  P"""'!' 
sion  of  ^'H^^B^thJ^^^  »  '"'  «P- 
^^g'-     In  W.mJio^T«.l^"''"*  »'«>«« 
from  its  cloud  of  dark  hii,  .  i ,.     '''°"*  "«>onUke 
the  look  of  a  gTt  t^i'  ""^  "«  ""  "Pon  »  only 
^eh«ln.„  haH  a™  heT^    •"  •"^°"-    «'» 
further  away,  and  he  h™  Mtt^T-."'^.^'"  "« 
ance  not  less  erateftJIv  ffc    \    f  ^'""  °'  ''«"  toler- 
of  her  love.    Ck2j^^  l""  'f  *"«  ""our 
of  her  own  natnre^Tir^^^"  "'"'*«'»<'««• 
appealed,  even  a^^  .    «■>*  "^0  breadth  had 
that  was  accuat^  to?„  n^T"°"'  *»  «  "^"d 
of  unbroken^^     u/T]  1""'  <»  """S  caches 
things  from  his  toh-f'      1,^"  ^"^  <»  We 
of  field  and  skv   ll™.  ■       '^°"«™'-  •«■»!  stretches 
of  hating.  an?'he' SSd  X^'  ""»  We  power, 
ence  fiUed  to  overtow^^  Z  *  "Oman's  pres- 

moods.  °^««owmg  the  empty  vastness  of  his 
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himself  down  beside  him  with  a  sigh  of  pleasure  in 
the  beauty  of  the  scene. 

"You're  right.  Uncle  Tucker;  it's  all  wonderful 
1  never  saw  such  a  sunset  in  my  life." 

yAh   but  you  haven't  seen  it  yet."  said  Tucker. 
I  ve  been  looking  at  it  since  it  first  caught  that  pile 
of  clouds,  and  it  grows  more  splendid  every  instant 
I  m  not  an  overreligious  body.  I  reckon,  and  I've 

?^T,  ^^u  '^**  *^*  ^~*  compliment  you  can  pay 
God  Almighty  is  to  let  Him  go  His  own  gait  and  quit 

oo.r"f  .  ri^"''  ^  ^''^"''  ^  ^  '^'  ^^'^  i"«*  now  I 
couldn  t  help  being  impertinent  enough  to  pray  that 
1  might  hve  to  see  another." 

"Well  it's  a  first-rate  one;  that's  so.     It  seems  to 
shake  a  body  out  of  the  muck,  somehow  " 

"I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  did;  and  that's  what  I 

told  two  young  fools  who  were  up  here  just  now 

^king  me  to  patch  up  their  first  married  quarrel 

For  heaven's  sake,  stop  playing  with  mud  and  sit 

down  and  watch  that  sunset.'  I  said  to  'em,  and  if 

In'^L^S'W^^  ^'^  *"*"^"y  ^~PP^d  her  jaws 
and  replied  she  had  to  hurry  back  to  shell  her  beans 
while  the  light  lasted.  Beans!  Why.  they'U  make 
beans  enough  of  their  marriage,  and  so  I  told  'em  " 

Tapping  his  crutch  gently  on  the  ground,  he 
paused  and  sat  smiling  broadly  at  the  sunset. 

For  a  time  Christopher  watched  with  him  while 
the  gold-and-crimson  glory  flamed  beyond  the  twisted 
boughs  of  the  old  pine;  then,  turning  his  troubled 
face  on  Tucker's  cheerful  one.  he  asked  deliberately: 

Uncfe^TuXT'-'""  "^'*  *'^*  ^°"  ""''''  '^^^' 
"  Regret .? "  repeated  Tucker  softly.    "  Why,  no.    I 


^WF^WrV^M^.'^f-^^mm'  .^^'7. . 
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«C  rTI^  ''".''''•'^  *"*  '""^^  •'^  *«  think 
iT    ;*..    *^*  "  *  dangerous  thing,  my  bov  vot, 

your  he  rt  TnVbef'^'*^"  ^^"  *  '""^^^^  ^'  ^^ " 

out";  wii;rrL'^X"in^^^^^^^   '"^^r 

heaven  knows  whe.  7sUli  s^T^  TdTlt  ^v 
i;«/"f  ?"  "'"'•  **^«  ^'''^^  I  might  have  Snt^d 

No  no  'r;  r"'  ™  "^^^^  -e  mighrhavrwon' 
No  no  I  d  change  nothing.  I  tell  you-not  a  d^v ' 
not  an  hour;  not  a  single  sin  nor  a  single  vir^u^' 

return^  ri,- 1  1^°  P""  ^  *^™*^  °^  t'^o  out  of  it  " 
returned  Christopher  moodily,  squinting  his  eyes  at 
the  approachmg  form  of  Susan  Spade    who  cam! 

'Thy^'lha^t"  *'""^'  ^^«  -''^--^'d  ^aTe 
Why    what s  bringing  her.  I  wonder?"  he  asked 

with  evident  displeasure.  ^ 

To   this   inquiry   Susan    herself   presently   t«n,i- 

answer  as  she  walked  with   her   dete^^ni^  T    . 

across  the  little  yard.  determined  tread 

"I've  a  bit  of  news  for  you    Mr    ri,«e*«  v 

ne  sware  it  s  his,  too,  but  Tom's  ready  to  matrh 
him  with  a  bigeer  oath  fhof  ;♦'  ^        match 

has  been."       ^  *^^*  '* '  y°""  ^'^'  ^^^ays 

"Of  course    it's  mine  "  «ai^   ru  ■  *.     t. 
"The  meadow  broormarksThe  S     Z"""  T"^' 
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Well,  he.  took  it  "  rejoined  Mr..  Sp.de  fUtly 
Tucker  T„'^    '7  ''  ''^''  '  reckon.  L'J^' "..id 

gnat     Why  he  hM  near  two  thouwnd  acre.,  ha.nt 

sittii'/i?  "•?**'J^''  "•*"'•"  '^^'"•d  Mm.  Spade 
sitting  .quarely  down  on  the  bench   from   which 

men  folk,  from  th*  ■♦a.*     *u    •  • 

in  'em.  Yo^  Wn^Uf^. "  *~  ■""'"  »"'" 
kin  h..t  1.  ™..    .    7^  "  out  of  «  woman,  an'  you 

mn  even  spank  it  out  of  a  baby,  but  if  you  oiut  it 
from  a  man  thar  ain't  nothia'  b^  .kin  an' ^rfe. 
h.hmd.     A„.  „«„..  a  ,i,ui,h  ,^  hanTe^th 

out   glove,   blew  yo'  ««1.  ,„h.     j,^  jj^,  .""'^'^ 

hanis  ^f.^  r  •  !*""'"■  •"  »«'  both  yo' 
.rt'  ^  °  '  ""'■T'  """e'  ">•>.  »»•  Bill  Fletcher's 
got  h,s  share  of  it.  sho's  you're  bo™.'f 

..,■  i...  '*'  ""y  '""'  •>'">  P«tty  thorouBhIv  I 
think/' responded  Tucker,  chuckling;  "Zt^i^-J, 

Z'Sn^-^iT''  ""  '"  "^  "''''«''"  ""^ 
there'.   ;„  •.^°'"'   ""^   °«<»   «««i«.    but 

ovP;ou  °  """^  "•  ""^^  «"  "  "y  t"-P""8 
"Oh,   I'll  throw  his   fence   down,   never  fear" 

answered  Christopher  indifferently.     "SHneri't 

I  dare  say,  when  he  put  it  up."  ' 

"It's  a  fuss  he  wants,  suh,  an'  nothine  else " 

declared  Mrs.  Spade,  smoothing  down  the"  UrcL 


MRS.  BLAKES  EYES  OPENED         4;, 
fold  of  her  ^nghtm  •pron;  ••.„'  if  he  doe»nt  «rit 

old   l^t   w-  "  '"°'^'''*  ^^^'^    The 

A.  tLl   ^^  •■"'  ""  ~°'  "•"''  of  «"«  fbl. 

ThjJ  !^    ®  *****  ^"  ^'"raed  into  the  socket 

Lr.    ''\^'*""  ^^"^  h«^  *"in<l  was  qufte  dear' 

whS^  t* '?^'"~"'"°"  »■"*  '»«'y '««"« bUth 
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io1>b^ng       And   .he',   even   *.ked   for  the   hou«, 

foHowjd  her  into  the  houie.  «,d  th«,  enterin.  the 

The  .„„.h.„e  fell  rtraight  through  the  window 
on  the  high  whit,  pillow..  ,„d  .mong  them  MrT 

^th'th'IlJ^'t',"**'"^-  ""  """"  ''"  •»« 
lr.~!i,  I!"  """"  »'  '•"  tatelligence.    She 

tM.  ^    I,T  •'/■••""'«<>.  i"  •  n.turJ.„d  lively 

oi  ner  engaging  brightness. 

••Are  the  wrvant.  all  there.  Cynthia?    Then  let 
them  come  and  .tand  inside  the  door-a  few  .t  a 

^n^ru^f'^u^''''^''^^^^'"  "P"«^  Cynthia,  choking: 
negroes  leanmg  against  the  wall-Uncle  Boa..  Docia 

roily,  already  in  her  dotage. 

"  I  vrish  to  tell  you  good-by  while  my  mind  is  clear  " 
pursued  the  old  lady  in  her  high.  sw«t™  ice  •■  Y^ 
have  been  good  servants  to  me  for  a  longtime  and 

''I  am  here,  dear  mother." 

"Always  remember  that  a  man's  first  duty  is  to 
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hw  wife  And  children,  and  hii  um^^A  .«  u      . 

The  Lord  hti  o|.ced  thTm  i  ?  '^  ^•*  '^•^*^'' 

«  ••«•  piacea  tnem  in  vour  hAndM   an^  .. 

'Tm  yn.  oh  miw;  I'm  right  y„," 
•lmo.t  fifty  ye.?lT.r  V       .  ?    *""  """^  '"'  " 

fifty  veari  hi.*  T  «•  '°"*^  ***"«•  Boa*. 

■ai  erect  and  unsupported 

.nn'^ii       *"".  ""  ""P'"*  »"«■«»  from  the  room 
K'X  IX;^^  t--  "-  "  -h  a  .ha^g 

Mrs.  Blake  sipped  the  brandy  obediently,  but  as 
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with  an  appeaJing  getturt. 

— .7 .    J        ^  "•"•"  '•  "o  much  ulvict  I 

1.  .L::^.";^ •••  """"^^ '  """"""o-  ^'^  "^ 

.hri.ilrr!.'*'  •  '■"*<"'«•  lif'.  my  child,"  r«ium«l 
whm  one  hu  h»«l  h»ppi|y  ,„  („,„  j^,     ;      ™ 

.Ti  ^  "  •«««<»>".  »„  to  n..,  Chri.toph« 
.nd  I  h.v.  »,t  y.t  giv«,  up  ,h,  hop.  ;h.t  yZSr; 
live  to  be  .  wcnhy  huibwd  to  another  women 
LTkI"  r"^-"""  Ood  ««nt  th.t  yl  ^y- 

hf-K    ^   i     """"  '"  ""y  "«'•  betide   Boou 
birth,  end  efter  thi.  I  „g,rd  .  .„„,  ,<„,  ."^^  «^ 

o   riS'ch^'^^''"'  •'"•^  *>«"  •  ™"^ 
th.T-,  1    .    ?■  '='•"■»<'?'»'■  "d  I  ehould  not  Uke 

ou;''i;'d"^.r^ir'  ""'^•"•°*'--  ""-»♦ 

"One  never  know,,  my  »n.  and  at  leaet  I  am 
only  do.,.g  my  duty  in  speaking  to  you  thu,     I 
am  a  very  old  woman,  and  I  am'^not  a'™id  to  die 
for  I  have  never  to  my  knowledge  done  anything 


JV  ,.-    - 
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drink.  Dont  fo™,  JL7  .ITm^TJ'"''  ""  ■""«  Md 
Wg  on«,  will  Uk?!.  '  J'"J*  ""r**'  "•"•  •»<»  th. 
much  of  men  «,dmlZ       ''•'"••'»«••    I  h.v.  «« 

'.uiu.  Which  .„  j:,z  ToZ'^^zrv  '"• "' 

•  romantic  p...io„  .^^  r«-  Why,  I  ve  w«n 
•ad  even  blowi  ud  .nUi,  T*'  *"''  "»«lwty. 
Wore  th.  fi"t'  "ucrSTr!^ «""  <"  ««!««. 
Ubl.  manned  .'~;''  °' '*l  ^'"^     'A  man'. 

G«..^nd,.the,  B^livTult  r^"^-'  ^~' 

th.  whl:;'*,'::^^'"^^"'  t  '»"''  ^-^-^  -v^-" 

"I  can  «.n«if  *  <^o«nterpane. 

who  r.n  off  S^^  ,h.r"  **'!•  "0  '*"«y 
He  turned  into  ,  ^^,   " '^r'"''-  '*'«''  l^-K'" 
I  mu.t  .dmirthat  Sfm.d.      "•  '""^  '"''•  """K" 
•nd  never  .tintA  h:r.vtV7  Tf  "»"•'"•' • 
P~Pl*.     Well,  .he  rti^rtohL^th"^'*.'"""  ""••' 
•vil  report,  and  w^ZlW^Z  I^T'*"  '^  ««' 
most   contented    womM      W^      .    "PP«"«nce.  , 
P«>Ple  .aid  that  Hr  iu,f  in",    '   *"'  "  ""'■ 
l>«>'tentiary.   but   to  1   1 »         "  '°  ""P"  ">« 
'   to  sie   Matty  you   would   have 
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thought  she  had  lost  nothing  short  of  pure  perfec- 
tion     Poor  old  Bishop  Deane.  who  always  would 
speak  his  mind,  in  the  pulpit  or  out  of  it.  went  to 
call  on  her,  he  told  me,  and  took  occasion  to  reprove 
her  for  such  excessive  grief  over  so  unworthy  an 
object.      He  was  not  an  upright  man.  Matty,  and 
you  know  It.   he  began  quite  boldly;  'he  was  a  liber- 
tine, and  a  gambler,  and  an  open  scoffer  at  religion  ' 
But  Matty  went  on  sobbing  harder  than  ever,  and 
at  last    getting  angry,  he  said  sternly:  'And  more 
than  this,  ma'am,  he  was,  as  you  know,  a  faithless 
and  disloyal  husband  I'    Then  the   poor  girl  drew 
out  a  pocket  handkerchief  with  a  three-inch   black 
border    and    mopped    her    pretty  blue  eyes.     'Ah. 
but.  Bishop.  I  had  so   much  to  be  thankful  for!' 
she    said.       'He    never    chewed    tobacco!'     Well 
well,  she    may    have    been  a  fool,   as  the  Bishop 
insisted,  but  he  was  a  man.  in  spite  of  his  cloth, 
and  coidd  never  learn  to  understand  a  woman's 
sensibilities." 

She  finished,  and,  turning,  touched  him  gently  on 
the  hand.  ' 

"It  is  the  little  things  that  count  in  marriage. 
Christopher,"  and  after  a  moment  she  added  thought- 
fully: "Promise  me  that  you  will  always  use  an 
ash-tray. " 

"Anything,  dear  mother;  I  promise  anything  " 
..«  l*^.f  contented  sigh  she  closed  her  eyes,  and. 
still  holding  his  hand,  fell  into  a  broken  and  troubled 
sleep,  from  which  she  awoke  presently  in  a  gentle 
delmum.  Her  lost  youth  had  returned  to  her,  and 
with  It  something  of  her  old  gaiety  of  manner. 
Suddenly  he  felt  a  strange  thrill  pass  through  her 
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her  wan  face,  "but  if  i    pie  J  .   '^^     transfigured 
vour  riflTT,-  A  /        P»e'««>c3  yo:.',  you  may  put 

your  name  down  for     he  next." 
Rising,  he  bent  quicUy  ovpr  Hp  •   K«f  k-/ 
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CHAPTER  V 

Chr,STOPHE,    PixNTS  BV  MoONl.OHT 

*mity  curtains  of  the  UdZtZfTn^-    ^' 
breeze  that  blew  throuirhVi,.  .     "'''  '"  ""e 

his  nostrils  there  wrfhet  T",'^""^""'  «"»  '» 
standing  in  a  ri  J^  *^  '"'"'  °'  *•»  "ne'e  «>se 
had  bn^ght  hef  tte  ^fuT  ""  '"""•  '^^'^^ 
held  it  for  a  pte^S  JT.  ?*   1!"^"«  "">  "■«  had 

Everything  inTe'^rT^^^d  mT"""*  ^«^- 
her  ttse-her  nightcao  lav  ™Ti,  ?  '^  ""^^  '»■• 
china  tray  bes  de  it  h.  .^  '^**'''  "«>  »  the 

which  a  lo„7i;l^dtf  r.  ?  ^™*  ■»"  «"»>.  in 

On  her  han^ds^^^X  utnTr^t  "'^ ' 
caught  the  flash  of  Dwia's  o?^  „f  ^^'  ""^ 
and  he  remembered  w,^  »  thmh  /  '^'P'*  «'"''• 
-4«.edthatherbet*^^,»-:^:-»^"«-- 

ne:i''-"khe\'rortt  tS'of%n"  '"  """■ 

"•ow  a  sudden  shame  possessed 
483 


.  'J 


484 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


h^m4 


him.  and  he  felt  all  at  once  that  his  heart  was  pierced 
by  the  unearthly  keenness  of  the  dead  eyes.     "She 
knows  all  now."  he  reiHjated.  and  there  was  a  pas- 
sionate    defiance    in     his    acknowledgment.     "She 
knows  all  that  I  have  hidden  from  her,  as  well  as 
much  that  has  been  hidden  from  me.     Her  blind 
eyes  are  open,  and  she  sees  at  last  my  failure  and 
my  sin,  and  the  agony  that   I  have  known.     For 
years  I  have  shielded  her,  but  she  cannot  shield  me 
now,  for  all  her  wider  vision.     She  can  avert  my 
fate  no  more  than  I  could  hold  her  back  from  hers 
We  are  each  alone— she,  and  I,  and  Maria,  and  the 
boy  whom  I  have  ruined— and  there  is  no  love  that 
can  keep  a  man  from  living  and  dymg  to  himself." 
It  seemed  to  him,  sitting  there  in  the  shadow,  that 
he  felt— as  he  had  felt  before  in  grave  moments— 
the  re\olutions  of  the  wheel  on  which  he  was  bound. 
\nd  with  that  strange  mystic  insight  which  comes 
to  those  who  lead  brooding  and  isolated  lives  close 
to  Nature,  he  asked  himself  if,  after  all,  these  things 
had   not    had   their  beginning  in  the  dawn  of  his 
existence  so  many  million  years  ago.     "Has  it  not 
all  happened  before  as  it  happens  now— my  shame 
and  my  degradation,  the  kiss  I  placed  on  Maria's 
hps.  and  the  watch  I  keep  by  the  deathbed  of  my 
mother?    It  is  all  familiar  to  me,  and  when  the  end 
comes,  that  will  be  familiar,  too." 

A  night  moth  entered,  wheeling  in  dizzy  circles 
about  the  candle,  but  when  it  went  so  near  as  to 
scorch  its  wings  he  caught  it  gently  in  his  hollowed 
palms  and  released  it  into  the  darkness  of  the  yard 
As  he  leaned  out  he  saw  the  light  shining  clear  in 
Maria's  window,  and  while  he  gaaed  upon  it  he  felt 
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had  not  stirred  for'^';'^\^:^«''"'"8°"d  '«0y  who 
a  vacancy  larger  tha^  „M  ^  '"^'"^  *""^  •»" 

Cynthia,;ho  td  trej^^^^f  °f  '•;- could  fill, 
now  to  bear.  i„  its  oTace  ?f  /  '"'"'"'"•  •«8'"' 
'OSS.  Released  from  tr  T;'"'"  '^"'"'  "'  ">= 
patient  drudge  JTe  it  J'^  ^  "^^'^  ""<>  *^ 
eyes,  like  one  wT;s^  f„  ^^^f  ^""  ""  "'"■  ''^ 

away.  There  wasl'^ng  fo^htr  do'^'^™'''' 
-no  nsings  in  the  gray  daw^  ,"  ^°  ""^  ^'^S" 
wealthy  work,  no  ru^ng  oTacWngtrt""  '"^'^ 
unreasonable  complaints  II  5  *  '"  *"'''er 
to  plan  in  secreTr  ^  .    ""'"''"'«'  ""a"  Hes 

-other  mighTha™  her   "t;l^°'  ''■"^"  *"«  "" 
was  over,  and  she  ointn  !"""'"•     ««"•  "O'k 

of  her  lik    The  veTLtTL'",'''  '"'  '"«'°™ 
longer  necessary  seemed  tl  '''«P«on  was  no 

moorings  f™„^be„"a"h  h^  ZT"  t  tTT^""'^ 

cency^theasp^tTL^Lrrut^^^^^ 
dayt;warf'thnndT/T"'''"';l'''''^''''-"*«-Mone 
wWch  had  ktpt  Mrti  "T  '"^  '''^'y  ''""Sht 
had  ended  in  th^ ^of^a^-^  ?^^^  tobacco 

-^n.ethingtotifnVSt'reh'rVu's^^:: 
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stay  awake  at  night  and  plan  all  sorts  of  pleasant 
lies  that  I  could  tell  about  the  house  and  the  garden 
and  the  way  the  war  ended,  and  the  Presidents 
of  the  Confederacy-I  made  up  all  their  names-and 
the  fuss  with  which  each  one  was  inaugurated,  and 
the  dresses  their  wives  and  daughters  wore.  It's 
all  so  dull  when  you  have  to  stop  pretending  and 
begin  to  face  things  just  as  they  are.  I've  lied  for 
almost  thirty  years,  and  I  reckon  I've  lost  my  taste 
for  the  truth."  ^ 

"Well,  it  will  come  back,  dear,"  responded  Tucker 
reassuringly;  "but  I  think  you  need  a  change  if  a 
woman  ever  did.  What  about  that  week  you're  to 
spend  with  the  Weatherbys?" 

"I'm  going  to-morrow,"  answered  Cynthia  shortly. 
"  Lila  IS  sick  with  a  cold  and  wants  me;  but  how 
you  and  Christopher  will  manage  to  get  on  is  more 
tuan  I  can  say." 

"Oh,  we'll  worry  along  with  Docia,  never  fear," 
replied  Tucker,  hobbling  into  his  seat  at  the  supper 
table,  as  Christopher  came  in  from  the  woods  with 
the  heavy  moisture  dripping  from  his  clothes. 

*  It's  cleared  off  fine  and  there's  to  be  a  full  moon 

to-night,    said  the  young  man,  hanging  up  his  hat. 

If  the  rain  had  come  a  week  later  the  tobacco 

would  have  been  ruined.     I've  just  been  taking  it 

up  out  of  the  plant-bed."  f 

"You'll  begin  seating  it  out  to-morrow,  I  reckon, 
then,  observed  Tucker,  watching  Cynthia  as  she 
cut  up  his  food. 

"Oh,  I'm  afraid  to  wait—the  ground  dries  so 
quickly.  Jacob  Weatherby  is  going  to  set  his  out 
to-night,  and  I  think  I'll  do  the  same.     There's  a 
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little  p.th  which  tr-HM-  i„  l^*  *"""^  ,'"'°  ""= 
••worn,"   fence     Facoh   wJf.i,^  *^*''  "'""^  *'"' 

briskly  through  the  mud  •nt,*''  "J""'  "''''■'"« 
to  Mk  him  if  he  h!^  .  L"  ''™''  "''^'  ■''toi'Ped 
setting  ouT     ■  rvX*°,  ■"'«"""<»  "ady  for  Vhc 

find  work  for  =1  '"""^  """«•  "'o'  I  could 

«fe  I^nt  ;cr:X"2Te;7r  •  ""i'  '°  ^^  "V 

work  done  to-nieht  "    Th.n  T     ,   ?  ^     ""^  °*" 
hesitation:    ..pfJu  LiU's  t," '^  -ithatrifling 

he^r  inrg^-— r  ^"-^'^  '-  - 

eartrhe^a^d*.!';;/^' ^.■'™  °»  this  here  common 

she  was  w^tin-  to  he  n  t  f  °°'^  '"^  '°°™'"' 
Why,  I  reckon larlh  ^M^t  ""^  '^  *"'^- 
to  the  bone  than  4ve  th.;  "*",*">'  her  fingers 
cloth  in  her  hand     Z         ,?     '*''*  *  '"«'»  *sh. 

Mr.   ChrisSpt    ^eve;  TL^^Tr^rdrT  '■^'• 
our  house,  and  always  will  1^"  "'*''  '*"  '" 

He  passed  on  with  his  hearty  chuckle  »nrf  ru  ■  . 
pher  followed  the  wet  n-ti,      j  T^       '         ^hnsto- 
me  wet  path  and  began  planting  his 
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It  was  the  most  soleirn  hour  of  day,  when  the 
divi«o|,  between  light  and  darkness  ^cJl„l 

Tt!^        !,  *"  •  ""^^'"  ^'"^-    A  ^^^"^  y«»ow  line 

thi  iLT'?    ^'''^  '^"  ''"'""*  **°^'°"'  *nd  against  it 
the  belt  of  pines  rose  like  an  advancing  army.    The 

wind,  which  blew  toward  him  from  the  woods,  filled 
his  nostrils  with  a  spicy  tang. 

and'jnV*'"  "^^"7°^'  ^'gher.  flooding  the  hollows 
and  the  low  green  hills  with  light.     In  the  outlying 

r^^«?K  A  ^''tu  **'''°'  **'^  ""*"  «°  ^^°^Jy  followed  by 
hs  shadow  that  it  was  impossible  at  a  little  distance  to 
d^tmguish  the  hving  labourer  from  his  airy  double. 
All  the  har^h  irregularities  of  the  landscape  were 
submet^ged  in  a  general  softness  of  tone,  and  the 
shapes  of  hill  and  meadow,  of  road  ani  tree,  of 
shrub  and  rock,  were  dissolved  in  a  magical  and 
enchanting  beauty. 
Several  hours  had  passed,  and  he  had  stopped  to 

rest  a  moment  from  his  planting,  when  Maria  came 
n  the  moonlight  along  the  road  and  paused  breath- 

lessly  to  lean  upon  the  fence  beneath  the  locust  tree 
It  is  the  first  time  I've  been  out  for  two  weeks/' 

she  said,  panting  softly.    "I  twisted  my  ankle,  and 

the  worst  part  was  that  I  didn't  even  dare  to  send 

you  word.     What  must  you  have  thought?" 

No  harm  of  you."  he  answered,  and  threw  down 

the  fence-rails  that  she  might  cross.     "Come  over 

to  me.  Mana. 

Putting  her  hands  in  his.   she  passed  over  the 
lowered  fence,  and  then  stood  at  arm's  length  looking 
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old  ivory.  "*'"  '"  ''"  ™"<"  •  carving  i„ 

•hadoM.     To  find  mT,^,!  "^  ™"  "'""'«•'  "•« 

-Puthi^in.'Lt:;;:.,^-'':?*  Ha,  «c„rr.d 

ju.tic.  mad,  me  tS^w  do;^  h^^  , "  ■"••  '""  P"™ 
"rish  it  I  wiiroLtT  '  '•""•  *"«  «  you 

you»i,h"         ^'  "  "P  »«»'''•    '•"  do  anything 

^o.  no,    she  said-  "it  ;«  «•»!,♦  *u  ^ 
take  it  down.    I  would  nnf  h  ^      *^^*  ^^^  ''^^"'^ 

""rdir'%""-- 

wiilttlndr  ""  '"  ™  '°"™"    Oh.  Maria,  how 

■ni-abie;.  he  a^sttd  r.^^:;:, ;-  ""<'  «» ■"-' 
..»  rsi%™,7ytu r  "P»-     "Oh.  Wind  and  faith. 

th.mant^.e'ttLw'h'"'"'"'  •""•  ""PP^^ 
stood  waiting  "  '';'  "™^  "^de  open  and 

"Then  come  to  me,  my  dearest;  come  to  me  " 

— h.e.Lr'iir-srhi-rtf 
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1  hat  ulrugglod  to  be  calm.  Then  .slowly  the  rad.  .nco 
which  wa«  leu  the  warmth  of  colour  than  of  expres- 
•ion  flooded  her  face,  and  the  bent  toward  him  as 
if  impelled  by  some  strong  outside  force.  The  next 
momen.  the  storm  swept  her  roughly  from  her  feet 
and  crushed  hack  her  pleading  hands  upon  her 
bosom;  bewildered,  flushed,  and  trembling,  she  lay 
upon  his  breast  while  their  lips  clung  together. 
•'Oh,  my  friend,  my  lover,"  she  murmured 
faintly. 

He  felt  her  resistance  dissolve  within  his  arms, 
and  it  was  a  part  of  the  tragedy  of  their  love  that 
there  should  come  to  him  no  surprise  when 
he  found  her  mouth  salt  from  her  tears.  The 
shadow  of  a  great  evil,  of  a  secret  anguish,  still 
divided  them,  and  it  was  this  that  gave  to  their 
embraces  the  sorrowful  passion  which  he  drew  from 
her  despairing   kiss. 

"You  cannot  love  me,  Maria.  How  can  it  be 
true?" 

Releasing  herself,  she  j^ut  her  hand  upon  his  lips 
to  silence  him. 

"You  have  made  your  confession,"  she  said 
earnestly,  with  the  serene  dignity  which  had  impressed 
him  i::  the  first  moment  of  their  meeting,  "and  now 
I  will  make  mine.  You  must  not  stop  me;  you  must 
not  look  at  me  until  I  finish.     Promise." 

"I  promise  to  keep  silent,"  he  answered,  with  his 
gaze  upon  her. 

She  drew  away  from  him,  keeping  her  eyes  full  on 
his,  and  holding  him  at  arm's  length  with  the  tips 
of  her  fingers.  He  felt  that  she  was  still  shaken  by 
his  embrace— that  she  was  still  in  a  quiver  from  his 
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ki.^.:  but  to  .11  o«tw.rd  timing  »he  had  reg.ined 
the  noble  composure  oi  her  l)caring 

ml  »,r       ^    """•'    '•"    y°"    "    ^'»*--    »"J     you 
mutt  htar  me  patiently  to  the  end.     I  have  loved 

Lv.7  »^        •'  ^••^  *"y  ^^^^  •'•*•  «"^  there  h^. 
never  been  .  moment  in  my  life  when  I  would  not 

Mfim  l7!f  T.'*"  ^°"  ''^'"^  •  finger-anywhere 
At  firtt  I  did  not  Icnow-I  did  not  believe  it.     It  wa« 

dered.     I   uught  mywlf  to  believe  that  I  wa,  cold 
inhuman    because  I  did  not  warm  to  other  men! 
Oh.  I  did  not  know  then  that  I  was  not  stone,  but 

flamr~-''^  '  ^^  ^^'  ^"*  '°"^^  °^  ^»»«  t~« 

«.*       .'m    ,   ""'' '  ^*»"«»"»>«'  yo"r  promise.     It  was 
not  unti  afterward."  .he  went  on  in  the  same  quie 
voice:      It  was  not  until  my  marriage-not  unti 
Zam^^  -^J-^^i-^back  from  his  embraces  and 
dreamed  of  you.   that   I  began   to  see-to  under- 

••Oh.  Maria,  my  beloved,  if  I  had  known  »" 

She  still  held  him  from  her  with  her  outstretched 
arm. 

♦»,17t  r^  **"*  knowledge  of  this  that  made  me  feel 
of  the  sou  of  love  and  given  lim  only  the  poor  flesh. 
veaT  th  :  T'  "'^'^  ""'  *°  '''""  ^"  those  wretched 

through  his  madness.     At  last  I  buried  your  memory 
toldmyself  that  I  had  forgotten." 
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wonalcly.     'Vome  to  me."  *^ 

But  ihe  .hook  her  heed.  end.  still   .miling.  held 
nim  at  e  distence. 
"It  will  never  go,"  she  aniwered.  ••  fcr  it  ti  not 

J.  on?;?'  "•'•  ^"'  "^^^•^  ^°--  ^  -.'»>:; 

ii  one  thing  you  must  remember-thet  you  muet 
never  forget  for  one  initent  while  you  live  In 
JocKl  or  evil,  in  life  or  death,  there  ie  no  height  u> 
high  nor  any  depth  eo  low  that   I   will   not   follow 

Then  waving  him  from  her  with  a  decisive  gesture 
■he  turned  from  him  and  went  .wiftly  home  acroe.' 
the  moonlit  fields. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

T..AT.  or  TM.  T,,Ao,.»  Which  W.a,.  ,  Comc 

Mask 

•hock  th4t  the  found  1»L.      ,  *  '^""'« 

to  you"      •  '  "'  ^'  *•"'"«  "-oo™  to  .p..k 

claimed  in  a  whisper.        ^•^"^»'^«"'      -he  ex- 

«« .in ^nouldered  inre:;'^^^^;^^!- 
•t  her  with  nervous  twitches  of  his  reddened  e^lids 

^'5^^^acr.pX'Tnd^.^^  IT  ^^°-  ^^ 
the  damp  S!?;.      J""  T^^''  ^PP^arance.  from 

W«  ^L  fl^J  l,"."*"!^  "P°"  ^''  ^°«^head  to 
™  restless  feet  which  he  shuffled  continually  as  he 
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talked,  betrayed  ;iti  agitation  so  extreme  as  to  cause 
her  a  renewed  pang  of  foreboding. 

"Oh,  Will,  you  have  been  drinking  again!"  she 
said,  in  the  same  frightened  whisper. 

"And  why  not?"  he  demanded,  throwing  out  his 
words  between  thick  breaths.  "What  business  is 
it  of  yours  or  of  anybody  else's  if  I  have  been?  A 
pretty  sister  you  are— aren't  you?— to  let  a  fellow 
rot  away  on  a  tobacco  farm  while  you  wear  diamonds 
on  your  fingers." 

She  looked  at  him  steadily  for  a  moment,  and  his 
shifting  glance  fell  slowly  to  the  floor. 

"If  you  are  in  any  fresh  trouble  you  may  as  well 
tell  me  at  once,"  she  said.  "It  is  a  mere  waste  of 
time  and  breath  to  reproach  me.  You  can't  possihlv 
make  me  angry  to-night,  for  I  wear  an  armour  ot 
which  you  do  not  dream,  and  so  little  a  thing  as 
abuse  does  not  even  touch  me.  Besides,  grand- 
father may  hear  us  and  come  down  at  any  moment. 
So  speak  quickly." 

Her  coolness  sobered  him  instantly,  as  if  a  splash 
of  ice-water  had  been  thrown  into  his  face,  and  his 
tone  lost  its  aggressiveness  and  sank  into  a  whimper- 
ing complaint. 

It  was  the  same  old  thing,  he  went  on,  only  worse 
and  worse.  Molly  had  been  ill  again,  and  the  doctor 
ordered  medicine  he  couldn't  buy.  Yes,  he  had 
tried  to  take  the  diamond  from  her,  but  she  flew  into 
hysterics  at  the  mere  mention  of  selling  it.  Once 
he  had  dragged  it  of!  her  finger,  and  had  given  it 
back  again  because  her  wildness  frightened  him. 
"Why  on  earth  did  you  ever  let  her  have  it?"  he 
finished  querulously. 
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■■But  I.  t    ^""''  '^'''"^'^  ^y  "hat  J  heard. 

But  ,t  may  be  that  jewels  are  really  her  passion,  and 

most  for  their  dearest  desire.     I  really  don't  see  «,!,« 
.s  to  be  done.  Will.    I  haven't  any  money  and  I  do" 

acrnf  r:    '""•  ""^'  ■"*'"  -"'^"P  "  '"^c 
account   of  every  cent   I  spend.     Only  yesterday 

he  told  me  he  couldn't  allow  me  but  l„o  postaee 

stamps  a  week,  and  yet  I  believe  that  he  is  worfh 

cons,derably  more  than  half  a  million  dollars.     W 

t,mes  I  thmk  it  is  nothing  short  of  pure  insa^Hy 

a„,MT  '"k""!"'^  ■""""  """  "-ings.  Aunt  Saidfe 
and  I  have  both  noticed  that  he  would  rather  spend 
a  hundred  dollars-though  it  is  like  drawing  oufan 

"And  yet  he  likes  you?" 

"Oh    he  tolerates  me,  as  far  as  that  goes-  but  I 

i'Z     T  h-^  "'"  '"^'^"^  °"  eanh^xcept^Ll 
money      It  s  h,s  great  passion,  just  as  Molly's  love 
of  jewelry  is  hers.     There  is  something  so  tremen! 
dous  about  it  that  one  can't  help  refpect  it      As 
for  me.  he  only  bears  with  my  presence  Vo  long  as  I 
ask  hmi  for  absolutely  nothing.     He  knows  Aave 
rny  little  property,  and  we  had  a  dreadful  scene  when 
I  refused  to  let  him  keep  my  check-book.     I  gave 
you  all  the  interest  of  the  last  six  months,  you  know 
and  the  other  isn't  due  until  November,     [f  he  2 
out  that  It  goes  to  you,  heaven  help  us  ' " 

"And  there's  not  the  faintest  hope  of  his  coming 
to  his  senses  ?     Have  you  spoken  of  me  again  ?" 
1  ve  mentioned  your  name  twice,  that  was  all. 
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He  rose  and  stamped  out  of  the  room,  and  didn't 
speak  for  days.  Aunt  Saidie  and  I  have  planned  to 
bring  the  baby  over  when  it  comes.  That  may 
soften  him-cspecially  if  it  should  be  a  boy  " 

t^n,.^^1,**'*'  !^"T  '^"  ^'°P  °"*  °^  ^^^^  by  that 
time,    he  returned  savagely,  tearing  pieces  of  straw 

longer,  Mana.  I  warn  you  now  I'll  run  away  I'll 
go  off  some  day  on  a  freight  train  and  hide  my 
head  until  he  dies;  then  Ml  come  back  to  enjoy  his 
precious  money."  ■'  ^ 

^^A  A^^^i'  \^'"^^"«^  hopelessly  of  the  altered  will. 
And  Molly?"  she  questioned,  for  lack  of  a  more 
effectual  argument. 

••I  can't  stop  to  think  of  Molly:  it  drives  me  mad. 
What  use  am  I  to  her,  anyway.  I'd  like  to  know? 

nothing  but  quarrel  now  night  and  day;  and  yet  I 
love  her-I  love  her  awfully,"  he  added  in  a  drunken 
wnimper. 

"  Oh,  Will,  Will,  be  a  man  for  her  sake  I " 
"I  can't;  I  can't,"  he  protested,  his  voice  rising 
n  anger.  I  can't  stand  the  squalor  of  this  lifel 
It  s  killing  me.  Why,  look  at  the  way  I  was  brought 
up.  never  stopping  an  instant  to  ask  whether  I  could 
have  a  thing  I  wanted.  He  had  no  right  to  accustom 
me  to  luxunes  till  I  couldn't  do  without  them  and 
then  throw  me  out  upon  the  worid  like  this  1" 

"Hush!  Hush!  Your  voice  is  too  loud.     It  will 
bring  him  down." 

"I'll  be  hanged  if  I  care ! "  he  retorted,  but  involun- 
tarily he  lowered  his  tone. 
"You  mustn't   stay   here   five   minutes   longer" 
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«*11  it.     Only  Dromi^  *°™  yofMlf  and 

w"I  ^Pend  the  m^  rorthTtC;^^'  *"!.'  ^^ 
•8  it?"        '^  •     ■"  "P'"d  'ooghly-     "Where 

qnietrti;  iTun,  •• """'  ^'  ''  "-•     »«  perf«t.y 

which  Miss  Saidie  haSte„  shellin.  ?'"  °1  ^ ""'^ 
the  hearth   a«^      •  i  •  siielling  for  cake  lay  on 

Hungry  r';  w^^'heTad^no^b  "  T*"*^- 
supp.r-he  found  difficJ^tylnsJluolin^  home  to 
the  hammer  down  noon  th.  L^!?  t  ^'  '"^'  '^y'^^ 
waiting  b^.de  the  ^sr'  Sgh^rnl^^r 

Sg  thelaXgZw  t^:L^  ^--r-  "'"'•''"? 
Pine  he  he.d  outli^rCh'^af  oTeti^^'"°"^ 
hrio-ch  ira^r^t^  '"''-'  -'  '-^^-  »He 

He  P^mised  lightly  thlT  hf  :o„  J^ra^d'thel' 
toM  her  good-by  with  an  affectionate  p^^"  Z^^Z 

a.ari;rsCp:.-^rt,^----.."he 

For  a  While  Maria  stood  looking  S^  «„  ,,„^ 
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the  moonlit  fields,  and  then,  even  as  she  turned  to 
enter  the  house,  the  last  troubled  hour  was  blotted 
from  her  consciousness,  and  she  lived  over  again  the 
moment  of  Christopher's  embrace.  With  that 
peculiar  power  to  revive  and  hold  within  the 
memory  an  instant's  emotion  which  is  possessed  by 
ardent  and  imaginative  women,  she  experienced 
again  all  the  throbbing  exhilaration,  all  the  fulness 
of  being,  which  had  seemed  to  crowd  the  heart-beats 
of  so  many  ordinary  years  into  the  single  minute 
that  was  packed  with  life.  That  minute  was  hers 
now  for  all  time;  it  was  a  possession  of  which  no 
material  loss,  no  untoward  fate  could  defraud  her; 
and  as  she  felt  her  steps  softly  up  the  dark  staircase, 
it  seemed  to  her  that  she  saw  her  way  by  the  light 
of  the  lamp  that  was  burning  in  her  bosom. 

To  her  surprise,  as  she  reached  the  dining-room 
a  candle  was  thrust  out  before  her,  and,  illuminated 
by  the  trembling  flame,  she  saw  the  face  of  Fletcher, 
hairy,  bloated,  sinister,  with  the  shadow  of  evil 
impulses  worked  into  the  mouth  and  eyes.  For  a 
moment  he  wagged  at  her  in  silence,  and  in  the 
flickering  radiance  she  saw  each  swollen  vein,  each 
gloomy  furrow,  with  exaggerated  distinctness.  He 
reminded  her  vaguely  of  some  hideous  gargoyle  she 
had  seen  hanging  from  an  early  Gothic  cathedral. 

"So  you've  taken  to  gallivanting,  like  the  rest," 
he  observed  with  coarse  pleasantry,  "I'd  thought 
you  were  a  staid  and  sober-minded  woman  for  your 
years,  but  it  seems  that  you  are  of  a  bunch  with 
all  the  others." 

"I've  been  out  in  the  moonlight,"  answered 
Maria,  while  a  sensation  of  sickness  stole  over  her. 
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"Thar'8  not  much  sleep  for  me  during  tobacco 
Planting.  l  km  tell  you."  rejoined  Fletcher;  "but 
^  for  you  I  reckon  thar's  more  beneath  your  words 

ee  Vr  '*^'  '"  °""  '''      Y°"'-«  ^^  over  to 
see  that  young  scamp,  ain't  you?" 

;;i  WW  him.  but  I  did  not  go  out  for  that  purpose." 

Its  the  truth.  I  reckon,  for  I've  never  known 

you  to  he.  and  I'll  be  hanged  if  it  ain't  thit  I  h^e 

spot    ra^'  ot"  '"•    ""^f^  *'*  °"^y  P^-"  I  ^- 

r;heTr^^oTo7it'^' °  ^^^''  *'^  ^-^^  ^^'^ 

burr  on  a  chestnut,  somehow,  and  when  it  roUed 
off  thar  you  were,  as  clean  as  ever.  Well,  you're 
an  honest  and  spunky  woman,  and  I  can't  help  your 
traipsing  over  thar  even  if  I  wanted  to.  But  thar's 
one  thing  I  teU  you  now  right  flat-if  that  yo^g 
rascal  wants  to  keep  a  whole  skin  he'd  better  stay 
off  this  place.  I'd  shoot  him  down  as  soon  as  I 
would  a  sheep-kilUng  hound." 

"Oh.  he  won't  come  here."  said  Maria  faintly 
and  going  into  the  dining-room,  she  dropped  into 
a  chair  and  lay  with  her  arms  outstretched  upon  e 
table  The  second  shock  to  her  emotional  ecstasy 
had  been  too  much,  and  the  furniture  and  Fletcher's 
face  and  the  glare  of  the  candle  all  spun  before  her 
in  a  sickening  confusion. 

After  looking  it  her  anxiously  an  instant.  Fletcher 
poured  out  a  glass  of  water  and  begged  her  to  take 


r  ^ 


50O 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


a  •wallow.  "Thar,  thar,  I  didn't  mean  to  tkeer 
you  he  said  kindly.  "You  mustn't  mind  my 
rough-and-ready  ways,  for  I'm  a  plain  man.  God 
knows.  If  you  are  sure  you  feel  fainty."  he  added, 
1  U  git  you  a  sip  of  whisky,  but  it's  a  pity  to  waste 
It  unless  you  have  a  turn." 

••Oh,  I'm  all  right,"  answered  Maria,  sitting  up 
u    v"^"™*"*  ^*'  inquiring  gaze  with  a  shake  of 
the  head.    "My  ankle  is  still  weak,  you  know,  and 
1  lelt  a  sudden  twinge  from  standing  on  it.    What 
were  you  looking  for  at  this  hour?" 

••  Well,  I've  been  out  in  the  air  sense  supper,  and 
I  feel  kmd  of  gone.  I  thought  I'd  like  a  bite  of 
something-maybe  a  scrap  of  that  cold  jowl  we  had 
for  dinner.  But  I  can't  find  it.  Do  you  reckon 
Saidie  IS  such  a  blamed  fool  as  to  throw  the  scraps 
away?"  ^ 

''There's  Malindy,  you  know;  she  must  eat." 
I'd  hke  to  see  one  nigger  eat  up  half  a  jowl," 
grumbled  Fletcher,  rooting  among  the  dishes  in  the 
sideboard.  "Thar  was  a  good  big  hunk  of  it  left 
for  you  didn't  touch  it.  You  don't  seem  to  thrive 
on  our  victuals,"  he  added  bluntly,  turning  to  peer 
into  her  face. 

"I'm  a  small  eater;  it  makes  little  difference." 
Well,  we  mustn't  starve  you,"  he  said,  as  he 
went  back  to  his  search;  "and  if  it's  a  matter  of  a 
pound  of  fresh  butter,  or  a  spring  chicken,  even.  I 
won  t  let  It  stand  in  your  way.  Why,  what's  this. 
I  wonder?" 

Ripping  out  an  oath  with  an  angry  snort,  he 
drew  forth  Miss  Saidie's  walnut  cake  and  held  it 
squarely  before  the  candle.     "I  declar,  if  she  ain't 
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Look « it.  wm  c  r.hr.r';"*  "■  "^  '^^■ 

that  «ke  .he'.  Uat  uo  .  ^  "^  °™  '88  in 

the  .ug„|..    •  "^t  «P  a  down,  to  „y  „o,hi„g  „, 

«<»i^yl.  tao?r-a^f"'^'«'l"-    Sh.  ha.  a  .w«t 
male  d««ert.."  '  "  ''"''  '"■•  ••«  "ot  to 

ripe  honey-.huc^'^'^r^  •"<*  "«.  tim*  I  overate 
b^thetailedon^j.lirj,,';:;-  —  »■<•= 
I U  have  no  more  of  this  r  ~,,  """ygood  money. 
«ny  aay.  She  can  bate  1  hi,  /'"'/  ""^  ''^  "i" 
»  «h«'U  nint  herilf  to  a*  iL''  °'  'f"  °»"  «  w«k 

t-lf treat  ^IttiiL-;^^^^^ 

It  would  serve  her  rieht  UlJ.  '^""""K  «/«. 
Pr^ous  crumb."  he"^.:^,:/::  W^'  "'  ""^ 
••It^SS-Sr,!:;;---MaHap,ea.nt,y. 

« he's;:eih';'rife'':^;hT;'"r"<>''' '''''»''-. 

"^-    "She's  a   thriftll    nJ"""^*  ''«°  ">«  y^""" 

~;;  t*  ♦.t'^t "  "-.inched  «st.  he  sat 
smile  to^ari^f  ^i^'S  .y^'"-  ""ioh  brought  a 
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CHAPTER  VII 

'V^^Z  h"  fil2^^t.":f  '"°™'»K.   war,  eye, 

f"<i  on  the  left  oMlTr  '?*  ""  P'™*"'" 
towered  the  black  pine,  °rt.""-  '"  *''•  *»'«nce 
worker  wa.  reliev.^irC'' '«'''"•">'««•  the  .olitary 

»«med  to  arrart  and  hoW  ht  '"*  "'"'"•"«'  «"•'<='' 
•P'it  b-ket  of  plant,  :^  "^  '"«J«'tic  outline.    The 

•><»Uy  engaged  in  "„mJ  '"'.'™'  "■<»  he  wa, 
crop  of  tobMco.  ""*   °'"     W«''«  neglected 

"•^.^.^.^r^tu"'  'l^rj.  *«'"„,«<,  himself 
pocket,  ran  out  to  whe~  Ch  ?""."  ^"^''  '"  ••« 
"if^ay  of  the  barT  fi"d         '°'"'"  *■"  """ding 

ungratefiS^  ""'''«  "^  ""«'  "K-in."  he  said,  not 

"  If  I  didn't  I'd  like  f  n  i,« 
Christopher  with  reugh^",'^,""""'"'"'''" '"Ponded 
"  wilted  plant  into  a  hou""''"*^'-,  ^    "e  dropped 

"^r'dr  ^T '"  y-  off  ^ " "  ■"  •"'"  "■" 

it  up  witra'^a^r'  """"  ""  P-"''  and  held 

.oing^'torto^LL"!;'^;  «"■«'-<',  "»«  rn> 
WeU,  ni  keen  .^  *°  ""»ey" 

P  *"  '>'*  <»  the  place  while  you 
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are  away."  returned  Christopher,  without  lookinc 
at  the  trinket.  "Go  about  your  businew.  and  for 
heaven  i  ^ke  don't  itop  to  drink.  Some  men  can 
•tand  hquor.  you  can't.  It  makes  a  beast  of  you  " 
And  not  of  you.  eh?" 

Tul^  °fr'  ??•  ^^  '^*'*"*^'-     ^  •'""^  ^»^«"  to  -top. 
That!  the  difference  between  us." 

"Of  course  that's  the  difference."  rejoined  Will 
a  httle  doggedly.  "I  never  know  when  to  stop 
about  anything.  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  do.  It's  my  cursed 
luck  to  go  at  a  headlong  gait." 

"And   ^me   day  you'll   get   your  neck   broken. 

Well,  be  off  now.  or  you'll  most  likely  miss  the  stage  " 

He  turned  away  to  sort  the  young  plants  in  his 

basket,  while  Will  started  at  a  brisk  pace  for  the 

cross-roads. 

The  planting  was  tedious  work,  and  it  was  almost 
evemng  before  Christopher  reached  the  end  of  the 
field  and  started  home  along  the  little  winding  lane. 
He  had  eaten  a  scant  dinner  with  Molly,  who  had 
worried  him  by  tearful  complaints  across  the  turnip 
salad.     She  had  never  looked  prettier  than  in  her 
thm  white  blouse,  with  her  disordered  curis  shadow- 
ing  her  blue  eyes,   and  he  had  never  found    her 
more   frankly   selfish.     Her   shallow-rooted    nature 
awakened    in    him    a    feeling    that    was    akin  to 
repulsion,   and  he  saw  in  imagination  the   gallant 
resolution   with   which   Maria   would    have  battled 
against    such    sordid  miseries.    At  the  first  touch 
of  her  heroic  spirit  they  would  have  been  sordid 
no    longer,    for   into    the   most    squalid     suffering 
her  golden  nature  would  have  shed  something  of 
its  sunshine.     Beauty  would  have  surrounded  her 
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>n  WiU'g  cabin  ai  turelv  am  i«   t>i  1      .. 

with  .1,.  .hough.  iCTcL"t',\^j;^  t'"" ,  ^'"' 

wronir  from  experience   .C  .t  "  '■mmlclg,, 

do  not  yield  ,o  e«„,"  bu  '^'  '       i  T  """"  *'"'•• 

.t«.«  could   have  ,vol«d   Iri      °"*""*  "''""■• 
nor  could  ,„y  cru.h,„r^    .         .     °'"    "'    *'"»/. 

n-  or  ..X  he'i'in-ti tfh."^  *  "•«-"  «"- 

The  field,  were  will  in  d.t^^.     t  "f  •'«><l«c«pe. 
Shrouded  the  lea  y  roM  it  ^'r  ?""*  ""•"> 

.o  wai/un':;::^,;'':„X-^''2r''°  *•'--' 

.-rth^i  r:rrr:,-pp<^ -Hon  "•  »-• 

stride.  "orward  at  a  single  impetuou. 

Wm  "tLl!!  """^  "  *  ^°''«  o'  thunder 
laugh.  '  '""*  »  '°"<>  •"'I  boisterous 

'-.'^■cr^ptf  ''"'  ^O"  «"™  P^-Hing."  h. 

HiX"?^  sirr-shri"'"'  r'  •^"■"^ 

senses.  '       '*"'  ""»  roughly  to  his 

deZd'e^''    •'do""::"'!'"  *"•    '<»"°<"«7'"  he 

«  beast  of  you^erafr::i,r.  "^  ^<~'«  -•<" 

Partly  «,bered  by  ,h.  shock.  Will  gaz«i  back  at 
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him  with  a  dogged  miwry  which  gave  his  fac«  the 
colour  of  extreme  old  age. 

"I'm  not  io  drunk  aa  I  look."  he  rcaponded  bit- 
terly.    ••  I  wish  to  heaven  I  were  (    There  are  worse 
thing!  than  being  «Irunk.  though  you  wont  believe 
It.     I  say,"  he  added,  in  a  sudden,  hysterical  excla- 
mation,  "you're  the  only  friend  I  have  on  earth! 
"Nonsense.     What  have  you  been  doing?" 
"Oh.  I  couldn't  help  it— it  wasn't  my  fault.  1 11 
be  blameil  if  it  wast      I  did  sell  the  breastpin  and 
get  the  money,  and  wrapped  it  in  the  list  of  things 
that  Molly  wonted.     I  put  them  in  my  pocket." 
he  finished,  touching  his  coat,  "the  money  and  the 
li«t  together." 
"And  where  is  it?" 

For  a  moment  Will  did  not  reply,  but  stood  shak- 
ing like  a  blade  of  grass  in  a  high  wind.  Then  remov- 
ing  his  hat.  he  mopped  feebly  at  the  beads  of  sweat 
upon  his  forehead.  His  eyes  had  the  dumb  appeal 
of  a  frightened  animal's.  "I  haven't  had  a  morsel 
all  day,-  he  whimpered,  "and  the  effect  of  the 
whisky  has  all  worn  off." 

"Speak  up,  man,"  said  Christopher  kindly  "I 
can't  eat  you." 

"Oh,  it's  not  you,"  returned  Will  desperately; 
"it's  Molly.  I'm  afraid  to  go  home  and  look  Molly 
in  the  face."  ' 

"Pish I  She  doesn't  bite." 

"She  does  worse;  she  cries." 

"Then,  for  God's  sake,  out  with  the  trouble," 
urged  Christopher,  losing  patience.  "You've  lost 
the  money,   I  take  it;  but  how?" 

"There  was  a  fair,"  groaned  Will,  his  voice  break- 
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inf.    "I  met  Pred  luraer  and  «  itranm  m-«  -.1. 

ownetl  how*.,  and  thev  ««k.^i  L  ♦«  !!  *^      f "  "^'^ 
»ti.  ,-  ^e         ^  MHcti  me  to  come  and  watch 

the  racmg^    Then  we  had  dnnk.  and  began  tTtt 

Before  I  knew  it  the  money  waa  all  Kone    L 
•ingle  cent,  and  I  owod  Pr«l  Turrl.     i.      .    ^      ' 
fifty  dollart."  ^"'•^  *  **""^'***  •"<« 

Chmtophef.  i.,e  travelled  ilowly  up  and  down 
wilh'^:"i«';h'*"  ""*•  •  -«•  of  it  l"  he  exclaimed 

"  i-^^arr  •go<sr^-  --  ^-  ^-  -- 

inir  S'^^rl-  ^^'^^T'  '''"  ^'•PP*"'  •"d  *h«~'«  noth- 
been  through  wor.e  thing,  mywlf." 

him  ri    "^  ?^""'*''"  «~*"«**  Will.    "I  promiMKl 
hira  I  d  pay  him  in  two  days  "  P«»n"«J 

••Then  you'll  do  it     I'll  undertake  to  .ee  to  that  " 

You!     exclaimed  the  other,  with  so  abject  a 

reliance  upon  the  spoken  word  that  it  bS    1 

laugh    from    Christopher's    Ups.     "How    wm    I 

manage  it?"  *^  ^^    V^^ 

an7ratrT„*^r'"r'*^"^'  '^'  '*""•  ^  '^<^kon.    At 

S  tbarvou^  1         ;  *^'''  •  '"y  word.    All  I  hope 
"nJ  T  l  r  *  *•**""  *'*^  the  fright."         ^ 
Oh,  I  will,  I  will;  and  by  Jove 
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'Then  go  home  and  make 


you  are  a  bully 


your  peace  with  Molly. 
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Mind  you.  if  you  get  in  liquor  again  I  warn  you  1 
won't  lift  a  hand."  ' 

With  a  last  cheery  "good  night"  he  twung  on 
along  the  road.  di«niMing  the  thought  of  Will  to 

the  nch  promise  of  her  upturned  Ups.  Body  and 
soul  she  was  his  now,  flame  and  chiy.  true  brain 
and  true  heart.  "I  wiU  foUow  you.  for  the  Kfting 
of  a  finger  anywhere."  she  had  said,  and  the  words 
reeled  madly  m  his  thoughts.  Her  impassioned 
look  returned  to  him.  and  he  closed  his  eyes  as  a  man 
does  in  the  face  of  an  emotion  which  proclaims  him 
craven. 

When  Christopher's  footsteps  had  faded  in  the 
distance.  Will,  who  had  been  looking  wistfully  after 
him  shook  together  his  dissolving  courage  and  started 

f«  ^*,.****T^®"®'^  P'"'P°**'  *°  ^"^  the  bad  news 
to  MoUy.  A  light  streamed  through  the  broken 
shutters  of  her  window,  and  when  he  laid  his  hand 
upon  the  door  it  shot  open  and  she  stood  before 
nim. 

"So  you're  back  at  last."  she  said  sharply;  "and 
late  agam."  ^^' 

"I  couldn't  help  it."  he  answered  with  assumed 
indifference,  entering  and  passing  quickly  under  the 
fire  of  her  questioning  look.     "I  was  kept." 
What  kept  you?" 

"Oh,  business." 

•Td  like  to  know  what  business  you  have!"  she 
retorted  querulously;  and  a  minute  later:  "Have 
you  brought  the  medicine?" 

He  went  over  to  the  table  and  stood  looking 
gloomily  down  upon  the  scattered  remains  of  supper 
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-upon  the  floppy  ofldoth.  the  cracked  «.,♦», 

A  flMh  shot  from  iier  blue  eyes   whil.  f  h.  . 

A  sullen  defiance  showed  i«   i,;/  *"°^®""«e- 

turned  upon  her  with  oT*      .^'  ^P*^*'  *°*i  he 
XL         ..*^    "®^  ^""  a  muttered  curse      "T  i,«. 

them,  if  you  want  the  truth,"  he  s^d      ^'  r      *°  * 
to  buy  them,  but  Fred  Tumer%Tl  to  J  ?"!*"* 

and  we  bet  on  the  races    TLf!i,         °  ^^^« 
"T^  o    J  /«  races.     I  lost  the  monev  " 

To  Fred  Turner !  ••  cried  MoUy.    ••  o"^4^iool  I " 

He  made  an  an.   y  movement  toward  1^  7hi„ 

checkmg  himself,  laughed  bitterly  '      '° 

.-..    rf"'"  "  "^d  as  grandfather."  he  said    "<,^a 

married  y!Tv  ^°"  "*"  »  ">««  when  I 

^'^r.Sd:^  trSF^  ^-^--^^^^ 

drunt^  .!' s^^^tr  "  '>•'  ^°"  '-  • 

her  panting  b4sT         '  '^"'"^  ""  "'"^  "P^" 

"Well,  you  ought  to  have  known  it."  he  sneered. 
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for  I  was  one.  Christopher  Blake  could  have  told 
you  so.  But  if  I  remember  rightly,  you  weren't 
so  precious  particular,  at  the  time.  You  were  glad 
enough  to  get  anybody,  as  it  happened  I" 

"  How— how  dare  you  ? "  wailed  Molly,  in  the  help- 
essness  of  her  rage,  and  throwing  herself  upon  the 
lomige,  she  beat  her  hands  upon  the  wooden  sides 
and  burst  into  despairing  sobs.  "Why,  oh,  why  did 
I  marry  you?"  she  moaned  between  choking  gasps 
Some  said  it  was  because  Pred  Turner  threw 
you  over."  returned  Will  savagely,  and  having 
hurled  his  last  envenomed  dart,  he  seized  his  hat 
and  rushed  out  into  the  night. 

The  scene  had  worked  like  madness  on  his  nerves, 
and  in  the  darkness  of  the  lane,  where  the  trees  k,.pt 
out  the  moonbeams,  he  still  saw  the  flickering  lights 
that  he  had  left  behind  him  in  the  room.  He  had 
eaten  nothing  aU  day,  and  his  empty  stomach 
oppressed  him  with  a  sensation  of  nausea  His 
head  spun  like  a  top,  and  as  he  walked  the  road 
rocked  m  long  seesaws  beneath  his  feet.  Yet  his 
one  craving  was  for  drink,  drink,  more  drink 

Running  rather  than  walking,  he  reached  the  store 
at  last,  and  went  back  to  the  little  smoky  room  where 
Tom  Spade  was  drawing  beer  from  the  big  kee  in 
one  comer. 

"Give  me  something  to  eat.  Tom;  I'm  starving  " 

?M,  ^^^l,  "^""^  ""^'^y-      ^  «^^*    ha^e  whisky  ^r 
1 II  die. 

"It's  my  belief  that  you'll  die  if  you  do  have  it  " 
responded  Tom.  "As  for  bread  and  meat,  however, 
busan  will  give  you  a  bite  an'  welcome."  Never- 
theless, he  poured  out  the  whisky,  and,  leaving  it 
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r hTf  r  Vpfar  "^^  "-^  "-"^  --  ■-> 

revive  as  the  raw  spirit  burned  his  throat      TZf 
den  heat  invAHf>H  »,;«,.  t.'  '-"ruai.     a  sud- 

tios  nfhiir  •  ^"  ®y*'  «*^  clearer,  and  the 

facen         ^'  ^'^^^  *™^«"*^^  sJo^ly  over  hi^ 
face  he  became  aware  that  he  was  lookZ  through 

^eattfand  th  "1?  '^  "°*^'  ''^''^^'y  ^^^  ^ 
features  and  the  short  growth  of  beard  which  made 

him    appear  jaded    and   unwashed     t»,o       1 

ho«^-  '  irnxaoiy  to  the  empty  room      Hia 

had  forgotten  his  quarrel  with  MoUy^  hT^i  Z' 
^^_^ev«ythi„,  except  hi,  own  Z^:X1^; 

a„J^*"  "T"  ^P"^*  '="""'  »  'ri*  «  plate  of  bread 

the  pang  of  hunger  he  had  felt  earlier  in  the  ct^? 

cle'nowrdel,*''  ^''^"^  «»P«"«»  W'^^'S 
Z^7  ^^'^  ""^'  »>«>  after  the  fim  mouth- 
ftd  or  two  he  pushed  the    food  awayTd^^d 

:^:^Sg""zrs-  a''"  "^  -^-^  ^^^ 

^rt3^'^--'-othrr 

lumself.    With  the  thought,  he  glanced  about  sus- 
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pmously  but  Tom  Spad.  wm  .topping  the  kee  that 

i^th  th/^^  .■mp<«iv.ne«i.  he  brac«l  hin«tf 
wth  the  determination  to  drink  to  the  dea^ 
of  „nconscio„.,es,  and  then  He  down  »mewte«  to 
the  darknea  t,  sleep  off  the  effects. 

wgriiy        ~*'™  ""  ""'"  """"y'"  •»  «P««t«l 
venet'Jrn-'h.t  ^ df^- 7 '  ""  "'  '^  """■ 

itWl,r?   r  """"."""'  y^  ""^  ™  thi.  room  if 
Us  the  la«  mortal  worf  I  .peak.    An"  if  you'd 

t"a;  tm^     '^''  ^"^  "'"  "P  "  '™«  »*"*  sooner 
••Don't  you  see  I'm  in  downright  agony?"  groaned 
Will   rapping  the  glass  upon  the  table.     "uVh^ 
..  .phttmg,  I  teU  you,  and  I  must  have  it  " 

Not  another  drop,  suh."  repUed  Mrs  Spade  with 
adamantine  firmness  of  tone  "I  amt  a  ^k 
woman,  thank  the  Lord,  an'  a.  far  as  ttat  g^T^ 
might  split  to  pieces  inside  and  out  HgH^'ZZ 

step  nearer  damnation.      I  am't  afeard  of  Lin- 
folks  suffer.    Tom  wiU  teU  you  that  " 

••If  75'*  "'"  "?'*•  '**•"  »«««>  Tom  with  pride 
If  I  do  say  It  who  shouldn't,  thar  never  was  a  wCli 
who  could  stand  mo'  pam  m  otiier  people  thlT^ 
Susan.  Mo'  than  that.  Mr.  Will.  sheV^ght.  tl^h 
I  d  be  saym'  so  even  if  she  wasn't-seein'  ihat  X 
only  rule  for  makin'  a  woman  thmk  yo'  way  illSUys 
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lorget  It  except  drink     n«-.    i  "laKe  me 

That  «n-t  hm  J^^^       ^'  «"""  """-J-W  on.. 

.pi^.X"^  Srw^r  *""•  '"""'"  """^  To™. 
imlo^bCr:^?'-  "*•"  ""-«•  «"•  Spade. 

Bill  FI«^her  hT.;ii;  •• "  '°  "  "  *"*  '"y  '-  <" 
h.'ul^':'''  •  '•^""  "*«■  W"'.  «f"g  by  th.  „a„e 

told  SuSr;«tiddv  '"^/"««','y  '<»«.  "but  as  I 
"P  in  the  next.     Now  vo"^m  ™'™""  <™P  «Pri<ig 

was  as  impressive  in  itT::^^^^^^  '"""'''y  -"-" 
said   'W  r«T  "/•  '^""'  *"  »"•   J"«*-ber."  she 

betoM^etoshut^V^l^-r-y--^^^ 


■^^m^^i^ 
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wrong    that  s  what  I  told  him.    YouVe  gone  an' 

What?     cried  Will,  springing  to  his  feet,  while 
the  room  whirled  round  him. 

"Thar    thar,  Susan,  you've  talked  too  much  " 
interposed    Tom.    a   little    frightened.     "What  she 

lTtt!n'  aJ'^l  "°Z  i^**'"^"*'**  y°'  «^^"^P*'«  been 
lettm   out.     he  added;  "but  he'll  live  long  enough 

yet  to  change  his  mind  an'  his  will  too  " 
"What  is  it  about?    Speak  louder,  will  you?    My 

cars  buzz  so  I  can 't  hear  thunder. " 
Tom  coughed  reproachfully  at  Susan 

"Well,  he  was  talkin'  down  here  last  night  about 

havm  changed  hi.  will."  he  said  apologetically.  "He's 

!«•  uf."f»;  ^^^'f/^^' «>  yo"  can't  get  it.  an'  he's  gone 
an  left  the  bulk  of  it  to  Mrs.  Wyndham." 

To  Maria  f"  repeated  Will,  and  saw  scarlet. 

That  s  what  he  says;  but  he'll  last  to  change  Ws 
mmd  yet  never  fear.  Anger  doesn't  live  as  long  as 
a  man— eh,  Susan?"  * 

♦of  "'^Yu^^^*^  ""**"  ^""^  ™  '^*>k»"«  q^ite  steadily 
toward  the  door.  His  face  was  dead  white,  and  there 
were  deep  blue  circles  about  his  eyes,  which  sparkled 
bnlhantly.  When  he  turned  for  a  moment  befo,^ 
going  out.  he  sucked  in  his  under  lip  with  a  hissing 

holrt^ly'"'  """"  ^''"*''  '"'^  "^^  ^°°«'"  ^^  »«d 


CHAPTER  VIII 
How  Chr,.topher  Couns  Into  His  Rev.no. 

"So  THIS  was  Maria's  trick  all  alor,.,  ••  u 
^  he  lurched  out  into  ^Tr^d^f^iu^l'^^V' 
rhe  had  schemed  for  fm«,  ♦  v.    u    .       "  ^*^  ^^*^ 
what  her  palTverinJ  !Tu    *  ^«^"«»"K-this  was 
Oh.  it  had^nT/       "^  ^*'  protestations  meant. 

*  «*r    "'ny.agam,  had  she  shrunk  so  from  «,-«♦•     • 

once  drawn  turb:SXtrwL:t:l^'  -^ 
passed   alone  th*.   r«o^       ^ '■'^^es  wnen  the  old  man 

fr^lv   ft  It  "^"^  *^"  ^*"  ^^*t  he  thought  of  her 

freely.  fuUy,  ,„  ^^.^s  that  she  would  never  w't 
The  names  that  he  would  use.  the  curiae  Z a 

5»5 


5^6 


THE  DELIVERANCE 


utter,  spun  deliriously  in  hi.  head,  and  ai  he  went  on 
he  found  himself  speaking  his  phrases  aloud  to  the 
darkness,  trying  upon  the  silence  the  effect  of  each 
blighting  sentence. 

The  lights  of  the  Hall  twinkled  presently  among 
the  trees,  and.  crossing  the  lawn,  he  cr»pt  into  the 
little  area  under  the  back  steps.  If  Maria  was  not  in 
the  tatchen.  the  servant  would  be,  he  argued,  and  he 
would  send  up  a  peremptory  summons  which  would 
bnng  her  down  upon  the  instant.  It  was  not  late 
enough  for  her  to  be  in  bed,  at  least,  and  he  chuckled 
over  the  thought  of  the  sleepless  night  which  she 
would  spend. 

Pushing  back  the  door  cautiously  on  its  old,  rusty 
hmges.  he  entered  on  tip-toe  and  glanced  suspiciously 
around.    The  room  was  empty,  but  a  lamp  with  a 
smoked  chimney  burned  upon  the  table,  and  there 
were  the  glimmering  embers  of  a  wood  fire  in  the 
stove.     It  was  just  as  he  had  left  it  the  evening 
before,  and    this    aroused    in    him    a    feeling    of 
surprise,  so  long  a  stretch  appeared  to  cover  the 
last  twenty-four  hours.    The  same  basket  of  chicken 
feathers  was  in  the  sagging  split-bottomed  chair, 
the  same  pile  of  black  walnuts  lay  on  the  hearth, 
and  the  rusted  hammer  was  still  lying  where  he  had 
dropped  it  upon  the  bricks.    Even  the  smell  was  the 
same-a  mixture  of  baked  bread  and  burned  feathers 
Gomg  to  the  door  that  led  into  the  house,  he 
opened  it  and  looked  up  the  dark  staircase;  then  a 
Bound  reached  him  from  the  dining-room,  Mid  with 
a  nervous  shiver  he  turned  away  and   came  back  to 
the  stove.     A  dread  paralysed  him  lest  the  meeting 
with  Maria  should  be  delayed  until  his  courage  oozed 
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ottt  of  him,  and  to  n«rve  hinuelf  for  the  Moounter  ht 
■ttmiBoiwd  to  mind  all  the  evidmoe.  which  lathmd 
m  •  cloud  of  witmm^,  to  proy.  har  ifLomy 
Once  t  occurrwl  to  him  that  after  a  few  minntw 
of  waiting  he  might  tight«.  the  «:rew  upon  hS 
nwvet  and  eo  pluck  up  the  audadty.  if  not  the  re«>. 
ution.  to  aK>end  the  stair  boldly  and  denounce  her  in 

n#  pCTT?  f '  "•  «'*°^***»«'-  But  the  memory 
of  Fletcher',  face  wagged  befo«  him.  and.  qual^ 

mth  temjr.  he  huddled  with  open  palm.  abSTtSJ 
rtove^  Then,  pacmg  .lowly  up  and  down  the  room, 
il  tLl7°'^  frMtically  to  laeh  him.df  into  the 
drunken  bravado  which  he  miwaUed  courage 

.««  1*  ~***^  **"  ^'^'^  ■•^•d  W».  violent. 
convu^«ve.  and  going  over  to  the  tin  .afe.  he  rum. 
maged  among  the  cold  «Tap.  he  found  there,  devour- 
mggreedUy  the  food  which  had  been  .et  b^  foTSe 
IT^AA  ^^^^•o^Mi«Saidie'.ra.pberryvine«J 
fT^  ttf°  'l"^?^*  "<*  »»•  tore  the  paper  l^i 

^  tWr^  I?""*  ^^^  ^  •  «"  who  Vliriehe. 
fr^  thirrt.  H«  energy,  which  had  evaporated 
from  fatigue  and  hunger,  surged  back  in  .pann.  of 
Mfw.  and  as  he  turned  away,  invigorated,  from  the 
Mfe.  he  real»ed  a.  he  had  never  done  before  the 

mLT^Z  °^  ^  '^  »«*i«t  MarU.  At  the 
moment,  had  .he  come  m  upon  him.  he  felt  that  he 
could  have  rtruck  her  in  the  face. 

But  .he  did  not  come,  and  the  dow  minute,  fretted 
him  m  their  pawage.  A  flame  shot  up  in  the  stove, 
and.  catchmg  a  knot  of  resinous  pine,  burned  rteadUy. 
hcking  patiently  about  the  fading  ember..  The 
air  became  charged  again  with  the  odour  of  burned 
«•«»«»,  and  he  uw  that  a  handful,  with  the  dried 
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Wood  ot  tiM  fowl  itm  adlMrin»  ta  *k— .  u  .  . 
•<»tt«red  upon  th.  ^mJT^^^Ai  '  .^^  ***" 
OUT.  of  red  .nd  \Z:k^r^J^J^^  «J<>t*l  tht  col- 
that  h.  h.d  raiJ^ii^X^rhl^^^- 
boy  ftt  the  Hall,  and  tlut  M^h^  ^^h*  wm  s 
'ul  of  hi.  eg«  r.  SrJr**  ?^  «n««»»«dtBert. 
•welled  to  eS^^jL^,P^*»-     ^h.  fauW«.t 

^STf*^*     ^^»  ""^^  *^  ^•«»  <rf  Fletcher 

.tic  "^'  1^"  '.^L'  r;r  "-T  "t:^ 

you  (UrnnuciUi"  "  "  5*^  "  '  "«»P«!t«l— 

«*t  off  th.  bitir     inJ^i^'  H!^  '"'''*"  5™" 
lilc to knoir?"  *>«  jroo  h«  !,«.  ij 

"YMterday,"  aaiwerad  Will,  inuki...  .k.  .      l 

•nidong.^    ^***«^^~»^n,— «he'iche.t«ime 

"Then  the  lied,"  said  Fletcher  aoftlv  "Th^ 
■he  hed  end  I  didn't  know  it  "  ^'        ^^ 

"She*,  cheated  me."  insirt«l  WiU  hoarsely.  "If. 
been  aU  •  iK^hwae  of  hei.  from  the  wy  bU-fai! 
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"BhC  Wli«'t  that?"   Mtpondrt   tb*   old   n.» 

I  d  not  h«,  you  hj«-ni  «,t  h.».  you  Lr,r 

d«»ir^i"""  ?  •  "^'  "<•  •  ««>k  o<  fo«n 
droppad  on  hii  gray  btard.  ^^ 

«JJ'^!„"  ^..li  "J^*  '^"«"  "'»«•  Wi"  P- 
I-.  lh«  new.      Sh.-.  piotud  to  o».t  m.  f,om  th. 

— I  m-'J!'". "i?**  *"*•  •'*'*' '»'"''  "»  troubU." 
WM  Pbtch.r'.  .harp  rejo  ;dw. 

«^?  ^'^'*  •■°"  '"  «^  «"»:  ••  jun  .  word 
ot  two— I  only  w*nt  •  word." 

B«  wh«  hi.  gr„dl.th«-  dr.w  b«k  ud  Wood 
*bw«nag  upon  him  in  «!«,«,  th.  qwMh  lu  htd 

ro^.th^:"'  '™"  '^'^  ""^  ""  •»«-•  '•• 

JZ.'iT'  .*~"^.'»'P'"-y  "O^id  th.  room. 
•«.kmg  m  vua  mn.  mq,ir.tion  from  th.  object. 

f«*h«,  th.  pd.  of  walnut,  on  th,  hearth,  each 
^«*rfh«  w«,d.„„g  attmtion  for  an  inrtant.  and 
b.  bOM  .11  th,  drtail,  with  amaring  vividkw.. 
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A  mottM  cam*  otit  into  tli«  r»%,.^    -i  j- 

„"'"•'■•  ""Wt   you've  tM   to  MV     VOO  ml^ 

"•W  b«gon«."  r«iini.<l  W«-.il.  '^  "'*'"  *• 
•»"  you  wont  gi,  off  „  ,„J*  "m-.V^""  '  ""^  y°» 
«^.m.  i.  Bill  Pl«ch«.    Th.  Z^  "ol^ 

Pith  I     Titih  r   Mtpooded  Platcher     "Am  vm. 
going  or  are  you  not  ?"  '^  ^"^ 

WUl'i  eyes  burned  like  coaIi    ahH  .«  «k- 
noting  the  two  men  a,  they^^^JJ^/^^ 

?«*!:,.  """^  «xpre8«on  rather  than  in  featmT 

^TLdThitws^^r^''  ^^^  the*"cwn:i:;:rt 

tw?t!?-  7  ^f  "  **«>PP«1.  »nd  there  was  a  ceaaelew 
twitching  of  the  .mall  mu«:le«  in  both  fw^^ 
bcart  m  each  had  .prung  violently  to  tSTwrfll 

You  ve  left  me  to  rtarve  f "  cried  Will,  Wrangling 


CHRISTOPHIR'S  RBVBNOB  ,„ 

«   rM»  worind  in    hit    blooU    lil»  the   .oiiit   o» 
Itr'h.'StoS"  "*  '»^'  >»"  '^.  "<>  you  know 

•w.'u'^iJ'J'".."'"***  """"'  ^i"  «•«"'>>«. 

k,.._  '^ ,«""  •»  m.  ,  minut,  I,,-  ~  m     t;  '. 
DTMMi  wench  your  mother  tndni  la  v„„.,;,t     ' 
your  ehoulder.  for  good  «,d  il        .,     I  "''  ^ 

«  th.t  not  one  red  cent  git.  :o  yo-.       M  „.  ,^,, , 
Stop  your  grinning  I"  '  *""' 

tT.te.rth    ilU  .r-K?'""'  "P  '"•  "-"""«■  '■■•» 

« ^ri;!:,^  I'n'tT  •■"  "•'.""  -^  ^"-o 

h..«l  .k-T?  .  *•  "■">"  °'  »•»  foom  Will 
!«^he  thumpmg  of  hi.  own  heert.  «,d  the  «,und 
mepir^l  hrni  like  the  drume  of  bettle.  He  wuin 
•  qmver  from  he.d  to  foot,  but  it  wu  .  o».W  S 
«««.  not  of  fur  and  >  irt»i  -«  J!^  ^    ^^  '' 

thit  he  cmOH  i».  Ki  "^  **  P"***  PO-f—d  him 
the,  te  c^d  Uf.  hi.  eye.  „d  look  Fletcher  «,„.„,y 

;XT^:^i  "CHH-opiS  Bi.fwj%hti^ 

As  the  name  struck   him  between  the  eye.  the 
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mJiA  u^l'   ?;  •  •  '^^  movement  forwani 

h!.^.f'"J°v'*"'  "^  "">»»  >««>  d-opp^i  from 
«ri-,  1/        ^  I.  ^*  '"™<'  "P°»  "■>>  with  the 

tal^^t^  h-  '^'*  T*  •"•  •"*  *■»  '»™»«  «™.h^ 

ing  into  his  temple. 
There  wm  a   muffled  thud,  and   Pletchw.  «•«» 

J^^i  T  "^  '°  *•"  '••'™"  »W'h  l»d 
nicctOti  hi.  dnmkcn  fmuy. 

it  "iJfirT^^  ""  •'°"-     '  »°''«  y<«  I-d  do 
youTd  r'.,^y-*»0  •  »on»"t  l.t«:  "I  told 

Th,  hamiwr  wu  Mill  in  hi.  h«.d.  Md,  Uftine 
«,  he  examined  it  with  .  morbid  <;aiodty  A 
«d  fl~k  rained  the  iron.  «.d  «.«.ci^*Ji  .^ 
••w  that  there  wm  a  .plotch  of  blood  on  Pletcher'. 
t«npl«.  -I  told  him  I'd  do  it."  he  repeated.  .petL! 
•ng  thi.  time  to  hinuelf.  F««ien.  epeaic. 

Then  in«antly  the  .Hence  in  the  room  Mopned 
h»h««-bj»t.  and  «.  Mm  quaking  in  a  ^^^ 
terror  through  every  fibre.     He  heard  the  itir  of  the 

a^e  above  the  ember.,  and  the  «dden  b«alci« 

leued  down  he  heard  nmething  elae— the  ■»— <- 
^W-g  of  the    Wg    .aver    JUTV^J^^, 
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night.  anwjcen  man  out  into  the 
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CHAPTER  IX 
Thi  Pulfillino  ov  TBI  Law 

swue  ujio  nis  own  room  to  unHrM.   —i. 

^_  <««««.    Wh.t  m  th«nd«  i.  the  tn«.ble 

Sleppiag  bMlc.  he  led  the  way  Into  wh«  «,  d,™, 
•  tune  .go  h«i  b««,  M™.  BUke-s  wu1^.^h^^ 
pauiing  in  the  centre  of  thTfl  •*"""•  •"<•  »■»« 
with  toitted  bro^f!^  "*'».*»'■  «<xxi  waiting 
Btit  TO    whoT^  ^  ">  «pIanation  of  the  virit 

•haldng  iJ^^  ^'^  ">  P«  "P  the  bar  with 

••I  told  you  rd":t.:Le  L*"??m""  ""»"• 

Sas 
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'^^  h.y  known  .U  along  that  Id  do  it 

tJ^LI^'J  1r^^^  Chrinopher.  wUto  he  fUt 
it  JT^    "i  ^  ^^"^  «™'*'  ^^'    "Oat  with 

i.  h«i  .?^  'TL*''  •^'^^  "•  fi«*.    The  bruii. 

Kd^*;I  ■"  'r*'r  "  '''«'■''  '»^«  "•ought 

r°TrrL.     ?''  **"■  •"  "W  hammer?    Why  It 
""  tht  hMMnw  doing  there,  anyway?    They  hav. 

in *i."^"^''*  """*''"  ™n  trough  Um.  endia. 
jn  htt  hand,  and  feet,  which  jerkM  wiliy     Hi! 

^  •"«»''«'•  oM-*  old  that  he^%-  h.*^ 
^  taken  at  the  fim  glance,  for  a  man  of  eie^ 

ta  t '  V  :'"^»"  '«"««'  W«  wort'  be  ^toi 
wpBer  •  look,  he  broke  mto  a  n>a.m  of  frightened 
wUppj"^"^    Bke    a    child    that    tj    SS 

"I  told  you  not  to  drink  again."  „id  Chrirtophw 
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'VSJ  "  ^  •^'^^  *°  «>^    W.   thought. 

touTZL^l.'^'^  ^"P     Lwerni  never 
wm^  aaothM-  drop,"  groaned  WUl.  .till  «,bbin£ 
I  didn  t  mean  to  kill  him.  I  tell  you     U  J^'t^ 
«'  I  reaUy  meant  to  kill  him;  you ^ee  th*t      u 
all  the  fault  of  that  accurned  Z^J^.u     \  / .  ™ 

•Iway.  bZr;  JTl,  ^      «>ward-you  know  I've 

^Y^JTt  ^*r^»»^  °«»d«<i  •»  ag«ement. 
i^.         1.     •  ^  ™"  *  to  blame,  after  aU;  but  he  flew 
into  such  a  rase— he  aIwai^.  a—.  •  * 

he  heam  your^e  ••       ^    ^"^  *"'"  *  "«»  "^- 

c*™t.ir  ''"^**'  "'  "*"'  '"'"  "^"^  Chri.topher 
"Oh.  it  was  that  that  did  it;  it  wa.  your  name  • 
r«phed  WiU  breathlewlv     "  r  foi,i  u  ' 

WAS  «  A^^i      ««.nieMiy.        1  told  hmi  you  sa  d  he 

^ t  ^T  "*''^  '^  ^^^^  ^°-  *  <*-•».'  that 
,wj«d"   JVu    K      "*  **  ™*  ^*^  hi.  rtick.  and  I 

jerked  up  the  hammer, and Oh  mv  God  tL' 

muitn't  hang  me  "  ^        '  ****y 

tJ^?*T^'''  '***"^  Chrirtopher  roughly  for 
^  other  had  dn,pped  upon  the  flir  and  S^.Z 
Img  m  drunken  hysteric  at  his  feet.  "It  maki 
me  «ck  to  see  a  man  act  Uke  an  ^"  ^ 

-^  wiu^^^^r  raw"  "^:r^  it^" 

anvwh«f»      T'li  !         y   "*"*  here—hide  me 

anywhere.     I  U  go  anywhere.  I'll  promise  anything 

maa— I  u  go  nuui  m  gaol." 
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"Slittt  upr-  r^ioiiMd  Chftatophtr.  Unminff  with 
imution  to  th.  «mnd  of  tUXr;  Z^ 

""    •    ""•'.•*  «P-    A«  jron  too  dmak  to  ■♦.ml 
OB  your  Uni"  ^^  

"I'm  •otMr-I'm  parfMtljr  lolwr,"  pratntod  WUL 

teidwrf.       I  V.  idw.y,  b«n  .  good  tt«id  to  yoo  •• 
n««  let  him  „y  „ythi„g  „g^^  ^_j  ,„^ 

.nd'fdtTwV"^.'"  >""•"  "*"""»  Chmtopto, 
and  felt  that  be  might  a«  well  have  waited  hit  ironv 

on  a  beat™  hound     Turning  away  from  SI  ^ 

ZTX  "'  ^'"'■''y-  •*  «lk«l  lowly ^  IS 
down  the  room,  taking  o.«  to  ttep  Bghtly  I<»t  th. 
bojrd.  .hould  creak  and  awakenTu'kw 
U.U-  fj'"'"  *"  '""*  "  ""  Blake  had  left  if 
.ol^f^'  '"'  ?«»>«"»»  ^Wr.  fiUed  with^: 
ons  tt«xl  „  the  hearth:  the  dri«l  graaeTto 
the  two  tall  ya«.   .hed  their   adiy   poCd^ 

-b,SS'ot,:::i;" ""  '''"^''  .patb.-d.th. 

.«?"  *'".T*|»«*"'>ed  wall,  the  old  Bkk.  portrait. 
.^   prided,  and    he   found,  for  the  firH  toTw 

jrd:^inThr:n!°  t.  '°™*''*^  '^  *•" »»""'»'  •»" 

tude-m  the  splendid  pow  which  they  had  handwl 
down  like  an  heirloom  though  the  «„turie.     Zo«, 
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.bo«.  .h^  mouth  tn.'Xr^t'^'^"^ 
portly.  imp^Miv..  ,  hi,h  UvTTL^  ^'  '"'^' 
blood.  Md  tittn  to  thT  dJlTi  .*!r°~  y°""« 
of  Aunt    Stt«muA    K.^^^"'"*^"   '«»«l« 

««  to  hi.  motlMT?D<^«  A*!  from  h«r  h.  »«« 

In  •v»ry  limb,  in  .v«»f!!Zi^  *    ^  °^  "»»« 

—  plainly  bom  toXw^i  '"  '.'^  **«  •■• 
from  their  el.«.t  -L^       thwoMlv.,,  ,nd  yet 

«po-«-":;j:^s:jnnjti,'^"<'  f^ 

Degraded.   coarMn*^    a-u    .       "***'  <*««»nd*nt. 
lUumined  only  at  Ion.  i^iZ/^^^  •"^  ignorance 

•o«i  Which,  tho^jh^cri'^!!"  "^  «*  • 

Th»  night  dr«MKl7u^'  "".f "  ""qMocbwI. 

floor •i.h'hi.tlSSt.JS^^M'"^*  "•  ■»«<»  »"• 
.  .hivering  ^.'I'^^^^C^^^  "•<•  to«d. 

•pac.  Of .  f«  Sx  j[iI;'Sr;  r"  "^ "» 

choldns  buir  thT^r^J.         °*'  '*'  '"in  »ilent. 
th.  'i^t^^^'  "'»•     B"'  P"«ntly 
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i^mpwl  upon  tiM  toCA.  whm  .h*  ^ood  dawiac  M 

niticm  of  dumb  •ymp^thy-tht  •ymp«thy  whichi 
oD»dd  not  wrto,  from  tb«  ci^.-  i„dif!.r«»c  of 
Chn«toph«r  •  look. 

i^^^  1°  "**~T  ~^Wnt/'  hi  pieadtd  «t 
iMt.  .trrtcluiif  out  hii  hudi.  "If  tWt  iMept  no 
111  go  mad  before  morniag." 

At  this  Chrwtophw  CMM  towvd  him«  and.  ttop- 
pi^  m  tU.  walk,  frowned  down  upon  th«  .ofa. 

You  datarve  avwything  you'd  g«,"  he  Mid 
e"r5f'J  Tr''?  -  big  a  fool  a.  ^  trod  tS 
•hcmld  lift  my  hand  to  hdp  you.    Th«.'.  no  reaaon 

But  you  11  do  it-you'U  gat  ma  out  of  it  I"  criad 
Will,  grasping  the  other'i  knees. 
"And  two  weeks  later  you'd  be  in  another  scrape." 
Not  a  single  drop-IU  never  touch  a  drop  um^. 
Before  God  I  swear  it  I"  ^^ 

"Pshaw!  I've  heard  that  oath  befoia." 
Strangling  a  scream.  WiU  caught  him  by  the  arm. 
draggmg  himself  slowly  into  a  sitting  posture.  'Til 
hang  myself  if  you  let  them  get  me."  he  urged  hys- 
tjncaUy.  "I'U  hang  mysdf  in  gaol  rathiS^  2^ 
them  do  It.  I  can't  face  it  aU-I  can't-I  can't. 
It  isn  t  grandpa  I  mind;  I'm  not  afraid  of  him. 
Me  was  a  devil.     But  it's  the  rett— the  rest." 

Roiighly  shaking  him  off.  Christopher  left  him 
huddled  upon  the  floor  and  resumed  his  steady 
^up  and  down  the  room.  In  his  ears  the  inc<i 
iwrent  phrases  grew  presently  fainter,  and  after  a 
time  he  lost  entirely  their  frenatad  drift.    "A  titOa 
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Wow— jurt  ft  UtUe  blow  "  «d^  «    .. 
TiM   hftbit   of  otttwftrd  coniiio^.-      wi  . 

••"•d  Wm  ao  owfectlTnl.  •».  Tl**P^"«  P<*- 
•»-•  .y.  to  hK*yo^'^,tlW"'.  Wti«I«Jw;. 
-^•tling  grftvity  ^^  '^^'  •PP^J'd  by  If 

t^J!/^  ***^  •  «°<x*  Wend  to  vciu_   1 

(Timid  to  yott,"  urmd  th-         '^"^  "^^^^  iood 

P-Mionftte  ftpl^J^Sf /J^*  r?»»«»'  m«„  iu  ft  u«t 

"  Whftt  is  thit  thouffht  wkj/.k  r 
V^  Chri..opher  ^r.S^^ZS'*  !^  -i"  «•"■• 
^^tii"  of  mi«,.  Mn^y,"^  lii^I  to'^' 

upon  it— eager  ,1-^   .,'!?'  "'"'  ""  •<u>ll«ht  full 

»o  «il  upon  i,  th.naiy'flfL.!'^.  "*■   >««> 
"on  WM  throw  beck  uDon  w    ""^  <*^»»We  inten- 

thought..     -iCwrv  to  ^     u***  "*'='«*•  to  hi. 
"rough   the  W"  W""""  '•»  "»».  th«,.  i; 

H.  lud  touci:^  tSet^  ^^1  r^'f^,  ■«^. 
•t  WM  thro^h  the  bov      S^'^kT*''  *'  '**•  *"<' 
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•ot  moiii««.     W.U  hT,?  '^,'V«»«»  «o  th*  prai. 
h.JI'"^'^'-— "-'«*-««„  to  ^^ 

Tht  flnt  ttreak  of  dawn  Mt.*^      ^. 
i»f  the  room  whh  •  thS  t^lTfi  ~^***«'y.  «ood. 
f-nUMar  object,  .p^r^"  S^  !1'^!.*»  ''^^'^  *»>• 

Will  fumbled  in  hi«  pocket  ^^a  » .. 

cwti.  which  he  held  ^Tw^         **°^*  ^  •  '^^ 
other  unlocked  thTietr^^T  i?*"'  '^'^^  *»»• 

'•^thi:  "*"  ^'^^    '*"'"' "' 

the  money  I  m^tJ7^  *  *'^^  "omtwhere.    It's 
««  «>tty  a  tu  K  «d  when  you  „!  wh« 


.tJ» 


you'r*  foing.  lit  ttiU  and  Ibi^  «_ 

yoii  wtA,  ,  t^^  ^      --«  «JP  your  mouth  tttut     ii 

•*«w  front.    Aad^w^i^u   '^  y*»«»  k'tpuiff  • 

.   *«'>  •  thort  laugh  u  i^'       "*  ""th" 
hMd.  "«"  »•  M<1  Ottt  hit  bit  tou«ud 

«*.  ««KKhn  P1.M,™  I«uLr';^  *^  ""  loot 
The  rap  cam,  ,~j„  „rf  k. . 

A.  he  itood  .loo,  th«!  in  .L  "*"• 

of  that  g,y  ,i„„,    .      .. .  "  «•  iMd  tiM  dyjo,     ^^ 

b^  I.W1  .t«,d  «noL~i':i-*  •*'"  "'•«-^ 

h»eioai  old  mmrlJ     -otltnm." 
tl»  door.  "  "•'    •>•  n,utt««i,  «d  uabMwl 

*•  Iw  flung  it  open  tlu  11.1^ 
•^  th,  th«.K  ~^™J»f  "«lifht.p,„fc^ 
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"Is  that  you.  Tom?"    He  «rl«n  '     ^*  «™"»Wed. 

nodding  with  a  kind  of  f!iZT  "^^"^^^  '°"»<i. 

tmth  is  we  wj  wt^Z:.T°'^''^'':  ""^^  "» 
The  old  man's  murdered    ^ul,  "  ^'  ""^  "  '^■ 

turn  aside,  most  lk^%^.u VT^""'*  ^o"  '"•' 
Ws  drunk  under  my  ha^::,"  B„t  ?  ""''"«  °« 
>ng  for  the  man  wlio  kilkd  Bni  pf  f .  ^°"  ""  '°<"'- 
a  different  matter, •" he  added '^';'  ""*"  *■■"■» 
'•-I«cicon..oys,rmart-rd;;«e/re^L^'^ 


CHAPTER  X 

The  Whbbl  of  Lifi 

Throughout  the  trial  he  wore  fha  «,ii 
which   closed    over    him    lilH    W    1^7 
approached  one  of  the  crises  of  lif«     H    u^       "" 

P^f»  Tthe  H^^so'°"°>  '"  """""-'-We 
When  the  que^L  wis  firstZ Vm"  ."*"^'"- 
and  shru^d  his  sh^uld"?"^th  the  I'  T'" 
gesture    of    the    Blalces       "  wT,  hereditary 

WeU.  Why  w«„.t1.et«eP"'^Lt''was''^  ^'ri 
X^'Ll'"  'f  !5<»^  "^  «»  sideltacfthe  d  y 
w^he-r^r^  ^^--^t-rro^r 

the^tence  he  heard  witfr^^tt  t^^^" 

Five  years  wasn't  much  for  kiUin' a  man  m^w: 
Tom  Spade  observed,  "but  it  was  a ^  d^^ 
whenyou  come  to  thinlc  of  it,  fora  Blake^y  w' 
tor  gettm'  even  with  a  Fletcher  wi,„  ?^'.'^ 
have  brained  BiU  FletcheTtL^^^co^'-^  ttS^* 
ken«-add«i  a  little  wistfuUy.  ^tZ^  he'.^ 
ixrt  «i  such  a  nasty  mamier  afterward." 
But  rt  was  behind  this  impregnable  reserve  th«t 
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love  of  desperate  hooe^M  T  .  *"'  """ditary 
to  that  last  shSfae  Cnl  hot-headed  dinging 
«iM  make  hTsfiZ'T^n^  ?.""''■''■""'  '"^'■' 

cnideness  and"ri^^!?f  '*""«*  '"'*'"«  <>«  ™«ic 
face  from  hfa  f S??  i  "">gance.  he  turned  his 

'He  Croats;  rthT^l^t"^*""'^  *'-'"^- 

in  the  resis^«^'hrht^""/°«fy  vehemence 

jntreaty  for  a  meetJ^gXh^  «  t°he  f  ,'"^""'*' 
he  went  from  the  litfi.  .;~  ^.  '""'J'  autumn 
years  in  the"tate  ori,"  „  J"  ^°'  '"  «"'*  «»  «», 
her  was  as  she  tt^Ttk^h.  mt  l^t  ""^"^  "' 
in  the  open  field.    XT  the  m^?'*""*  °°  ■■«"«• 

Padualiy  grew  remote  and'imTw,  ^rL?'  *"' 
like  a  bright  star  over  whirh  Vh.  ,  \  '*"«nibrance. 
his  thoughts  dJZZ      ,      ^*  '^'°"^=  thicken,  and 

inspiraZ^  «,t  tht^b;:^rarf  TTt  ■»  "P™^ 

Me«physical^g„*V^if  '!™'  °    t  ^'^^  "«•• 
what  had  sa.™..?  •         '^*  violent  recoil  from 

nature''^dThrata\e"S^rof  tt:*"""  "  "'  '"^ 
»any  months  the  feTrl^LT'*'  r?''"'  "' 
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re«embUng  disease.  There  were  moments  when  he 
felt  capable  of  any  crime  from  sheer  frenzied  loathing 
of  his  surroundings-when  for  the  sake  of  the  clean 
space  of  the  tobacco  fields  and  the  pure  water  of  the 
little  spring  he  would  have  murdered  Bill  Fletcher  a 
dozen  times.  As  for  the  old  man's  death  in  itself,  it 
had  never  caused  him  so  much  as  a  quiver  of  the  con- 
science BUI  Fletcher  deserved  to  die.  and  the  world 
was  well  nd  of  him— that  was  all. 

But  his  own  misery  I    This  was  with  him  always 
and  there  was  no  escape  from  the  moral  wretchedness 
which  seemed  to  follow  so  closely  upon  crime.     Fresh 
from  the  open  country  and    the  keen  winds  that 
blow  over  level   spaces,   he  seemed  mentally   and 
physically  to  wither  in  the  change  of  air-to  shrink 
slowly  to  the  perishing  root,  like  a  plant  that  has  been 
brought  from  a  rich  meadow  to  the  aridity  of  the 
c  ose-packed  city^     And  with  the  growing  of  this 
strange  form  of  homesickness  he  would  be  driven 
at  times,  into  an  almost  delirious  cruelty  toward 
those  who  were  weaker  than  himself,  for  there  were 
summer  nights  when  he  would  brutally  knock  smaller 
men  from  the  single  window  of  the  cell  and  cling 
pantmg  for  breath,  to  the  iron  bars.     As  the  year 
went  on,  his  grim  silence,  too,  became    for  those 
around  him  as  the  inevitable  shadow  of  the  prison 
and  he  went  about  his  daily  work  in  a  churlish  lone ' 
liness  which  caused  even  the  convicts  among  whom 
he  hved  to  shrink  back  from  his  presence 

Then  with  the  closing  of  the  second  winter  his 
superb  physical  strength  snapped  suddenly  like  a  cord 
that  has  stood  too  tight  a  strain,  and  for  weeks  he 
lingered  between  life  and  death    in    the    hospital 
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Pllor  still  elm,,  to  h'^C  ^J^?  ""•  *""  •"••"tUy 
'"«  first  tim,  to  .too^t;:'' .':•"<''•  he  .wok.  f„ 

aIter.d-for  the  peri^oT  h- *    """  ''"  '"»«"  had 

-«h.  vision  .hr^gTthlh  lt::.''''"""-"  '•"» 

the  world.  *  *  "*  ''•d  grown  to  regard 

wderfsottxv:ve''':;a'"th'*'r  '"^•''- 

h"  soul  had  burst  sudd«r/„?^l',^*  ""•  P'««»  '» 
one  Sunday  moraine  in  f  h  '""filment.     Sitting 

with  his  th^  whrha^d^^'a^^:  T  °'  ••■'  P"-"- 
«nd  his  head,  cropped  now  ofl^fflf  w'f~  "''  ""«« 
to  the  sunshine,  Tt^J^l    ^   '''  '"^^  ^"'-  ™««d 
<»  the  old  bench  he  hTdr«    "?  """' «"«  T<"k«r 
happy.     The   warm%t M"'^,"  '"'  ''°"  *"  <« 
straight  overhead  Ih.T    f-    "  '*"'  the  blue  sky 
"sparrow  d«„t  pXrfn'r'^  '«""  "hich" 
wholly  passionless  of  th?!;     ^  *""  »  «"P>ition, 
of  the  earth-of  a  teal.  •    .T'^f  P'''^'^*'  heaut^ 
clear  sunshinTfairn^^'Jl"  l"'  "««  sky  and  in  the 

A  month  am>  h."  ^P^  *  P™°"  «>urt. 
his  was  to  K  'of  thr"'"^  *"""'  hopefully  if 
■»"ked  for  so  bTef  a  t?me V''*''"^'  ^""«"  8^"es. 
the  graves  of  the  me^  'Tu^.  ''?°^*°  headboards-J 
-"d  now  th.re^«^J«^  "M."""^  *"«  ""'b 
»h»e.aquietsatisf£«"^i*?rT  ^-  ^""K  there 
«"'  breathe  the Tr1^°S  joIt*-  ,™^''*  """"^  "^^ht 

see  the  blue  sky  ov^hMdThrC  "'•^■'  '■«="  "O 
was  enough  to  fill  "net  J""^  '''>'  »  '»«« 1    That 

Tucker  had  said.  "'™°'y  »»    overflowing, 

A  tall,  lean   convict,   newly   released   fr„„   ^h. 
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^!^^f'  '~*^'^  ^^'  '^""^  ^^  *  stumbling  pace  and 
stood  for  a  moment  at  his  side. 

••I  reckon  you're  hankerin'.  "  he  remarked.     "I 

^^W-f^T       u  ^'r  '^"^  "^°«"^ain«.  an- 1  hanker 

^A  H  r^  r!  ''^^'  °^  ***"  °'^  Humpback  Knob." 
«...        .         ^      '°  "**  *  ^^^^^  sweep-hardly  a  hill 

rbacco/'*"  ''"'''  '°^  ''*  "•"'  ^°  ^^°-  --  ^»- 

wZT'"  ^T  ^^"^  ^°^^'"y  ^^^''  ^»^«"'  ain't  you? 

What  are  vou  here  for?"  "'^ 

"Killing  a  man.     And  you?" 
"Killin'  two." 

ru^^lJ  v^v."^  f  .^'  ^''  ^''^^^  '''P'  a"d  Christopher 
rubbed  h,s  hands  m  the  warm  sunshine  and  wondered 

t^TroUsldt ''''  ^^ ''-'  ^"  °"^  °^  ''^  ^''  ^°«^  ^y 

briltfnVtH  "'°°"  ^T  W^^^h^^by  came  to  see  him. 
tZ^2^  K  !  "^'^^^^^^  Vila's  baby  had  come  and 
f^t.  %  "^T"*  ''  ^^"^topher.  " It's  the  living 
image  of  you.  she  says."  he  added,  smiling;  "bul 
I  confess  I  can't  quite  see  ic.  The  funny  part  is 
you  know  that  Cynthia  is  just  as  crazy  about  it  as' 

m^^laTcame..^'^  "^  '-^  ^^^^^  ^^^  ^^^ 
"And  Uncle*  Tucker ? " 

vni!"*'  /u     ''°""'^'    ^'°"^^^    ^i"^'    but    he    sent 
you  word  he  was  waiting  to  go  till  you  came  back 

infan^iTtrT/lr  Christopher's  eyes,  and  hesaw 

Lfd^^h    .       'u"^"  "'"^'^"^  ^"^  ^^"^  °"  ^he  bench 
beside  the  damask  rose-bush. 

S^^  ^«^  others-and   Maria  Wyndham?"     he 
asked,  swallowing  the  lump  in  his  throat. 
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Jim  reached  out  and  IaiVi  k.-  i 

•d«J«l:  Tell  him  we  Ll  w^^T.^'  "'"'•  •"'»  "'• 

in  I,-  '^      .   '    '■•'  "»  ««  «o  go  back  t"  h.  ,     ., 
<n  hit  weakness  "'  '"«<1  out 

'«'  that  he  .ho2  nourv.  r.1"::  ""  ""»■«"« 
release.     With  his  dedrninL  !    ?  .^  ""  y*"  <>'  his 
Hghter  work  in    h'   p°^  fl''  '*  'k""  "^  «*-«" 
t«ks  seemed  to  him  h^„  f?°'^L  *""'  '*"  '""»'' 
"membered.    The™  ;!!"'   ^    "  ""  '"««  <>""  "• 
in  the  hospital  assured  Mm   i,""'  •""  "'""'""' 
form  of  homesictoea  ,Z-      "^  °"'>'  ^'^  •""•»<■«' 
frame.     Let  h'm  ^1, 1*"«  "P°"  "'»  ""kened 
life  and  the  IrZ  T^t^Z"^""'"  ""  °''"'°°- 
»«  month,  his  Xhys  c^  ha^-^  "f"'  ""''  *"•"" 
It   was  noticeable  arfhi^"^'"~'*'»"0  ^"ive. 
tolerance  which  CgZ^'ZlT    ■''I'.  "'^  ■""" 
cence  drew  to  him  .1.       "P""  ■""■  'n  his  convales- 
first  repulsed     T^e  ntere^^l''  "■""■  ''«  •»<>  at 
ning  by  some  rare    o'cTo,    **'"?f^  '"  ""  •««*- 
••odily  presence  b^c^    °L      t^'""  '"  ^^  "lere 
away  to  what   ^r^   ."h,     7^"  "'  ""'^    f«»«n 
friendly  and  alm^  rfl,-      f^^""  "'  ■"■"««.   a 
his  easier  t^^  WUhTh"'.?"""^  ~"^«™^''8 
rough  companionship  Ut^^'w"  ^7  f^'^  " 
among  whom  he  liwd    a„H T  ^      .""^  ""*  "«n 

-■'  ^"pHse  that  th:^  wrhaXr  ^i'Z^^l 


-v*A 


It-.. 


THE  WHEEL  OP  LIFE  j^, 

had  some  soft  spot  in  his  cham^— 
virtu,  which  w«  « m  Z^^ZIZ  '••";™'" 
•Id  evil  thru«  upon  h^  i„  ThrJ""*'*^*'  "'  K""" 
Without  .««»  in  Tv,  ™^;  1    "rtrfair  "°l 
outlook  upon  hum«nity-a  ld„r^f       ''rgene..  of 

,^>  workin,  to  «.t  y'TVU-na-jr  rt?:: 
w^^r^-T-zrut-tt^^^^^^^^^ 

.xpen.n«d  no  elation  with  the  words.     What  w« 
Zt^:r  *""  '-'  ™«"  «>  "-»  '0  W»  a 

nraMii  the  mystery  was  still  unsolved  He  haH 
acted  accordinif  to  the  Iav  «^  ""»"ivea.  ne  had 
was  all  thJr  .  °^  ^"  °^  nature;  this 

was  all  that  was  clear  to  Mm;  and  the  destiny  of 
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oS^t'th"  T". ;"■••■'"-.  with  a  dull  throb 

iwppiiieM  he  had  awodated  with  hi.  return     Had 

•■tlZ7T.  ^    '"""^  numbnew  at  hi.  heart? 

tetter C^'  ^'"*  "^''"'y'  "'"■'  I  ""<•  her  I'd 
better  take  you  home  and  put  you  to  bed  at  once 

JlZ  ^'.Z  ,:T  *,°  '"•  <^«"-  •"<•  «ot  yc^r 
k^„5"k  '^''"'  •"*'  "  aomeni,  "but  when  I 
«>*tt«d  her  to  come  with  me  to  take  it  to  v^^h. 
wc.,d  no.  do  it.  She  would  not  ,!^  yJ^Zm  ;^ 
were  back  in  your  own  place,  she  .aid."  ' 

Jl'c^^  l^'f^'  '"'*•  '•»"'"«  '»<=''  among  th. 
n-i.  Cynthia  had  brought,  watched  the  white  mirt 
cr^prng  over  the  p,ough«l  fields.    The  thJ^ghH 
Mana  no  longer  sfrred  his  pulses,  and  when  prjfentlv 
^  h  ^^^  whitewashed  cottage.  andT«t 

^LT^h^o^T  '^""^  ""  »  "»  """her', 
parlour,  be  found  himself  gazing  with  a  dull  imoer- 

™^  «nos.ty  at  the  portrait.  smiUng  so  »Sy 
dowB  upon  the  hearth.  The  memory  of  hi.  mother 
^  ^^h",:"r  °™'"*  "  *''  ">«  -anTtrivial  Z^. 

Tr^Z^'^i  had  been  her,.    A  little  later.  lyin^f 

»n   her  tester  bed    fh«  f«ii   ^e    i.  *»««,  lymg 

c«w  oea,  the  faU  of  .he  acoms  on  the 
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vi.w  o,  .h.  county  »„ichrd  d^lt  ,    '     IJI'"" 
hopPV  vi,ion  in  h»  thoturhu     T^^  i  ""«  ' 

mmMm 

golden  upon  a  viol..  h.C^^,     '"*  """"*«  "•"■ed 
The  J7«.rLl ':!,""  •  »P"''«"«  P«'l«  "t  fire. 

«inge  bound  of  th.  K—  .J      "^  ''"••     *'">  « 

to  him^"d  ^th  rt  .^vlt.!     """l"'  ""O"™  ""» 


